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CHAPTER L 
BARLT STRUGGLES. 

Cak any thing be conceived more dreary and disheartening, 
than the prospect before a young London physician, who, without 
friends or fortune, yet with high aspirations after professional 
eminence, is striving to weave around him what is technically 
called **a connexion?" Such was my case. After having ex- 
hausted the slender finances allotted me from the funds of a poor 
but somewhat ambitious family, in passing through the usual 
routine of a college and medical education , I found myself, about 
my twenty-sixth year, in London , — possessed of about 100/. in 
cash , a few books, a tolerable wardrobe , an inexhaustible fund of 
animal spirits, and a wife , — a lovely young creature whom I had 
been absurd enough, someweelfcs before, to marry, merely be- 
cause we loved each other. She was the only daughter of a very 
worthy fellow-townsman of mine, a widower; whose fortunes, 
alas! had decayed long before their possessor* Emily was the 
glory of his age, and, need I add, the pride of my youth; and 
after having assiduously attended ber finther through bis last illness, 
the sole and rich return was his daughter's heart. 

I must own, that, when we found ourselves fairly housed in 
the mighty metropolis, with so poor an exchequer, and the means 
of replenishing it so remote and contingent, we were somewhat 
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startled at the boldness of the step we had taken. '^Nothing ven- 
ture, nothing have/' however, was my maiim; and I felt sup- 
ported by that unaccountable conviction which clings to all in such 
circumstances as mine, up to the very pinching moment, but do 
longer, that there must be thousands of ways of getting a live- 
lihood , to which one can turn at a moment's warning. And then 
the swelling thought of being the architect of one's own fortune ! 
As, however, daily drafts began to diminish my 100/., my spirits 
faltered a little. I discovered that I m^ht fndeed as well 

Lie pack'd in mine own grave, 

as continue in London without money, or the means of getting It ; 
and after revolving endless schemes, the only conceivable mode of 
doing so seemed calling in the generous assistance of the Jews. 
My father had fortunately ellected a policy on my life for 5000/., at 
an early period, on which some fourteen premiums had been paid ; 
an^ this available security, added to the powerlUl idfluence of a 
young nobleman to whom I had rendered some service at college, 
enabled me to succeed in wringing a loan, from old Amos L — , 
of 3000/., at the trifftng interest of fifteen per cent., payable by 
way of re^emable annuity. It was with fear and trembling that 
1 called myseK master of this large sum, and with the utmost diffi- 
dence (hat I could bring myself to etercise what the lawyers would 
cfLWacis of ownership on it. As , however, there was no time to 
lose, I took a respectable house inC — Street West — furnished 
it neatly and respectably — fortunately enough let the first floor 
to a rich old East India bachelor — beheld *'Dr.— " glisten con- 
spicuously on my door — and then dropped my Httle line into 
the great water of London , resolved to abide the issue with pa- 
tience. ' 

Btessed wHfa buoyant and sanguine spirits, I did not lay ft much 
to heart, that my only occupatiott during the first sii months, was 
— abroad, to practise the pardonable solecism of hurrying haud 
pasiibus aquis through the streets , as if in attendance on nume- 
jious pfltients? and at home, to ponderpleasantly over my books, 
and enjoy the com^^ny of my cheerfttl and affectionate wife. But 
wftiea I bad* Btkmbered twelve months, dmost wi^out fe^eKng a 
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piil9» or reeeif log a fte, and was rtminded bf old Ir-> lliat Um 
second half-yearij ioslalmeiit of t^&L was dua, i bc^ii lo look^ 
forward wHh some apprekensioD to Um overcast fttUiro. Ot Ihe 
3000/. y for the use of wbicli I was paying so eruel aod exonbiUQt 
a {Mremiam, little more tbao hal6 remained ^- and tUs* aotwilin 
sUodiog we had pcaclised the most rigid aeooomy m omt house- 
bold expeaditure , aod detoied as little to dress as was eo»patible 
with maiDtaiaiog a respectable ctterlor* To my sorrow » I Couod 
mysetf ufiavotdably ooolractiog debts, which, wkh the iiolerest 
d^ to old L — , 1 foiud it would be impossible to discharge. If 
BMtters weiiC on as (hey seemed to threaten » what was to bsoome 
of me in a year or two? Putting every thing els^ out of the question, 
where was I to find funds to meet old L — 's annual demand of 
450/.? Relyiog on my prospects of proiessiooal success t I bad 
bound myself to return the 3000/. wilhin five years of the time of 
borrowing it; and now 1 thought I must have been mad to do so. 
If my profession failed me , i had nothing else to look tO|. I had 
no family resources -^ for my father bad died since I came to Lon- 
don, very much embarrassed in his circumstances; and my 
mother, who was aged and ii^Brm , had gene to reside with some 
relatives, who were tew aod poor. My wife, as I have stated, 
was in like plight. I do not think she had a relative in England, 
(for her lither and all his family were Germans,) except 

— Him, whose brightest Joy 
Was , that he called ber — wife. 

Lord — , the nobleman before mentioned, who I am sure 
would have rejoiced in assisting me , either by pecuniary advances 
or professional iotroductions, had been on the continent ever since 
I commenced practice. Being of studious habits , and a very bash- 
ful and reserved disposition while at Cambridge, I could number 
but few college friends, oeoe of whom I knew where to find in 
Loadott. Neither my wile nor I knew more than five people , be- 
sides enf Indian lodger; for, to tell the trulli, we were , like many 
a ftmd and foolish coaple before us, all the world to one another, 
and cared little for scraping together promiscaous acquaintance. 
Jlf we had even been inclined to visiting, our straitened circum- 
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Btaoces would have forbid onr Incurring the expenses attached to 
it. What then was to be done? My wife would say, '*Poh, love, 
we shall contrive to get on as well as our neighbours ;" but the 
simple fact was, we were not getting on like our neighbours, nor 
did I see any prospect of our ever doing so. I began , therefore, 
to pass sleepless nights and days of despondency, casting about in 
every direction for any employment consistent with my profession, 
and redoubling my fruitless efforts to obtain practice. 

It is almost laughable to say, that our only receipts were a few 
paltry guineas, sent at long intervals from old Mr. Asperne, the 
proprietor of the European Magazine , as remuneration for a sort 
of monthly medical summary with which I furnished him , and a 
trifle or two from Mr. Nicholls of the Gentleman's Magazine, as an 
acknowledgment for several sweet sonnets sent by my wife. 

Knowing the success which often attended professionaUuthoi^ 
ship , as tending to acquire for the writer a reputation for skill on 
the subject of which he treated, and introduce him to the notice 
of the higher members of his own profession, I determined to turn 
my attention that way. For several months I was up , early and 
late, at a work on Diseases of the Lungs. I bestowed incredible 
pains on it; and my toil was sweetened by my wife , who would 
sit by me in the long summer evenings like an angel , consoling 
and encouraging me with predictions of success. She lightened 
my labour by undertaking the transcription of the manuscript ; and 
I thought that two or three hundred sheets of fair and regular hand- 
writing were heavily purchased by the impaired eyesight of the 
beloved amanuensis. When at length it was completed , having 
been read and revised twenty times, so that there was not a comma 
wanting, I hurried, full of fluttering hopes and fears , to a well-, 
known medical bookseller, eipecting he would at once purchase 
the copy-right. Fifty pounds I had fixed in my own mind as the 
minimum of what I would accept; and I had already appropriated 
some little part of it towards buying a handsome silk dress for my 
wife. Alas ! even in this branch of my profession , my hopes were 
doomed to meet wKh disappointment. The bookseller received 
me with great civility ; listened to every word I had to say ; seemed 
to take some interest in my new views of the disease treated of, 
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which I explained to him , and repeated — and yentured to i 
him , that they would certainly attract public attention. My heart 
leaped for joy as I saw his busines»-like eye settled upon me with 
an expression of attentive interest. After having almost talked 
myself hoarse, and flushed myself all over with excitement, he re- 
moved his spectacles , and politely assured me of his approbation 
of the work; but that he had determined never to publish any more 
medical books on his own account. I have the most vivid recollec- 
tion of almost turning sick with chagrin. With a faltering voice I 
asked him if that was his unalterable determination? He replied, it 
was; for he had ^^lost too much by speculations of that sort." I 
tied up tbe manuscript, and withdrew. As soon as I leTt his shop, 
I let fall a scorching tear of mingled sorrow and mortification. I 
could almost have wept aloud. At that moment , whom should I 
meet but my dear wife ; for we had both been talking all night long, 
and all breakfast time, about the probable result of my interview 
with the bookseller; and her anxious affection would not permit 
her to wait my return. She had been pacing to and fro on the other 
side of the street, and flew to me on my leaving the shop. I could 
not speak to her ; I felt almost choked. At last her continued ex- 
pressions of tenderness and sympathy soothed me into a more 
equable frame of mind , and we returned to dinner. In the after- 
noon, I offered it to another bookseller, who, John Trot like, 
told me at once he <' never did that sort of thing." I offered it sub- 
sequently to every medical bookseller I could find — with like 
success. One fat fellow snuffled out, *Mf he might make so 
bold," he would advise me to leave off book-making, and stick to 
my practice ; another assured me be had got two similar works then 
in the press; and the last I consulted, told me I was too young, 
he thought, to have seen enough of practice for writing **a book 
of that nature," as his words were. ** Publish it on your own 
account, love," said my wife. That, however, was out of the 
question, whatever might be the merits of the work — for I had no 
funds; and a kind-hearted bookseller, to whom I mentioned the 
project, assured me that, if I went to press, my work would fall 
from it still-born. When I returned home from making this last 
attempt, I flung myself into a chair by the fireside, opposite my 
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hICb vithout shaking. There was an anxious smile of sweet soli- 
citude io her face. Hy agitated and mortified air oeaTiaioed her 
that I was finally draeppoiDted, md that six months' hard labour 
were thiown away. In a fit of uncontrollable pique andjMssioo, 
I flung the mamiscii^ on 4he'fire ; but Emily suddenly snatdied it 
from the flames, gaied cm mt with a look such «s none bilt a fond 
and deviated wife eoidd give — (threw her arms round my neek^ and 
kissed me back to calmmees ^ if not happiness, i laid the raen^- 
script in question on « shelf in my study; and it was my first and 
last attempt at medical book-making. 

From what cause, or combination of causes, I knaw not, hot f 
seemed marked oirtlbr failure in my proifession. Though my name 
shone on my door, and the respeolable neighbourhfeod could not 
but have noticed the regularity and decorum of my habits and 
manners, yet none ever thought af calling me in ! Had I been able 
to exhibit a line of carriages at my door , or open ny iMuse for the 
reception of conpauy , or dash about town in en ek^ant equipage, 
or be seen «t the opera and theatres -^ had I been aMe to do tliis, 
the ease mlf^t ha^e been different. In caedour I must acknow- 
ledge, that •another ppobabk cause of my ill success was a some- 
what insignificant person , and unprepossessing oountenamte. I 
could not wear such <an letirnal smirk of eomseited ooroplacenciy, or 
keep my head perpetually bowing , maudarin-like as many of my 
professional brothers. Still there were thousands to whom these 
deficiencies proved no serious obstacles* The great misfortune in 
my case was, undoubtedly, the wa&t of introductions. There was 
a maa of considoffable rank and great wealth , who was a sort of 
fiftieth cousin of mine, resided in one of the fashionabie squares 
not for from me , and on whom I had eatled to claim kindred, and 
solicit his patronage ; but after having sent up my name and ad- 
dross, I was euffered to wait so long in an ante-room, that, what with 
this and the noise of servants bastling past with insolent familiarity, 
I quite forgot the relatieaship, and left the Jkouse, wondering what 
bad brought me thero. I never felt inclined to go near it again ; 
80 tiMfe was an end of all prospects of introduction fr^m that 
quarter. I was left, thereforo , to rdly exclusively on my own ef- 
forts, and trust to ebanae for patients* It is true , that in Hie time 



I ha?e menHoiied, I was twie« ealled in al to teUdt't ivtnfog; 
but in b«lh xaMs , the (itbjecls •f my Tisito had «ipired h9hn my 
armal, protabij JMort a saeaseogfir could be deapatohed forme ; 
and the manner ia vhlcli mf /eea wane proffered, oonyinced dm 
that I shoold be cnrsed for a mercenary wretch if I accepted Ibem . 
I was, therefore, induced in each case to decline the9iitMa,tluMigb 
it would haYC pnrchased me a week's happiness! Iwas, also, on 
several occasions, called in to visit the inferior members of iamilies 
io the neighbourhood — servants, housekeepers, porters, #c* ; and 
of all the trying , the mortifying ocmrreooes hi the lifie of a yoong 
physician, such^ccasioos as these are the most irritating, f on go 
to the house — a laqge one probably •<-* and are instructed uot to 
knock at the front door, but to go down by the area to your pa- 
tient! 

I think it was about this time that I was summoned io haste to 
young Sir Charles F—, who resided near Ifayfair. Deligbted 
at the prospect of securing so distinguished a patient, I hurried to 
his house , resolved to do my utmost to giva satisfaction. When 1 
entered the room, I found the sprig of fashion enveloped in a crim* 
son silk dressing-gown, sitting conceitedly on the so^, and sipping 
a cup of cofiee, from which he desisted a moment to eiamfne me -* 
positively — through his eye-gla$s^ and tben^ireclad me to inspect 
the swelled foot of a favourite pointer! Darting a look of anger at 
the insulting eooLComb , I instantly withdrew without uttering a 
word. Five years afterwards, did that young man make use «f tbe 
most streouoiQi efforts to oust me from tlie coofidenee of a family 
of distinction, to which be was distantly related. * 

A more mortifying incident occurred ^lortly afterwards. I bad 
the misfortune to be called on a sudden emergency inioconsul*- 
tatioQ with the late celebrated Dr. — . It was the fipit oonsulta« 



* This anecdote calls to my mind one told me by the late Br. Jamei 
Hamiltoa* He was sent for onee in great haste by Lady P— , to see t 
absolaielf a liitia favourite monUy^ which was almoai auffocated with 
its morning feed. When the doctor entered the room, he saw oaly her 
Ladyship, her young son, (a lad of ten years old, who was most ab- 
surdly dressed,) and his i^atient. Lookingateachof the twolaller, he 
said eoolly Io Lady P— , '* My Lady , which is the monkey ? " 
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tioDtl Tisit that I had ever paid ; and I was, of course, very anxious 
to acquit myself creditably. Shall I ever forget the air of insolent 
condescension with which he received me ; or the remark he made 
in the presence of several individuals, professional as well as un- 
professional — ** I assure you, Dr. — , there is really some dif- 
ference between apoplexy and epilepsy , at least there was when I 
was a young man!" He accompanied these words with a look of 
supercilious commiseration , directed to the lady whose husband 
was our patient; and I need not add , that my future services were 
dispensed with! My heart ached to think, that such a fellow as 
this should have it in his power to take, as it were, the bread out 
of the mouth of an unpretending, and almost spirit- broken, pro- 
fessional brother ; but I had no remedy. 1 am happy to have it in 
my power to say how much the tone of consulting physicians is 
now (18^) lowered towards their brethren who may happen to be 
of a few years' less standing , and , consequently , less Ormly fixed 
in the confidence of their patients. It was by a few similar inci- 
dents to those above related, that my spirit began to be soured ; 
and had it not l>een for the unvarying sweetness and cheerfulness 
of my incomparable wife,. existence would not have been tolerable. 
My professional efforts were paralysed ; failure attended every 
attempt ; my ruin seemed sealed. My resources were rapidly 
melting away — my expenditure, moderate as it was, was counter- 
balanced by no incomings. A prison and starvation scowled 
before me. 

Despairing of finding any better source of emolument, I was 
induced to send an advertisement to one of the daily papers, 
stating, that **a graduate of Cambridge University, having a little 
spare time at his disposal, was willing to give private instructions 
in the classics, in the evenings, to gentlemen preparing for college, 
or to others ! " After about a week's interval, I received one solitary 
communication. It was from a young man holding some subor- 
dinate situation under government, and residing at Pimlico. This 
person offered me two guineas a-month , if I would attend him at 
hit oton home , for two hours , on the evenings of Monday , Wed- 
nesday, and Friday! With these hard terms was I obliged to 
comply — yes , a gentleman , and a member of an English Univer- 
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sitf , was dH?eD so low as to attend , for these terms, an ignorant 
iiDderling, and endeavour to instil a few drops of clMsle lore Into 
the tnrbid and shallow waters of bis understanding. I had hardly 
given him a month's attendance before he assured me, with a flip- 
pant air, that, as be bad now acquired ** a practical knowledge of 
the classics," he would dispense with m j f)irtber serrices ! Dull 
dunce 1 he could not , in Latin , be brought to comprehend the dif- 
knnce between a neuter and an active verb ; while , as for Greek, 
it was an absolute ehokepear ; so he nibbled on to tia*^ — and then 
gave it up. Bitter but unavailing were m j regrets , as I returned 
from paying my last visit to this promising scholar , that I had not 
entered the army, and gone to America , or even betaken myself to 
some subordinate commercial situation. A thousand and a thou- 
sand times did I curse the ambition which brought me up to Lon- 
don, and the egregious vanity which led me to rely so implicitly on 
my talents for success. Had I but been content with the humbler 
sphere of a general practitioner, I might have laid out my dearly 
bought 3000/. with a reasonable prospect of soon repaying it, and 
acquiring a respectable livelihood. But all these sober thoughts, 
as is usual, came only time enough to enhance the mortification of 
failure. 

About 300/. was now the miserable remnant of the money bor- 
rowed from the Jew; and half a year's interest, (2!25/.,) together 
with my rent, was due io about a fortnight's time. I was, besides, 
indebted to many tradesmen — who were becoming every day more 
querulous -^ for articles of food, clothing, and furniture. My poor 
Emily was in daily eipectation of her accouchement; and my own 
health was sensibly sinking, under the combiped pressure of 
anxiety and excessive parsimony. What was to be done? Despair 
was clinging to me , and shedding blight and mildew over all my 
faculties. Every avenue was closed against me. I never knew what 
It was to have more than one or two hours' sleep at night, and that 
so heavy, so troubled, and interrupted , that I awoke each morning 
more dead than alive. I lay tossing in bed, revolving all concei- 
vable schemes and fancies in my tortured brain, till at length, from 
mere iteration, they began to assume a feasible aspect ; alas ! how- 
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ever, ihey would none of them be^r ihe blasb of daylighA, but 
faded away as exiravagant and absurd. I would endeavour to set 
aOoat A popular medical Journal — to give Lectures on diseases off 
the lungs (a department with which I was familiar) — I would ad- 
vertise for a small medical partnership, as a geoerd practitioner •**- 
I would do a thousand things of the sort; but wbiere was my ca- 
pital to set out with? I bad 300/. in the world, and 4^0/. , y«arjy 
to pay to an extortionatiag old miser; that was the simple fact; a»<l 
it almost drove me to despair to advert to it for one instant. 
Wretched, however, as I was, and almost every instant leatbing 
my eiistence, the idea of suicide was never entertained for a am- 
meot* If the fiend would occasionally flit across the dreary cbao- 
ber of my heart, a strong, an unceasing confidence in the goodness 
and power of my Maker always repelled the fearful visitant. Even 
yet, JrapiiQy as I seemed approaching the precipice of ruin , I could 
not avoid cherishing a feeble hope that some unexpected avenue 
would open to better fortune; and the thought of it would, for a 
time , soothe my troubled breast, and nerve it to bear up against 
the inroads of my present misfortunes. 

I recollect sitting down one day in St. James's Park , on one of 
the benches, weary with wandering the whole morning, I knew 
not whither. I felt faint and ill, and more than usually depressed 
in mind. I bad that morning paid one of my tradesmes's bills, 
amounting to 10/. ; and the fellow told my servant, that, as he bad 
so much trouble in getting his money , be did not want the honour 
of my custom any longer. The tkought that my credit was failing 
in the neighbourhood was insupportable. Rain and disgrace would 
then be accelerated; and being unable to meet my creditors, I 
should be proclaimed little less than a swindler , and shaken like 
a viper from the lap of society. Fearful as were such thoughts , I 
had not enough of energy of feeling left to suffer much agitation 
from them. I folded my arms on my breast in suUen apathy, and 
wished only that, whatever might be my fate, certaiaty might be 
substituted for suspense. 

While indulging in Iboughts like these, a glitterfng troop of 
soldiers passed by me, preceded by their band, playing a merry 
air. How the sounds jarred on the broken strings of my heart I 
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And maay a bright £Ke, dressed Id smiles of geief y and fatppiaess, 
thronged past, attracted 1^ the iniisie, little tUnhing of the wret^* 
edness of hl«i who was sittiiig ^y! i couM aot prevent the tears 
of aognisii from gushing forth. I theught of Emily ^ of her deli* 
cate and interestiog, hot, to ne, melavcholy situation. 1 covld mA 
bear the thoogfat of returning home to encounter her affectionate 
Ioo|ls — her meek and gentle resignation to her hitler fortunes. 
Why had I married h^, without first having considered whether 
I cooJd support her? Bassiouately fond of me , as I well knew she 
was, could she avoid frequratly recurring to the days of our eoorU 
ship, when I reitefate4ly assured her of my certainty of profes^ 
sional success as soon as I could get settled in Londoa? Where 
DOW were all the fair and flourishing scenes to which my childish 
enthusiasm had taught me to look forward? Would not the hitter 
contrast she was now experiendog, and seemed doomed long yet 
toeiperieace, alienate from me a portion of her itfeotions, and 
induce feelings of anger and contempt? Ceuld I blame her for all 
this? If the goodly superstructure of my fortunes fell , was It not 
I that bad loosened and destroyed the foundation? — Reflections 
like these were harassing and scourging ase, when an elderly 
geotleoaan, evidently as invalid, tottered slowly to the bench where 
I was sitting, and sat down beside me. He seemed a roan of wealth 
and consideratiott: for his servant, on whose arm he had bemi 
leamng, and vbo now stood behind the bench on wl^ch he was 
sitthig, wore a very elegant livery. He was almost shaken lo pieces 
by an asthmatic cough, and was besides suffering from another 
severe disorder, which need not be more particularly named. He 
looked ai me once or twice, in a manner which seemed to say, that 
he would not take U rudely iff addressed him. I did so. ' ' I am 
afraid. Sir," laaid, *'you are in great pain from thai cough?" -^ 
^'Tes," he gasped faintly; ** and I don't know iiow to get rid of it. 
I am an old man, you see, Sir ; and methinks my summons to the 
grave might have been less loud and painful." After a Httle pause, 
I ventured to ask him how long he had been sufafeot to the cough 
which DOW harassed him. He said, moreorless^ for the last tea 
years; but that, latterly, it had increased so much upon bim, that 
he coi^ not derive any beneit from medical advice. ^* 1 should 
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think , Sir, the more violent symptoms of your disorder might be 
mitigated," said I, and proceeded to question him minutely, but 
hesitatingly, as to the origin and progress of the complaints ^iiich 
now afQicted him. He answered all my questions with civility ; 
and, as I went on, seemed to be roused into something like curio* 
sity and interest. I need not say more , than that I discovered he 
had not been in the hands of a skilful practitioner; and that I as>- 
sured htm very few and simple means would give him great relief 
from at least the more violent symptoms. He, of course, perceived 
I was in the medical profession; and after some apparent hesita- 
tion, evidently as to whether or not I should feel hurt, tendered 
me a guinea. I refused it promptly and decidedly, and assured 
him that he was quite welcome to the very trifling advice I had 
rendered him. At that moment, a young man of fashionable 
appearance walked up , and told him their carriage was waiting at 
the corner of t|ie Stable-yard. This last gentleman , who seemied 
to be either the son or nephew of the old gentleman , eyed me , I 
thought, with a certain superciliousness, which was not lessened 
when the invalid told him I had given him some excellent advice, 
for which he could not prevail on me to receive a fee. ** We are 
vastly obliged to you. Sir; but are going home to the family phy- 
sician ," said the young man, haughtily; and placing the invalid's 
arm in his, led him slowly away. He was addressed several times 
by the servant as '*Sir" something , fFilton or fniliam^ I think ; 
but I could not distinctly catch it, so that it was evidently a person 
of some rank I had been addressing. How many there are, thought 
I, that, with a more plausible and insinuating address than mine 
is, would have contrived to get into the confidence of this gentle- 
man, and become his medical attendant! How foolish was I, not 
to give him my card when he proffered me a fee , and thus, in all 
probability , be sent for the next morning to pay a regular profes- 
sional visit ! and to what lucrative introductions might not that 
have led! A thousand times I cursed my diffidence — my sensitive- 
ness as to professional etiquette — and my inability to seize the 
advantages occasionally offered by a fortunate conjuncture of 
circumstances. I was Gtter, I thought, forLaTrappe than the 
bustling world of business. I deserved my ill fortune ; and pro«- 
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fessional failure was the natnral consequence of the wtauvaU^ 
honte which has iDJnred so many. At the day , however , was far 
advaDcing, I left the seat, and tamed my steps towards my 
cheerless home. 

As was generally the case, I found Emily busily engaged in 
painting little fire-screens, and other ornamental toys, which, 
when completed, I was in the habit of carrying to a kind of priyate 
bazaar in Oiford Street, where I was not known , and where, with 
an aching heart, I disposed of the delicate and beautiful produc- 
tions of my poor wife; for a trifle hardly worth taking home. 
Could any man, pretending to the slightest feeling, contemplate 
his young wife , far advanced in pregnancy, in a critical state of 
health, and requiring air, exercise, and cheerful company, toiling, 
in the manner I have related, from morning to night, and for a mi- 
serably inadequate remuneration 7 She submitted, however, to 
our misfortunes , vnth tn£nitely more firmness and equanimity 
than I could pretend to; and her uniform cheerfulness of de- 
meanour , together with the passionate fervour of her fondness for 
me, contributed to fling a few rays of trembling and evanescent 
lustre over the gloomy prospects of the future. Still , however, the 
dreadful question incessantly presented itself, — What, in Hea- 
ven's name, is to become of us? I cannot say that we were at this 
time in absolute literal want; though our parsimonious fare hardly 
deserved the name of food, especially such as my wife's delicate 
situation required. It was the hopelessi^ess of all prospective re* 
sources that kept us in perpetual thraldom. With infinite effort, 
we might contrive to hold on to a given period, — say, till the next 
half-yearly demand of old L -^ ; and then we must sink alto- 
gether , unless a miracle intervened to save us. Had I been alone 
in the world, I might have braved the worst, have turned my 
hands to a thousand things, have accommodated myself to almost 
any circumstances , and borne the extremest privations with for- 
titude. But my darling — my meek, smiling , gentle , Emily ! — 
Di y heart bled for her. 

Not to leave any stone unturned, seeing an advertisement ad- 
dressed ''To Medical Men," I applied for the situation of assistant 
to a general practitioner, though I had but little skill in the prac- 
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tieal pari of compoimdtfig mediciMS. I applied personidly to th e 
adv«rliseE , a fat, red-£Med, vulfar fellow, who had eotftrived to 
gai&awry larga practice, by what ihmbs Gad only knows. His 
terms were, — and these named in the most offensive coaiempta- 
onsnesaof maiuier, — SO/, ftryear, board and lodge out, and give 
aU my time id the day to my employer! Absurd as was the idea 
of acceding to terms like these ^ I thought I mighib still consider 
thiom. I pressed hard for i^QL arryear, and told him I was 
married -^ 

** Married!" said he, with a loud laugh; ^'No^ no, Sir, you 
are not the man for my money ; so I wish you good morning/' * 

Thus was I bafOed in every attempt to obtain a permanent 
source of support from my prQfes8io0« It brought me about 40 /. 
ptec annum. I gained , by occa8iona\ contributions to magaziues, 
an avorage sum aanoally of about ^L Hy wife earned about 
that aum by her pencil* And these were all the funds I had to 
meet the eoormoos interest due half-yearly 'to old L — , to dis- 
charge my rent, and the various other eiqpenses of house-keep- 
ing , dec* Might I not weU despair? I did ; and God's goodness 
only preserved me from the frightful calamity which has suddenly 
tenuioflted the earthly miseries of thousands in similar circum- 
stances. 

And is it possible, I often thougfat^with all the tormenting cre- 
dulousness of a man half stupified with his misfortunes, — is it 
possible, that, in the very heai^t of this metropolis of splendour, 
wealth, and extravagance, a gentleman and a scholar, who has 
laboured long in the honourable toil of acquiring professional 
knowledge , cannot contri w to scrape together even a competent 
subsistence? and that, too, while ignorance and infamy are wal- 
lowing in wealth, — while charlatanry and quackery of all kinds 
are bloated with success I Full of such thoughts as these, how 
often have I slunk stealthily along the streets of Losdon , on cold 
and dreary winter evenings, almost fainting with long abstinence, 
yet reluctant to return home and Incur the expense of an ordinary 

* This worthy (a Mr. G— by name ,) lived at this time in the region 
of St. George's in the Bast. 
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ftiimljr ^Kaobf, while my wife's sitnttitii rM|«ired the aMMif rlgo^ 
rous 60#iMMD J to eiial>le •» to meel^ eve* ia « poor and saM way, 
the eilgeacie^ of her approsehidg aocn^heineDtt ffow eAen ^ 
ay , hinAre^ of times -^ lianre I eirrfe4 the oeerree and nttky fnre 
of tie ennor eaeiof^hewses, and k>eeQ eoMe«t lo tDierrupt a 
ti#etTe howV fast with a bin or biseoit, ewd' a <hra«gbt of water 
Oft torlKid tehle-beer , wftder the wretehed pretMce of being In too 
greait a Imrry t» go hoete to dinnerl I ha^ oAett gazed with 
oBfy ^* once, I t«coHee», in partienlar — oof dogs eatlAg their 
huge dally slice of boiled horse's flesh , and entied their contented 
and satiated looks I With what aogaish of heart hare I seen 
carriages sett^ dow» conpaDy at the door of a house , illaroina- 
ted by the glare of a hundred tapers , where- were ladles dressed in 
the extreme of fashion , whose casWoff clothes would hate enabled 
me to acquire a tolerably respectable livelihood) Oh! ye sons 
and daughters of luxury an^ evtratagattce , hew many thousands 
of needy aiad deserving families would rejoice to eat of the erumbs 
which Mi from your tables » and they may not I 

I hmwe stood many a time at my parlour window, and envied 
^ kiuhen fare of the servents of my wealthy oppose neighbour ; 
while I protest I have been ashamed to look our own servant iu the 
foce, as she, day after day, served vsp for two, what was little 
more thao^ sufficient for one: and yet, bkter mockery I I was to 
support Inroad the farce of a cheerful and respectable professional 
exterior. 

Two days after the occurrence at Si. James's Park , above re- 
lated, I was, as usual reading the columns of advertisements in 
on» of Ae daily papers, when my eyes lit oil' the follovring: — 

«'The profbssloiiai gentleman, who, a day or two ago, had 
some conversation on the subject of asthma, with an invalid, on 
one of the benches of St. James's Piark^ Ispaifticulariy requested 
to forward ^s name and address to W« J. , care of Messrs. — ** 

I almost let ^e paper fall from my hands with defigbted sur- 
prise. That I was the ^^ professional gentleman "alluded to, was 
clear; and on the slender foundation of this advertisement, I had, 
in a few moiuents, buiH a large and splendid superstructure of 
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good fbrUine. I liad hardly calmness enough to call my wife, who 
was engaged wiUi some small household matters , for the purpose 
of communicating the good news to her. I need hardly say with 
what eagerness I complied with the requisitions of the advertise- 
ment. Half an hour beheld my name and address in an envelope, 
with the superscription, '*W. J." lying at Messrs. — 's, who 
were stationers. After passing a most anxious and sleepless night, 
agitated by all kinds of hopes and fears, my wife and I were sUting 
at breakfast, when a livery servant knocked at the door; and, 
after enquiring whether *'Dr. ~" was at home, left a letter. It 
was an envelope, containing the card of address of Sir William — , 
No. 26, — Street, accompanied with the following note : — '* Sir 
William — 's compliments to Dr. — , and will feel obliged by his 
looking in in the course of the morning." 

'*Now, be calm, my dear — ," said Emily » as she saw my 
fluttering excitement of manner. But, alas! that was impossible. 
I was impatient for the hour of twelve; and precisely as the clock 
struck, I sallied forth to visit my tilled patient. All the way I went, 
I was taxing my ingenuity for palliatives, remedies for asthma : I 
would new-regulate his diet and plan of life, -r- in short, I would 
do wonders ! 

Sir William, who was sitting gasping by the fireside, received 
me with great courtesy ; and after motioning his niece,, a charming 
young woman, to retire, told me, he had been so much interested 
by my remarks the other day, in the Park, that he felt inclined to 
follow my advice , and put himself under my care altogether. He 
then entered on a history of his complaints. I found his constitu- 
tion was entirely broken up , and that in a very little time it must 
fall to pieces. I told him, however, that if he would adhere strictly 
to the regimen I proposed, I could promise him great if not per- 
manent relief. He listened to what I said with the utmost interest. 
* 'Do you think you could prolong my life, Doctor, for two years?" 
said he , with emotion. I told him , I certainly could not pretend 
to promise him so much. ** My only reason for asking the question," 
he replied, ''is my beloved niece, that young lady, who has just 
left us. If I cannot live for two years or eighteen months longer, 
St will be a bitter thing for her I " — He sighed deeply , and added 
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abruptly) — ** But of that more hereafter. I hope to see yon to« 
morrow, Doctor." He iosisted on mj accepting Ave guioeas , in 
retora for the two visits he said he had received; and I tools my 
departare. I felt altogether a new man, as I walked home. My 
spirits were more light and buoyant than they had been for many 
a long month ; for I conld not help thinking , that I had now a fair 
ehaoee of inlrodoction into respectable practice. My wife shared 
my joy; and we were as happy for the rest of that day, as if we 
bid already sormonnted the heavy difficulties which oppressed us. 

I attended Sir William every day that week , and received a fee 
oftwo guineas for each visit. On Sunday I met the family phy- 
sician, Sir — « who had just been released from attendance on 
one of the royal family. He was a polite , but haughty man ; and 
seemed inclined to be much displeased with Sir William for calling 
me in. When I'entered , Sir William introduded me to him as 
"Dr— ." *»Dr — , of— Square?" inquired the other physician, 
carelessly. I told him where I lived. He affected to be reflecting 
vbere the street was; it was the one next to that in which he him- 
self resided. There is nothing in the world so easy , as for the 
emiDent members of our profession to take the bread out of the 
moQihs of ttieir younger brethren , with the best grace in the 
vorld. So Sic — contrived in the present case. He assured Sir 
William, that nothing was calculated to do him so much good as 
cbangeofair— of course, I could not but assent. The sooner, 
be said, Sir William left town the better; Sir William asked me 
if I concurred in that opinion ? — Certainly. He set off for Worth- 
ing two days after; and I lost the best, and almost the only patient 
I bad then ever had ; for Sir William died after three weeks' resi- 
dence at Worthing. 

This circumstance occasioned me great depression of spirits. 
Notbing that I touched seemed to prosper; and the transient 
glimpses I occasionally obtained of good fortune, seemed given 
only to tantalize me , and enhance the bitterness of the contrast. 
My store of money was reduced at last from 3000/. to 25/. in cash ; 
my debts amounted to upwards of 100/.; and in six months, ati* 
other 225/. would be due to old L — ! My wife, too , had been 
coDfined , and there was another source of expense ; for both she 
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and my little daughter were in a very feeble state of health. Still, 
sweetly wishful to accommodate herself to one lowered in circum- 
stances, she almost broke my heart one day with the proposal of 
dismissing our servant, the whole of whose labour my poor sweet 
' Emily herself Undertook to perform ! No , no — this was too 
much; the tears of agony gushed from my eyes, as I folded her 
delicate fVame in my arms, and assured her that Providence would 
never permit so much virtue and gentleness to be degraded into 
such humiliating servitude. I said this ; but my heart heavily mis- 
gave me , that a more wretched prospect was before her ! 

I have often sat by my small solitary parlour fire, and pondered 
over our misery and misfortunes , till almost frenzied with the vio- 
lence of my emotions. Where was I to look for relief? What 
earthly remedy was there? O my God! thou alone knowest what 
this poor heart of mine suffered in such times as these, not on my 
own account, but for those beloved beings whose ruin was impli- 
cated in mine! What, however, was to be done at the present 
crisis , seeing, at Christmas, old L — would come upon me for his 
interest, and my other creditors would insist on payment? A 
dreary mist came over my mind's eye whenever I attempted to 
look steadily forward into futurity. I had written several times to 
my kind and condescending friend. Lord — , who still continued 
abroad ; but as I knew not to what part of the Continent tc^ direct, and 
the servants of his family pretended they knew not, I left my letters 
at his town-house , to be forwarded with his quarterly packages. 
I suppose my letters must have been opened, and burnt, as little 
other than pestering, begging letters; for I never heard from him. 

I had often heard from my father, that we had a soi^t of fiftieth 
cousin in London , a baronet of great wealth , who had married a 
distant relation of our family , on account solely of her beauty ; 
but that he was one of the most haughty and arrogant men breath- 
ing — had , in the^ost insolent manner, disavowed the relation- 
ship, and treated my father, on one occasion, very contume- 
liously; a fate I had myself shared, as the reader may recollect, 
not long ago.* Since then, however, the pressure of accumulated 

« Page 6. 
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mfsfortanes had a thousand UnMs forced upon me the idea of once 
more applying to this man, and stating mj circumstanees. As 
one is easily induced to believe what one wishes to be true, I could 
not help thinking that sarely he must in some degree relent, if in- 
formed of our utter misery: but my heart always failed when I 
took my pen in hand to write to him. I was at a loss for terms in 
which to state our distress most feelingly, and in a manner best 
calculated to arrest his attention. I had, however, after infinite 
relactance, addressed a letter of this sort to his lady; who, I am 
sorry to say, sharedall Sir—'sAovfetir; and received an answer 
from a fashionable watering-place, where her ladyship was spend- 
log the summer months. This is it : — 

*'Lady — ^'s compliments to Dr. — r, and having received his 
letter, and given it her best consideration , is happy in being able 
to request Dr. — 's acceptance of the enclosed ; which , however, 
owing to Sir — 's temporary embarrassment in pecuniary matters, 
she has had some diflSculty in sending. She is , therefore ^ under 
the painfal necessity of requesting Dr. — to abetain from future 
applications of this sort. As to Dr. — 's offer of his medical ser^ 
vices to Lady — 's family, when in town, Lady — must beg to 
decline them , as the present physician has attended the family 
for years, and neither Lady — nor Sir — see any reason for 
changing. 

"W— , to Dr.—." 

The enclosure was 10/. , which I was on the point of returning 
In a blank envelope , indignant at the cold and unfeeling letter 
which accompanied it; but the pale sunk cheeks of my wife ap- 
pealed against my pride, and I retained it. To return. Recol- 
lecting the reception of this application , as well as my former visit 
to Sir — , my heart froze at the very idea of repeating it. To what, 
however, will not misfortune compel a man! I determined, at 
length, to call upon Sir — ; to insist upon being shown to him. 
I set out for this purpose, without telliug my errand to my wife, 
who, as I have before stated, was confined to her bed, and in a 
very feeble state of health. It was a fine sunny morning, or rather 
noon ; all that I passed seemed happy and contented ; their spirits 
exhilarated by the genial weather , and sustained by the successful 
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proseeotion of business. My heart, howerer, was flniterSiig 
faebly beneath the pressure of anticipated disappointmeBt. I was 
going in the spirit of a forlorn hope ; with a dogged determinatioD 
to make the attempt; to know that even this door was shut against 
me. My knees trembled beneath me as I entered — Place , and 
saw elegant equipages standing at the doors of most of the gloomy, 
but magnificent houses, which seemed to frown off such insigai- 
fieant and wretched individuals as myself. How could I ever 
muster resolution enough, I thought, to ascend the steps, and 
knoek and ring in a sufficiently authofitative manner to be at- 
tended to? It is laughable to relate, but I could not refrain from 
stepping back into ai)y-street, and getting a small glass of some 
cordial spirit to give me a little firmness. At length I ventured 
again into — Place, and found Sir--'s house, on the opposite 
side. There was no one to be seen but some footmen in undress* 
lolling indolently at the dining-room window, and making their 
remarks on passers by. I dreaded these fellows as much as their 
master! It was no use, however, indulging in thoaghts of that 
kind; so I crossed over, and lifting the huge knocker, made a 
tolerably decided application of it , and pulled the bell with what 
I fancied was a sudden and imperative jerk. The summons was 
instantly answered by the corpulent porter, who, seeing nothing 
but a plain pedestrian , kept hold of the doer, and leaning against 
the door-post, asked me familiarly what were my commands. 

"IsSir — athome?" 

** Ye — es," said the fellow, in a supercilious tone. 

*' Can he be spoken to?" 

^*I think he can't, for he wasn't home till sii o'clock Ibis 
morning from the Duchess of — 's." 

*' Can I wait for him? and will you show him this card," said 
I , tendering it to him — '* and say I have particular business?" 

** Couldn't look in again at four, could you?" he inquired, in 
the same tone of cool assurance. 

*^No, Sir," I replied kindling with indignation, ^my busi- 
ness is urgent, — I shall wait now." 

With a yawn he opened the door for me, and called to a ser- 
vant to shew me into the ante-chamber, saying, I must make up 
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mj mind to wait an hoar or two , as Sir — was then only jnst get^ 
ting Qp , and would be an boor at least at bis breakfast. He tben 
left me , saying be Would send mj card op to bis master. My 
spirits were somewbat mflEled and agitated with having forced my 
way tbus far through the frozen island of English aristocracy, and 
I sat down determined to wait patiently, till I was summoned up 
to Sir — • I could hear several equipages dashing up to the door, 
and tbe visitors they brought were always shown up immediately. 
I rung the bell , and asked a servant why I was suffered to wait so 
loDg , as Sir — was clearly visible now. 

*' 'Pon honour, I don't know, indeed ," said the fellow, coolly, 
shutting the door. 

Boiling with indignation , I resumed my seat, then walked to 
and fro , and presently sat down again. Soon afterwards , 1 beard 
the French valet ordering the carriage to be in readiness in half an 
hour. I rung again; the same servant answered. He walked into 
the room , and standing near me , asked in a familiar tone what I 
wanted. ^** Show me up to Sir — , for 1 shall wait no longer," said 
I sternly. 

'* Can't, Sir, indeed," berepKed, with a smirk onjhis face. 

*'Has my card been shown to Sir — ?" I inquired , struggling 
to preserve my temper. 

" I 'II ask the porter if he gave it to Sir — ^'s valet," he replied, 
and shut the door. 

About ten minutes afterwards a carriage drove up; tber^ was 
a bustle on the stairs, and in the hall. I heard a voice saying, 
**If Lord — calls, tell him I am gone to his house." In a few 
moments , the steps of the carriage were let down — the carriage 
drove off — and all was quiet. Once more I rung. 

' » Is Sir — now at liberty?" 

**0b, be 's gone out, Sir,^ said the same servant , Wbabad 
twice before answered my summons. The valet then entered. 
I asked him , wiUi lips quivering with indignation, Why I had not 
seen Sir — ? I was given to understand that my card bad been 
shown the Baronet — that be said , ** I' ve no time to attend to this 
person ," or words to that effect — and had left bf9bous« without 
deigning to notice me! Without uttering more, than **Sbow me 
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the door, Sir," to the servant, I took my departure, determi- 
Ding to perish rather than make a second application. To antici- 
pate my narrative a little , I may state , that ten years afterwards. 
Sir — , who had become dreadfully addicted to gambling, lost all 
his property^ and died suddenly of an apoplectic seizure , brought 
on by a paroxysm of fury ! Thus did providence reward Uiis selfish 
and unfeeling man. 

I walked about the town for several hours , endeavouring to 
wear off that air of chagrin and sorrow which had been occasioned 
by my reception at Sir — 's. Something must be done , and that 
immediately ; for absolute starvation was now before us. I could 
think of but two other quarters where I could apply for a little 
temporary relief. I resolved to write a note to a very celebrated 
and successful brother practitioner, stating my necessities — ac- 
quainting him candidly with my whole circumstances, and solicit- 
ing the favour of a temporary accommodation of a few pounds — 
twenty was the sum I ventured to name. J wrote the letter at a 
coffee-house, and returned home. I spent all that evening in at- 
tempting to picture to myself the reception it would meet with. 
I tried to put myself in the place of him I had written to , and fancy 
the feelings with which I should receive a similar application. 
I need not, however, tantalize the reader. After nearly a fortr* 
night's suspense , I received the following reply to my letter. I 
shall give it verbatim^ after premising, that the writer of it was 
at that time making about 10,000/. or 1:2,000/. a-year : — 

** — encloses a trifle {one guinea) to Dr. — ; wishes it may be 
serviceable ; but must say , that when young men attempt a station 
in life without competent funds to meet it, they cannot wonder if 
they fail. 

"—Square.'- 

The other quarter was old Mr. G — , our Indian lodger. Though 
an eccentric and reserved man , shunning all company except that 
of a favourite black servant , I thought he might yet be liberal. As 
he was something of a character, I must be allowed a word or two 
about him in passing. Though he occupied the whole of the first 
floor of my house, I seldom saw him. In truth, he was little else 
than a bronze fireside fixture, all day long, summer and winter, — 
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protected from the intrnsioD of draughts and visitors, which 
equally annoyed him, by a huge folding*screen , — swathed, 
mammylike , in flannel and furs — squalling incessant execrations 
against the chilly English climate — and solacing himself, alter- 
nately, with sleep, caudle, and curry. He would sit for hours 
listening to a strange cluttering, (I know no word but this that 
can give any thing like an idea of it,) and most melancholy noise, 
uttered by his black grizzle-headed servant — which I was given 
to understand was a species of Indian song — evincing his satis- 
faction by a face curiously puckered together, and small beady 
black eyes, glittering with the light of vertical suns: thus, I say, 
be would sit till both dropt asleep. He was very fond of this ser- 
vant, (whose name was Clinquabor, or something of th&tsort;) 
and yet would kick and strike him with great violence on the 
slightest occasions. 

Without being sordidly self-interested, I candidly acknowledge, 
that, on receiving him into our house, and submitting to divers in- 
conveniences from his strange foreign fancies, I had calculated on 
his proving a lucrative lodger. I was, however, very much mis- 
taken. He uniformly discouraged my visits, by evincing the ut- 
most restlessness , and even trepidation , whenever I approached. 
He was more tolerant of my wife's visits; but even to her could 
not help intimating, in pretty plain terms, on more occasions than 
one, that he had no idea of being *^ drugged to death by his land- 
lord." On one occasion, however, his servant came stuttering 
with agitation into my room , that ** bib massa wis to see — a - ^ 
a Docta." I found him suffering from the heartburn ; submitted 
to his asthmatic querulousness for nearly half an hour; prescribed 
the usual remedies; and received in return — a guinea? — No, 
a curious , ugly and perfectly useless cane , with which (to en- 
hance its value) he assured me he had once kept a large snake at 
bay! On another occasion, in return for similar professional as- 
sistance , he dismissed me without tendering me a fee , or any 
thing instead Of it ; but sent for my wife , in the course of the 
afternoon , and presented her with a hideous little cracked china 
teapot, the lid fastened with a dingy silver chain, and the lip 04 
the spout bearing evident marks of an ancient compound fracture. 



24 EAHLT STHU66LES. 

He was singularly exact io every tl^io^ he did : he paid bis reDt» for 
instance, at ten o'clock in the mQrning every quarter 4^^, as long 
as he lived with me. 

Such was the man whose assistance I h^d at las^ deterpiined to 
ask. With infinite hesitation and embarrassqaeat, I siated my 
circumstances. He fidgeted sadjy, till f concluded, aiipost in- 
articulate with agitation, by soliciting the loan of 30Q/. — offering, 
at the same time , to deposit with him the lease of my house , as a 
collateral security for what he might advance me. 

''My God! " he eiclalmed, falling back in his chair, and ele- 
vating his hands. 

** Would you favour me with this sum , Mr. G — V I inquired 
in a respectful tone. 

^'Do you take me. Doctor, foramonqy-lender?" 

** No, indeed , Sir; but for an obliging friend as well as lodger 
— if you will allow me the liberty." 

'' Ha I you think me a rich old hunks com6 from India, to fling 
his gold at every one he sees?" 

''May I beg an answer, Sir?" said I, after a pause. 

*' I cannot lend it you. Doctor ,** he replied calmly, and bowed 
me to the door. I rushed down stairs inmost gnashing my teeth 
with fury. The Deity seemed to l^ave marked me with a curse. No 
one would listen to me ! 

The next day my rent was due; which, vi'h Mr. G — *s rent, 
and the savings of excruciating parsimony , I contrived to n^et. 
Then came old L — ! Good God! what were my feelings when 
I saw him hobble up to my door! I civilly assured him , with a 
quaking heart, and ashy cheeks, but with the calmness of despair, 
that though it was not convepient to-day, he should hav^ it on 
the morning of the next day. ^is gr^dy, black, Jewish ^ye 
seemed to dart into my very soul. He retired, apparently satis- 
fied, and I almost fell down and blessed him on my kneci9, for his 
forbearaoc^. 

It was on Wednesday, two day;s after C]^'istmas , that my dear 
Emily came down stairs after her confinement. Though pale and 
languid , she looked very lovely , and her foij^^i^ess for me seemed 
Redoubled. By way of honouring the season , and welcoming my 
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dear wife down stairs, in spite of my fearfal embarrassments, I 
expended my last gnioea in providing a tolerably comfortable din- 
ner, soefa as I had not sat down to for maoy a loog week. I was 
determined to east care aside for one day at least. The little table 
was set; the small but savoury roast beef was on; and I was just 
drawing the cork of a solitary bottle of port, when a heavy knock 
vas heard at the street door. I almost fainted at the sound — 
1 knew not why. The servant answered the door, and two men 
entered the very parlour , holding a thin slip of parchment in their 
hands. 

**In God's name, who are you? — what brings you here?" I 
inquired — or rather gasped, while my wife sat silent, trembling, 
and looking very faint. 

** Are you the gentleman that is named here?" inquired one of 
the men in a civil and even compassionate tone — showing me a 
writ issued by old L — , for the money I owed him 1 My poor 
wife saw my agitation, and the se^rvant arrived just in time to pre- 
serve ker from falling, for she had fainted. I had her carried to 
bed , an4 was permitted to wait by her bedside for a few mo- 
ments; when, more dead than alive, I surrendered myself into the 
hands of the officers. **Lord, Sir," — said they, as I walked 
between them, ^^ik\i here is not by no manner of means an un- 
common things dTye see — thof it 's rather hard, too, to leave one's 
dinner and one's wife so sudden ! But you '11 no doubt soon get 
bailed — and then , you see , there 's a little time for turning in ! " 
I answered not a syllable — for I felt suffocated. Bail — where 
was I — a poor, unknown, starving physician — to apply for it? — 
Even if I could succeed in fidding it, would it not be unprincipled 
to take their security when I had no conceivable means of meeting 
the faarlol claim? What is the use o( merely postponing the evil 
day, in order to aggravate its horrors! I shall never forget that 
half hour, if L were to live a thousand years! I felt as if i were 
stepping into my grave. My heart was utterly withered within me. 

▲ few hours beheld me the sullen and despairing occupant of 
the back attic of a sponging-house near Leicester Square. The 
weather was biUterly inclement , yet no fire was allowed one who 
had noi a farthing to pay for it— since I had slipped the only money 
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I had in the world , — three shillings » — into the poeket of my fo- 
sensible wife at parting. Had it not been for my poor Emily and 
my child, I think I should have pat an end to my miserable 
existence ; for toprisonlmtut go — if there was no mirade to save 
me; and what was to become of Emily and her little one? Jewels 
she had none to pawn — my books had nearly all disappeared — 
the scanty remnants of our furniture were not worth selling. Great 
God ! I was nearly frantic when I thought of all this. I sat up the 
whole night without fire or candle , (for the brutal wretch in whose 
custody I was, suspected I had money with me, and would not pari 
with it,) till nearly seven o'clock in the morning, when I sank in a 
state of stupor, on the bed, and fell asleep. How long I continued 
so, I know not; for I was roused from a dreary dream by some 
one embracing me, and repeatedly kissing my lips and forehead. 
It was my poor Emily; who, at the imminent risk of her life, 
having found out where I was, had hurried to bring me the news 
of release; for she had succeeded in obtaining the sum of 300/. 
from our lodger, which I had in vain solicited. We returned home 
immediately. I hastened up stairs to our lodger to express the 
most enthusiastic thanks. He listened without interruption , and 
then coldly replied, — *' I would rather have your note of hand, 
Sir ! " Almost choked with mortification at receiving such an un- 
feeling rebuff, I gave him what he asked , expecting nothing more 
than that he would presently act the part of old L — • He did not, 
however, trouble me. 

The few pounds above what was due to our relentless creditor 
L — , sufficed to meet some of our more pressing exigencies; but 
as they gradually disappeared , my prospects became darker than 
ever. The agitation and distress which recent occurrences had 
occasioned, threw my wife into a low, nervous, hysterical state, 
which added to my misfortunes; and her little infant was sensibly 
pining away, as if in unconscious sympathy with its wretched 
parents. Where noii^ were we to look for help? We had a new 
creditor, to a serious amount, in Mr. G— , our lodger; whatever, 
therefore , might be the extremity of our distress , applying to him 
was out of the question ; nay, it would be well if he proved a lenient 
creditor. The hateful annuity was again becoming due. It pressed 
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like ao incabiis upon us. The form of old L — flitted iocessantly 
around us, as though it were a fiend, goadiog us on to desttuction. 
I am sure I must often hiTe raved frightfully in my sleep; for more 
than once I was woke by my wife clinging to me , and exclaiming, 
in terrified accents, **0h, hush, hush, — , don't, for Heaven's 
sake, say so!" 

To add to my misery , she and the infant began to keep their 
bed ; and our lodger, whose constitution had been long ago broken 
up, began to fail rapidly. I was in daily and most harassing at- 
tendance on him ; but of course , could not expect a fee , as 1 was 
already his debtor to a large amount. I had three patients who 
paid me regularly, but only one was a daily patient; and I was 
obliged to lay by , out of these small incomings , a cruel portion to 
meet my rent, and L— 's annuity. Surely my situation was now 
like that of the fabled scorpion, surrounded with fiery destruction ! 
Every one in the house, and my few acquaintances without, ex- 
pressed surprise and commiseration at my wretched appearance. 
J was worn almost to a skeleton; and when I looked suddenly in 
the glass, my worn and hollow looks startled me. My fears magni- 
fied the illness of my wife; the whole world seemed melting away 
from me into gloom and darkness. 

My thoughts, I well recollect, seemed to be perpetually occu- 
pied with the dreary image of a desolate churchyard , wet and cold 
with the sleets and storms of winter. O , that I , and my wife and 
child , I have sometimes madly thought, were sleeping peacefully 
in our long home I Why were we brought into the world? — why 
did my nature prompt me to seek my present station in society? — 
merely for the purpose of reducing me to the dreadful condition 
of him of old , whose only consolation from bis friends was , — 
* Curse God, and die ! What had we done ~ what had our forefathers 
done — that Providence should thus frown upon us, thwarting every 
thing we attempted I 

Fortune, however, at last seemed tired of persecuting me; 
and my alfairs took a favourable turn when most they needed it, 
and when least I expected it. On what small and insignificant 
things do our fates depend ! Truly — 
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There is i Ude in the iffiirs of men , 

Which, liken it the flood, leads on to fortune. 

About eight o'clock one eTenrag in the moDth of March , I was 
walking down the Haymarket, as usual, io a very disconsolate 
mood, in search of some shop where I might execute a small coni- 
mission for my wife. The whole neighbourhood in front of the 
Opera-house door, exhibited the usual scene of uproar, arising 
from clashing carriages and quarrelsome coachmen. I was stand- 
ing at the box-door, watching with sickening feelings the com- 
pany descend from their carriages , when a cry was heard from the 
very centre of the crowd of coaches, — **Run for a doctor!" I 
rushed instantly to the spot, at the peril of my life, announcing 
my profession. I soon made my way up to the open door of a 
carriage , from which issued the meanings of a female , evidently 
in great agony. The accident was this : ▲ young lady had sud- 
denly stretched her arm through the open window of the carriage 
conveying her to the opera , for the purpose of pointing out to one 
of her companions a brilliant illumination of one of the opposite 
houses. At that instant their coachman, dashing forward to 
gain the open space opposite the box-door, shot with great velo- 
city, and within a hairsbreadth distance, past a retiring carriage. 
The consequence was inevitable : a sudden shriek announced the 
dislocation of the young lady's shoulder , and the shocking lacera- 
tion of the fore-arm and band. When I arrived at the carriage 
door , the unfortunate sufferer was lying motionless in the arms of 
an elderly gentleman and a young lady, both of them, as might 
be expected , dreadftilly agitated. It was the Earl of — and his 
two daughters. Having entered the carriage, I placed my fair 
patient in such a position as would prevent her suffering more 
than was necessary from the motion of the carriage — despatched 
one of the servants for If r. Ctine, to meet us on our arrival, and 
then the coachman was ordered to drive home as fast as possible. 
I need not say more than that, by Mr. GHne's skill, the disloca- 
tion was quickly reduced , and the wounded hand and arm duly 
dressed. I then prescribed what medicines were necessary — re- 
ceived a check for ten guineas from the Earl , accompanied with 
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ferveBl thanks for my prompt atteotioDS , and was requested to 
call as early as possible tiie Dext morDiDg. 

As soon as I had left his lordship's door^ I shot homeward 
like an arrow. My good fortune (truly it Is an ill wind that blows 
nobody any good) was almost too much for me. I could scarce 
repress the violence of my emotions, but felt a continual incHna- 
tion to relieve myself, by singing, shouting, or committing some 
other such extrayagance. I arrived at home in a very few minutes, 
and rwshed breathless up stairs, joy glittering in my eyes, to com- 
municate — inarticulate with emotion — my good fortune to my 
wife, and congratulate ourselves that the door of professional 
success seined at length really opened to us. How tenderly she 
tried to calm my excitement, and moderate my expectations, 
without at the same time depressing my spirits ! I did certainly 
feel somewhat damped, when I recollected the little incident of 
my introduction to Sir William — , and its abrupt and unexpected 
termioatioik This^ however, seemed a very different affair; and 
the event proved that my expectations were not ill founded. 

I continued in constant attendance on my fair patient, who 
was really a very lovely girl ! and , by my unremitting and anxious 
attentions, so conciliated the favour of the Earl, and the rest of 
his family 7 that the Countess, who bad long been an invalid, 
was committed to my care , jointly with that of the family physi- 
cian. 1 need hardly say, that my poor services were most nobly 
remunerated; and more than this — having succeeded in securing 
the confidence of the family, it was not many weeks before I had 
the honour of visiting one or two of their connexions of high rank; 
and I felt conscious that I was laying the foundation of a fashion- 
able and lucrative practice. With joy unutterable , I contrived to 
be ready for our half-yearly tormentor, old L — ; and somewhat 
surprised him, by asking, with an easy air, — oh , the luxury of 
that moment I — when he wished for a return of his principal. Of 
course , he was not desirous of losing such interest as I was 
paying! 

I had seen too much of the bitterness of adversity , to suffer the 
dawn of good fortune to elate me into too great confidence. I now 
husbanded my resources with rigorous economy — and had , in 
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return , the inexpressible satisfaction of being able to pay mj way, 
and stand fair with all my creditors. Oh , the rapture of being 
able to pay every one his own ! — My beloved Emily appeared In 
that society which she was bom to ornament ; and we numbered 
several families of high respectability among our visiting friends. — 
As is usual In such cases, whenever accident threw me in the way 
of those who formerly scowled upon me contemptuously, I was 
received with an excess of civility. The very physician who sent 
me the munificent donation of a guinea, I met in consultation, 
and made his cheeks tingle , by returning him the loan he had ad- 
vanced me ! 

In four years* time from the occurrence at the Haymarket, I 
contrived to repay old L — his 3000/., (though he did not live a 
month after signing the receipt,) and thus escaped — blessed be 
God ! — for ever from the fangs of the money-lenders. A word or 
two, also, about our Indian lodger. He died about eighteen 
months after the accident t have been relating. His sole heir was 
a young lieutenant in the navy; and, very much to my surpnse 
and gratification , in a codicil to old Mr. G — 's will, I was left a 
legacy of 2000/., including the 300/. he had lent me, saying, it 
was some return for the many attentions he had received from us 
since he had been our lodger , and as a mark of his approbation of 
the honourable and virtuous principles by which , he said, he had 
always perceived our conduct to be actuated. 

Twelve years from this period, my income amounted to be- 
tween 3000/. and 4000/. a-year ; and as my family was increasing, 
I thought my means warranted a more extensive estsiblishment. I 
therefore removed into a large and elegant house, and set up my 
carriage. The recollection of past times has taught me at least 
one useful lesson — whether my life be long or short, — to bear 
success with moderation, and never to turn a deaf ear to applica- 
tions from the younger and less successful members of my pro- 
fession. 

Sweet are the uses of adversity; 
Which, like a toad, ugly and venomous. 
Wears yet a precious Jewel in bis head. 
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CHAPTER 11. 
CANCER. 

Onb often hears of the great firmoess of the female sex, aod 
their powers of eodaring a degree of physical pain, which would 
utterly break down the stobborn strength of man. An interesting 
eiemplification of this remark will be found in the short narrative 
immediately following. The event made a strong impression on 
my mind at the time, and I thought it well worthy of an entry in 
my Diary. 

I had for several months been in constant attendance on a Mrs. 
St. — , a young married lady, of considerable family and for- 
tune , who was die Tictim of that terrible^scourge of the female 
sex, a cancer. To great personal attractions, she added un- 
common sweetness of disposition ; and the fortitude with which 
she submitted to the agonizing inroads of her malady , together 
with her ardent expressions of gratitude for such temporary alle- 
viations as her anxious medical attendants could supply, contri- 
buted to inspire me with a very lively interest in her fate. 1 can 
conscientiously Say, that during the whole period of my attend- 
ance, I never heard a word of complaint fall from her, nor wit- 
nessed any indications of impatience or irritability. I found her, 
one morning , stretched on the crimson sofa in the drawing-room ; 
and though her pallid features , and gently corrugated eyebrows, 
evidenced the intense agony she was suffering, on my inquiring 
what sort of a night she had passed, she replied, in a calm but 
tremulous tone, — '^Oh, Doctor, I have bad a dreadful night; 
but I am glad Captain St. — was not with me; for it would have 
made him very wretched ! " At that moment , a fine flaxen-haired 
little boy, her first and only child, came running into the room, bis 
blue laughing eyes glittering with innocent merriment. I took 
him on my knee , and amused him with my watch , in order that 
he might not disturb his mother. The poor sufferer, after gazing 
on him with an air of intense fondness for some moments, sud- 
denly covered her eyes with her hand, (oh! how slender I how 
snowy! how almost transparent was that hand!) and I presently 
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saw the tears trickling through her fingers; but she uttered not a 
word. There was the mother I The aggravated malignity of her 
disorder rendered an operation at length inevitable. The emineat 
surgeon , who , jointly with myself, was in regular attendance on 
her, feelingly communicated the Intelligence, and asked whether 
she thought she had fortitude enough to submit to an operation ? 
She assured him , with a sweet smile of resignation, that she had 
for some time been suspecting as much , and had made op her 
mind to submit to it, but on two conditions — that her husband 
(who was then at sea) should not be informed of it, till it was over ; 
and that during the operation, she should not be in any wise 
bound or blindfolded. Her calm and decisive manner convinced 
me that remonstrance would be useless. Sir — looked at me with 
a doubtful air. She observed it; and said, ** I see what you are 
thinking, Sir — ; but I hope to show you that a woman has more 
courage than you seem willing to give her credit for." In short, 
after the surgeon had acquiesced in the latter condition — to 
which he had especially demurred — a day was fixed for the ope- 
ration — subject, of course, to Mrs. St. — 's state of health. 
When the Wednesday arrived, it was with some agitation thai I 
entered Sir — 's carriage in company with himself, and his senior 
pupil , Mr. — . I could scarce avoid a certain nervous tremor — 
unprofessional as it may seem — when I saw the servant place the 
operating case on the seat of the carriage. '*Are you sure you 
have every thing ready, Mr. — V" inquired Sir — , with a calm 
business-like air, which somewhat irritated me. On being 
assured of the afiiirmative, and after cautiously casting his eye 
over the case of instruments , * to make assurance doubly sure, 
we drove off. We arrived at Mrs. St. — 's , who resided a few 
miles from town, about two o'clock in the afternoon, and were 
immediately ushered into the room in which the operation was to 
be performed — a back parlour, the window of which looked into 

* I once saw the life of a patient lost, merely through the want of 
such simple precaution as that of Sir — in the present instance. An in- 
dispensvbie instrument was suddenly reqirfred in the mfdsc or the opera* 
lion; and, to the dismay of the operator and those around hin, there 
was none at hand ! 
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a beiuiifol garden. I shall be pardoned , I hope, for ad^nowled- 
giDg, that the gliiiq[)S6 1 caogbt of the pale aed disordered eoon- 
teoance of the servant, as he retired, after showing us into the 
room, some^at disconcerted me: for, in addition to the deep 
interest I felt in the fate of the lovely sufferer, I had always an 
abhorrence for the operative part of the profession, which many 
years of practice did not suffice to remove. The necessary arrange- 
ments being at length completed — consisting of a hatelbl array of 
instruments, cloths, sponge, warm water, At. d:e, a message 
was sent to Mrs. St. — , to inform her all was ready. 

Sir — was just making a jocular and net very well-timed aUa- 
sion to jnj agitated air, when the door was opened , and Mrs. St. 
— entered, followed by her two attendants. Her step was firm, 
her air composed , and her pale featiu-es irradiated with a smile — 
sad, however, as the cold twilight of October. She was then 
about twenty-six or seven years of age — and , under all the dis- 
advantageous circumstances in which she was placed , looked at 
that moment a beautiful woman. Her hair was light auburn , and 
hang back neglectedly over a forehead and neck white as marble. 
Her full blue eyes, which usually beamed with a deHcloos pensive 
expression from beneath 

— the soft languor of the drooping lid , 
were now lighted with the glitter of a restlessness and agitation, 
which the noblest degree of self-command could not entirely con- 
ceal or repress. Her features were regular — her nose and mouth 
exquisitely chiselled — and her complexion fair, almost ^o trans- 
parency. Indeed , an eminent medical writer has remarked that 
the ujost beautiful women are generally the subjects of this terrible 
disease. A large Indian shawl was thrown over her shoulders, 
and she wore a white muslin dressing-gown. And was it this in- 
nocent and beautiful being who was doomed to writhe beneath the 
torture and disfigurement of the operating knife? My heart ached. 
A decanter of port wine and some glasses were placed on a small 
table near the window; she beckoned me towards it and was going 
to speak. 

'* Allow me, my dear Madam, to pour you a glass of wine,^ 
said I — or rather faltered. 
Diary of a Physician. I, 3 
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" If It would do me good , Doctor/* jshe whispered. She barely 
tooched the glass with her lips, and then handed one to me, 
saying, with assumed cheerfulness, *'Come, Doctor, I see you 
need it as much as I do , after all. Tes, Doctor," she continued, 
with emphasis, "you are very, very kind and feeling to me." 
When I had set down the glass she continued , ** Dear Doctor , do 
forgive a woman's weakness, and try if you can hold this letter^ 
which I received yesterday from Captain St. —. , and in which he 
speaks very fondly, so that my eyes may rest on his dear hand- 
writing all the while I am sitting here without being noticed by 
any one else — will you?" 

** Madam , you must really excuse me — it will agitate you — 
I must beg — " 

"You are mistaken," she replied with firmness; ^'it will 
rather compose me. And if I should — " eipire, she was going 
to have said — but her tongue refused utterance. She then put 
the letter into my hand — hers was cold , icy cold , and clammy — 
but I did not perceive it tremble. 

"In return. Madam, you must give me leave to hold your 
hand during the operation." 

"What — you fear me. Doctor?" she replied, with a faint 
smile, but did not refuse my request. At this moment, Sir — 
approached us with a cheerful air, saying, "Well, Madam ^ is 
your tdte-k-t6te finished? I want to get this little matter over, and 
give you permanent ease." I do not think there ever lived a pro- 
fessional man who could speak with such an assuring air as Sir — ? 

**I am ready. Sir — . Are the servants sent out?" she in- 
quired from one of the women present. 

"Yes, Madam," she replied, in tears. 

"And my little Harry? " Mrs. St. — asked , in a fainter tone, 
^e was answered in the affirmative. 

"Then lam prepared," said she, and sat down fn the chair 
that was placed for her. One of the attendants then removed the 
shawl from her shoulders, andMrs. St. — herself, with perfect 
composure, assisted in displacing as much of her dress as was ne- 
cessary. She then suffered Sir — to place her on the corner side 
of the chair , with her left arm thrown over the back of it , and her 
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faee looking oyer lier right ahbnld^. She gate me her right hiDd ; 
aod, vitb my lefl» I endeavoured to hold Captain St. — 's letter, 
as she had desired. She smiled sweetly , as if to assure me of her 
fbrtitade; and there was something so indescribably affecting in 
the expression of her foil bine eyes, that it almost broke my hearty 
I shall never forget that smile as long as I live ! Half closing her 
eyes, she 6ied them on the letter I held — and did not once re- 
move them till all was over. Nothing could console me at this tnr- 
ing moment, bat a conviction of the consummate skill of Sir — , 
who now, with a calm eye, and a steady hand, commenced the 
operation. At the instant of the first incision, her whole frame 
quivered with a convulsive shudder, and her cheeks became ashy 
pale. I prayed inwardly that she might faint, so that the earlier 
stage of the operation might be got over while she was in a state of 
insensibility. It was not the case , however — her eyes continued 
riveted in one long burning gaze of fondness on the beloved hand^ 
writing of her husband; and she moved not a limb, nor uttered 
more than an occasional sigh , daring the whole of the protracted 
and painful operation. When the last bandage had been applied, 
she whispered almost inarticulately , '* Is it all over, Doctor?" 

*'Tes, Madam," replied I, **and we are going to carry you 
up to bed." 

**No, no — I think I can walk — I will try," said she, and 
endeavoured to rise ; but on Sir — assuring her that the motion 
might perhaps induce fatal consequences, she desisted, and we 
carried her, sitting in the chair, up to bed. The instant we had 
laid her down , she swooned — and continued so long insensible, 
that Sir — held a looking-glass over her mouth and nostrils, ap- 
prehensive that the vital energies had at last sunk under the ter- 
rible struggle. She recovered , however; and under the influence 
of an opiate draught, slept for several hours. 

• ••••••• 

Mrs. St« — recovered, though very slowly; and I attended 
her assiduously — sometimes two or three times a-day, till she 
could be removed to the sea-side. I shall not easily forget an ob* 
servation she made at the last visit I paid her. She was alluding, 

3* 
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OBeuMMaiiiig, distantly and delicately, to the pergonal dieBgare- 
menft ahe bad suffered. I, of course, said all that vas soothing. 

*^Bat, Doctor, mj husband" — said she, suddenly, while a 
£afQt erknoon mantled on her cheek — adding, falteringly , «fter a 
pause,-* ''IthinkSt* — wilUovemeyetl'' 



^ CHAPTER IIL 

THE DENTIST AND THE GOHEDUN. 

Friday ^ — fS-^. AludicroiB contretems happened to-<iay, 
which I wish I could describe as forcibly as it struck me. 1I&.— » 
the well-known comedian , with whom I was on terms of intimacy, 
after having suffered so severely from the toothach, as to be pre- 
vented, for two evenings, from taking his part in the play, seat, 
under my direction , for Monsieur — , a fashionable dentist, dien 
but recently imported from France. While I was sitting with my 
friend, endeavouring to ** screw his courage up to the sticking 
place," Monsieur — arrived, duly furnished with the •* tools of bis 
craft." The comedian sat down with a ruefol visage, and eyed 
the dentist's formidable preparations with a piteous and discon- 
certed air. As soon as I had taken my station behind , for the 
purpose of holding the patient's head, the gum was lanced without 
much ado : but as the doomed tooth was a very formidable broad- 
rooted molar. Monsieur prepared for a vigorous effort. He was 
just commencing the dreadful wrench , when he suddenly relaxed 
his hold , retired a step or two from his patient, and burst into a 
loud fit of laughter ! Upstarted the astounded comedian, and with 
clenched fists demanded furiously, **What the — he meant by 
such conduct?" The little bewhiskered foreigner, however, con- 
tinued standing at a little distance, still so convulsed with laughter 
as to disregard the menacing movements of his patient; and ex- 
claiming, **Ah, mouDieu! — ^ver good— ver good— bien! ha, 
ha! — Be Gar, Monsieur, yoa pull one such d— ^ queer, atra- 
ordinaire comique face — Be Gar , like one big fiddle! " or words 
to that effect. The dentist was right : Mr. — 's features were odd 
eoooghataU times; but, on the present occasion, they suffered 
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racli eicradaUiig coDtortioas — sncb a siraDge puckering together 
ef the month and cheeks, and nptorniDg of the eyes, that H was 
ten thoDsand times nsore laughable than any artiticiaUy distorted 
features with which he used to set Drury Lane in a roar. ->- Oh 
that a painter had been present! — There was, on one side, my 
friend, standing in menacing attitude, with both fists elesched, 
his left cheek swelled , and looking as if the mastication of a large 
apple bad been suddenly suspended , and his whole features ei- 
hibitiog a grotesque eipression of mingled pain , indecision , and 
fury. Then there was the operator beginning to look a little 
startled at the probable consequences of his sally; and , l^tly , I 
stood a little aside, almost suffocated with suppressed laughter! 
At length, however, — 's perception of the ridiculous prevailed; 
and after a very hearty laagh, and exclaiming, **I must have 
looked odd, I suppose!" he once more resigned himself intollie 
haiMb of Monsieur ^-j and the tooth was out in a twinkling. 

CHAPTER IV. 
A SCHOLAR'S DEATHBED. 

[Much more of the following short, but melancholy, narrative 
might have been committed to press ; but as it would have related 
chiefly to a mad devotion ^to alchemy , which some of Mr. — 's 
few posthumous papers abundantly evidence , it is omitted , lest 
the reader should consider the details as romantic or improbable. 
All that is worth recording is told; and it is hoped, that some 
young men of powerful , undisciplined , and ambitious minds, 
wiH find their account in an attentive consideration of the fate* of 
a kindred spirit. Bene faeit^ qtU ex aliorum erroribue aUn 
exemplum tumat,] 

Thinking, one morning, that I had gone through the whole of 
my usual levee of home patients, I was preparing to go out, when 
the servant informed me there was one yet to be spoken with, who, 
he thought, must have been asleep in a corner of the room, else he 
could not have failed to summon him in his turn. Directing him 
to be shown in immediately, I retook my place at my desk. The 
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seiiraQt, in a few momeots, ushered in a jonng man, who seemed 
to have scarce strength enough , even with the assistance of a 
walking-stick, to totter to a chair opposite me. I was much struck 
with his appearance, which was that of one in reduced circum- 
stances. His clothes, though perfectly clean and neat, were faded 
and threadbare ; and his coat was buttoned up to his chin , where 
it was joined by a black silk neckerchief, in such a manner as to 
lead me to suspect the absence of a shirt. He was rather below 
than above the average height^, and seemed wasted almost to a 
shadow. There was an air of superior ease and politeness in his 
demeanour; and an expression about his countenance ^ sickly and 
sallow though it was, so melancholy, mild, and intelligent, that 
I could not help viewing him with peculiar interest. 

*'l was afraid, my friend, I should have missed you," said I, io 
a kind tone, '*as I was on the point of going out." — *^ I heard 
your carriage drive up to the door. Doctor, and shall not detaia 
you more than a few moments: nay, 1 will C9II to-morrow, if that 
would be more convenient/' he replied faintly, suddenly pressing 
his hand to his side , as though the effort of speaking occasioned 
him pain. I assured him I had a quarter of an hoar at his service, 
and begged he would proceed at once to slate the nature of his 
complaint. He detailed — what I had anticipated from his appear- 
ance — all the symptoms of a very advanced stage of pulmonary 
consumption. He expressed himself in very select and forcible 
language ; and once or twice^ when at a loss for what he conceived 
an adequate expression in English, chose such an appropriate Latin 
phrase , that the thought perpetually suggested itself to me , while 
he was speaking — *'a starved sch<nlarl'* He made not the most 
distant allusion to poverty, but confined himself to the leading 
symptoms of his indisposition. I determined, however, {hattd 
vrcBleritorum immemor!) to ascertain his circumstances, with a 
view, if possible, of relieving them. I asked if he ate animal food 
with relish, — enjoyed his dinner, — whether his meals were 
regular. He coloured, and hesitated a little, for I put the ques- 
tion searchingly; and replied, with some embarrassment, that he 
did not. certainly, then eat regularly, nor enjoy his food when 
be did. I soon found that he was in very straitened circumstances; 
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thtf , ill sliort, he was sinkiog rapidly under the pressure of want 
and harassing anilety , which alone had accelerated , if not wholly 
indacedy his present illness; and that all he had to expect from 
medical aid , was a little alle?iation. I prescribed a few simple 
HiedicineSy and then asked him in what part of the town he 
resided. 

''I am afraid, Doctor," said he, modestly, '* I shall be unable 
to afEbrd your visiting me at my own lodgings. I will occasionally 
call on you here, as a morning patient," — and he proffered me 
half a guinea. The conviction that it was probably the very last 
he hadio the world , and a keen recollection of similar scenes in 
my own history , almost brought the tears into my eyes. 1 refused 
the fee, of course; and prevailed on him to let roe set him down, 
as I was driving close past bis residence. He seemed overwhelmed 
with gratitude; and, with a blush, hinted, that he was ^'not 
quite in carriage costume." He lived in one of the small streets 
leading from May-fair; and after having made a note in my tablets 
of his name and number, I set him down, promising him an 
early call. 

The clammy pressure of his wasted fingers, as I shook his hand 
at parting, remained with me all that day. I could not dismiss 
from my mind the mild and sorrowful countenance of ibis young 
man, go where I would ; and I was on the point of mentioning the 
incident to a most excellent and generous nobleman , whom I was 
then attending, and soliciting his assistance; but the thought that 
it was premature , checked me. There might be something un- 
worthy in the young man; he m\f;hi possibly be an — impostor. 
These were hard thoughts — chilling and unworthy suspicions, 
but 1 could not resist them: alas! an eighteen years' intercourse 
with a deceitful world has alone taught me how to entertain them ! 

As my wife dined a little way out of town that evening, I hastily 
swallowed a solitary meal, and set out in quest of my morning 
patient. With some dilBculty I found the house; it was the 
meanest, and in the meanest street, 1 had visited for months. 1 
knocked at the door, which was open , and surrounded by a bab« 
bling throng of dirty children. A slatternly woman , with a child 
in her arms, answered my summons. Mr. — , she said, lived 
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there, Id the top floor; but be was jtiet gone oat for a fm mo- 
ments, she supposed, ''to get a moathftelofvietoals, but I was 
welcome to go up and wait for him, sioce ," said the rude wreich, 
'Uherewas not much to make away with, howsoever!" One of 
her children led me up the narrow, dirty staircase, and having 
ushered me into the room, left me to my meditations. A wretched 
hole it was in which I was sitting! The evening sun streamed in 
discoloured rays through the unwashed panes, here and there 
mended with brown paper , and sufiSced to show me that the only 
furniture consisted of a miserable curtainless bed, (the disordered 
clothes showing that the weary limbs of the wretched occupant 
had but recently left it) -* three old rush-bottomed chairs -> and 
a rickety deal table, on which were scattered several pages of 
manuscript — a letter or two — pens, ink, and a few books. 
There was no chest of drawers — nor did I see any thing likely to 
serve as a substitute. Poor Mr. — probably carried about with 
him all that he had in the world ! There was a small sheet of wri- 
ting paper pinned over the mantel-piece, (if such it deserved to be 
called,) which I gazed at with a sigh; it bore simply the outline 

of a coffin, with Mr. — 's initials, and *'obiit 18^," 

evidently in his own hand-writing. Curious to see the kind of 
books he preferred , I took them up and examined them. There 
were, if I recollect right, a small Amsterdam edition of Plautus 
— a Horace — a much befingered copy of Aristophanes — a neat 
pocket edition of iEschylus — a small copy of the works of Lae- 
tantius — and two odd volumes of English books. I had bo inten- 
tion of being impertinently inquisitive, but my eye accidentally 
lit on the uppermost manuscript, and seeing it to be in the Greek 
character, I took it up, and found a few verses of dreeksapphies, 
entitled , Elq ri/y vvxra tdfvraiav — evidently the recent compo- 
sition of Mr. — • He entered the room as I was laying down the 
paper, and started at seeing a stranger, for it seems the people of 
the house had not taken the trouble to inform him I was waiting. 
On discovering who it was, he bowed politely, and gave me his 
hand ; but the sudden agitation my presence had occasioned , de- 
prived him of utterance. I thought I could almost htar the palpita- 
tion of his heart. 1 brought him to a chair and begged him to be caba 
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"Yon arc not worse, Mr. — , I hope, since I saw yon this 
fBoraiDg?" I eDqaired. He whispered almost inarticulately, hold- 
ing bis hand to his left side, that he was always worse in the 
evenings. I felt his pulse ; it beat 1 30 ! I discovered that he had 
gone oat fbr the purpose of trying to get employment in a neigh- 
bouring printing-office ! — but, having failed , had relumed in a 
state of deeper depression than usual. The perspiration rolled 
from bis brow almost faster than he could wipe it away. I sat by 
him for nearly two minutes , holding his hand , without uttering a 
word , for I was deeply affected. At length I begged he would 
forgive my inquiring how It was that a young man of talent and 
education like himself could be reduced to a state of such utter 
destitution? While I was waiting for an answer, he suddenly fell 
from bis chair in a swoon. The exertion of walking , the pressnre 
of disappointment, and, I fear, the almost unbroken fast of the 
day, added to the sudden shock occasioned by encountering me 
inhisrooDDy had completely prostrated the small remains of his 
strength. When he had a little revived , I succeeded in laying 
him on the bed,' and Instantly summoned the woman of the house. 
After some time, she sauntered lazily to the door, and asked me 
what I wanted. ** Are you the person that attends on this gentle- 
man, my good woman 7*^ 1 inquired. 

*• Marry come up. Sir!" she replied In a loud tone — **I Vc no 
manner of cause for attending on him, not I; he ought to attend 
on himself I and as for his being a gentleman^** she continued, 
with an insolent sneer, for which I felt heartily inclined to throw 
her down stairs, *^not a stiver of his money have I seen for this 
three weeks for his rent, and*' — Seeing the fluent virago was 
warming, and approaching close to my unfortunate patient's bed- 
side , I stopped her short by putting half a guinea into her hand, 
and directing her to purchase a bottle of port wine; at the'same 
time hinting, thatif she conducted herself properly, I would see 
her rent paid myself. I then shut the door, and resumed my seat 
by Mr. — , who was trembling violently alt over with agitation, 
and endeavoured to soothe him. The more I said , however , and 
the kinder were my tones, the more was he affected. At length 
he burst into a flood of tears, and continued weeping for somo 
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time, like a child. I saw it was hysterical, and that It was best 
to let his feelings have their full course. His nervous excitement 
at length gradually subsided, and he began to converse with tole- 
rable coolness. 

«* Doctor," he faltered, ** your conduct is very — very noble 
— it must be disinterested," pointing with a bitter air, to the 
wretched room in which we were silting. 

''I feel sure, Mr. *- , that you have done nothing to merit your 
present misfortunes," J replied, with a serious and inquiring air. 

*'Yes — yes, 1 havel — I have indulged in wild ambitious 
hopes — lived in absurd dreams of future greatness — been edu* 
cated beyond my fortunes — and formed tastes, and cherished 
feelings , incompatible with the station it seems I was born to , — 
beggary or daily labour!" was his answer, with as much vehe- 
mence as his weakness would allow. 

**But, Mr. — , your friends, your relatives — they cannot 
be apprized of your situation." 

**Alas! Doctor, friends 1 have none — unless yon will permit 
me to name the last and noblest, — yourself; relatives, several." 

*'And they, of course, do not know of your illness, and 
straitened circumstances?" 

**They do. Doctor — and kindly assure me I have brought it 
on myself. To do them justice however, they could not, 1 be- 
lieve, efficiently help me , if they would." 

'*Why, have you offended them, Mr.— 7 Have they cast 
you off?" 

**Not avowedly — not in so many words. They have simply 
refused to receive or answer any more of my letters. Possibly I 
may have offended them , but am content to meet them hereafter, 
and try the justice of the case — there " said Mr. — , solemnly 
pointing upwards. — *' Well I know, and so do you, Doctor, that 
my days on earth are very few, and likely to be very bitter also." 
It was in vain I pressed him to tell me who his relatives were, and 
suffer me to solicit their personal attendance on his last moments. 
^*It is altogether useless, Doctor, to ask me farther," said he, 
raising himself a little in bed, — *^ my father and mother are both 
dead, and uo power on earth shall extract from me a syllable 
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ftrther. It is hard," lie conUnaed, banting again into tears, *' if 
I nmsl die amid their Unnts and reproaches." I felt quite at a 
loss whst to say to all this. There was something rerj singular, 
if not reprehensible, in his manner of alluding to his relatiyes, 
whieb led me to fear that he was by no means free from blame. 
Had I not felt myself Tery delicately situated, and dreaded even the 
possibility of horting his morbidly irritable feelings, I felt inclined 
to have asked htm how he thought of existing without their aid, 
especially in bis forlorn and helpless state ; haying neither fdnds, 
nor the means of obtaining them. I thpught, also, that short as bad 
been my intimacy with him, I had discerned symptoms of a certain 
obstinacy, and haughty imperiousness of temper, which would 
sufficiently account, if not for occasioning, at least for widening, 
any unhappy breach which might have occurred in his family. 
But what was to be done? I could not let him starve; as I bad 
voluntarily stepped into his assistance , I determined to make his 
last moments easy — at least as far as lay in my power. 

A little to anticipate the course of my narrative, I may here state 
what information concerning him was elicited in the course of our 
various interviews. His father and mother had left Ireland , their 
native place, early, and gone to Jamaica, where they lived as slave 
superintendents. They left their only son to the care of the wife's 
brother-in-law , who put him to school , where he much distin- 
guished himself. On the faith of it, he contrived to get to the 
college in Dublin, where he staid two years : and then, in a con- 
fident reliance on his own talents , and the sum of 50/. , which was 
sent htm from Jamaica, with intelligence ofthe death of both his 
parents in impoverished circumstances , he had come up to Lon- 
don, it seems, with no very definite end in view; Here he continued 
for about two years; but in addition to the failure of his health, all 
his efforts to establish himself proved abortive. He contrived to 
glean a scanty sum, heaven knows how, Which was gradually 
lessening at a time when his impaired health rather required that 
his resources should be augmented. He had no friends in respect- 
able life, whose influence or wealth might have been serviceable'; 
and, at the time he called on me he had not more in the world than 
the solitary half-guinea he proffered to me as a fee. I never learnt 
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the Dames of any of his relatives; bat from several things oeca- 
sioDally dropped in the heat of coDversation , it was dear tiiere 
must have been unhappy differeAces. 

To return, however. As the evening was fhr advanchig, and I 
had one- or two patients yet to visit, 1 began to think of taking my 
departure. I enjoined him stdetly to keep his bed till I saw Mm 
again, to preserve as calm and equable a frame of mind as possible, 
and to dismiss all anxiety for the future , as I would gladly supply 
his present necessities , and send him a civil and attentive nurse. 
He tried to thank me, but his emotions choked bis utterance. He 
grasped my hand with convulsive energy. His eye spoke elo- 
quently; but, alas! it shone with the fierce and unnatural lusfre 
of consumption, as though,! have often thought in sueh cases, the 
conscious soul was glowing with the refle|Sted light of its kindred 
element, — eternity. 1 knew it was impossible for him to«nrvive 
many days, from several unequivocal symptoms of what is called, 
in common language , a galloping consumption. I was as good as 
my word, and sent him a nurse, (the mother of one of myserv«its,) 
who was charged to pay him the utmost attention in her power. 
Hy wife also sent him a little bed-furniture, linen, preserves, 
jellies, and other small matters of that sort. I visited him every 
evening, and found him on each occasion verifying my apprehen- 
sions , for he was sinking rapidly. His mental energies, however, 
seemed to increase inversely with the decline of his physical 
powers. His conversation was animated , various , and, at times, 
enehainingly interesting. I have sometimes sat at his bedside for 
several hours together, wondering how one so youi^ (he was not 
DElore than two or three and twenty) could have acquired so much 
information. He spoke with spirit and justness on the leadkig 
political topics of the day ; and I particuhirly recollect his making 
some very noble reflections on the character and exploits of Bona- 
parte , who was thei^ blazing in the zenith of his glory. Still, 
however, the currept of bis thoughts and Unguage was freqi^ntly 
tinged with the entnusiasm and extravagance of delirium. Of this 
he seemed himself conscious; for he would sometimes suddenly 
stop, and pressing liis hand to his forehead, exclaim, ** Doctor, 
Poetor, I am failing here — here / ** He acknowledged that he had, 
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from his Ghildhood, giycD himself up to the domioion of ambitioD; 
and that his whole life had been spent in the most extravagaot and 
visionary eipectitions. He would smile bitterly when bereconnted 
some of what he jastl j stigmatized as his insane projects. *' The 
objects of my ambition/' he said, ** have been yague and general ; 
1 never knew exactly where, or what I would be. Had my powers, 
sacb as they are , been concentrated on one point — had I formed 
a more just and modest estimate of my abilities — I might possibly 
have become something. ******* 
Besides , Doctor, I had no money — no solid sobstratnm to bnild 
npon; there was the rotten point! Oh! Doctor," he continued, 
with a deep sigh, *' if I could but have seen these things three years 
ago , as I see them noio, 1 might at this moment have been a sober 
and respectable member of society ; but now I am dying a hanger- 
on — a fool — a beggar ! *' and he bnrst into tears. ** Ton, Doctor," 
be presently continued , **are accustomed , I suppose , to these 
deathbed repfniogs — these soul-scourgings — these wailings 
over a badly spent life ! Oh ! yes; as I am neariog eternity, I seem 
to look at things — at my own mind and heart, especially — through 
the medium of a strange, searching, unearthly light. Oh, how 
many, many things it makes distinct, which I would fain have 
forgotten for ever! Do you recollect the terrible language of 
Scripture, Doctor, which compares the human breast to a cage qf 
unclean birds I'* — I left him that evening deeply convinced of 
the compulsory truths he had uttered; I never thought so seriously 
before. It is some Scotch divine who has said , that one deathbed 
preaches a more startling sermon than a bench of bishops. 



Mr. — was an excellent and thorough Greek scholar, perfectly 
well versed in the Greek dramatists, and passionately fond, in par- 
ticular , of Sophocles. 1 recollect his reciting , one evening , with 
great force andteeling, the touching exclamation of the chorus, in 
the OEdipiu Tyrannm — 
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Noctt Si /CO* TtQojtaq croXoq^ 
OiS' iin q> qovr idoq fy/o?, 
V2i TK dXiUtou, At^ 167-172. 

— which, he said, was DCTcr absent from his mind, sleeping or 
waking. I once asl^ed him , if he did not regret having devoted his 
life almost exclusively to Uie study of the classics. He replied, 
with enthusiasm, *^No, Doctor — no, no ! I should be an ingrate if 
I did. How can I regret having lived in constant converse, through 
their works, with the greatest and noblest men that ever breathed ! 
I have lived in Elysium — have breathed the celestial air of those 
hallowed plains , while engaged in the study of the philosophy and 
poetry of Greece and Bome. Yes, it is a consolation even for my 
bitter and premature deathbed , to think that my mind will quit 
this wretched, diseased, unworthy body, imbued with the refine- 
ment — redolent of the eternal freshness and beauty of the most 
eiquisite poetry and philosophy the world ever saw! With my 
faculties quickened and strengthened, I shall go confidently, and 
claim kindred with the great ones of Eternity. They know I love 
their works — have consumed all the oil of my life in their study, 
and they will welcome their son — their disciple ! "> 111 as he was, 
Mr. — uttered these sentiments (as nearly as 1 can recollect, in 
the very words I have given) with an energy, an enthusiasm , and 
an eloquence, which I never saw surpassed. He faltered suddenly, 
however, from this lofty pilch 'of excitement, and complained 
bitterly, that his devotion to ancient literature had engendered a 
morbid sensibility, which had rendered him totally unfit for the 
ordinary business of life, or intermixture with society. * * » 
Often 1 found him sitting up in bed, and reading his favourite 
play, the Prometheus Finclus of iEschylus, while his pale and 
wasted features glowed with delighted enthusiasm. He told me, 
that, in his estimation, there was an air ofgrandeur and romance 
about that play, such as was not equalled by any of the productions 



* Ah, me! I groan beneath the pressure of innumerable sorrows; 
truly ray substance is lan(^ishing away , nor can I devise any means o( 
belkering my condition, or discover any source of consolation. 
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of the other Greek dramatists; and that the opening dfalogoe was 
pecaliarly impressiTe and affecting. He had committed to memory 
nearlf three-fourths of the whote play ! I on one occasion asked 
him, how it came to pass, that a person of his superior classical 
attainments had not obtained some tolerably lucrative engagement 
as an osher or tutor? He answered , with rather a haughty air, 
that he would rather have broken stones on the highway. *^To 
hear," said he, ** the magniOcent language of Greece, the harmo- 
nious cadences of the Romans, mangled and disfigured by stupid 
lads and duller ushers — oh ! it would have been such a profanation 
as the sacred groves of old suffered, when their solemn silence was 
disturbed by a rude unhallowed throng of Bacchanalians. I 
should have expired, Dpctor! " I told him, I could not help la- 
menting such an absurd and morbid sensitiveness; at which he 
seemed exceedingly piqued. He possibly thought I should rather 
have admired than reprobated the lofty tone he assumed. I asked 
him if the stations, of which he spoke with such supercilious con- 
tempt , had not been joyfully occupied by some of the greatest 
scholars that had ever lived? He replied , simply, with a cold air, 
that It was his misfortune, not his fault. He told me, however, that 
his classical acquirements had certainly been capable of something 
like. a profitable employment; for that, about two months before 
he had called on me , he had nearly come to terms with a book- 
seller, for publishing a poetical version of the comedies of Aristo- 
phanes; that he had nearly completed one, ibeNE^EuiAIy if I 
recollect right, when the great difficulty of the task, and the 
wretched remuneration offered, so dispirited him, that he threw it 
aside in disgust.* His only means of subsistence had been the 

* Among bis papers I found the following spirited and close version 
of one of the choral odes io the yubet^ commencing, 

*A^g>l/io$ aiftt 0oZ^ araS 
A-^Mff ^C. 

Thee, too, great PhcBbus, I invoke, 

Thou t»elian King, 
Who dwell'ston Cynthia's lofty rock I 

Thy passage hither wing, 
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sorry pay of an occasional reader for the press , as well as a coa- 
tributor to the columns of a daily paper. He had parted with 
almost the whole of his slender stock of books , his watch, and all 
his clothes, except what he wore when he called on me. *'Did 
yon never try any of the magazines?" I inquired; ** for they afford 
to young men of talent a fair livelihood." He said he had indeed 
straggled hard to gain a footing in one of the popular periodicals^ 
but that his communications were invariably returned **with polite 
acknowledgments." One of these notes I saw, and have now in 
my possession. It was thus. — 

'* Mr. M' — begs to return the inclosed 'Remarks on EnffUsk 
Fertiom qf Euripides ^ with many thanks for the writer's polite 
offer of it to the E •— M — ; but fears that, though an able per*- 
formaoce, it is not exactly suited for the readers of the £ — 
M-. 

''To J. J." 

A series of similar disappointments , ilnd the consequent po- 
verty and embarrassment into which he sank, had gradually un- 
dermined a constitution naturally feeble; and he told me, with 
much agitation, that had it not been for the trifling, but timely 
assistance of myself and family, he saw no means of escaping 
literal starvation! Could I help sympathizing deeply with him? 
Alas! his misfortunes were very nearly paralleled by my own. 
While listening to his melancholy details , 1 seemed living over 
again the four first wretched years of my professional career. 



Blest Goddess I whom Ephesfan spleodoars bold 
In temples brigtit with gold , 

'Mid Lydian maidens nobly wonblppingi 
And thee, our native deity, 

Pallas, our city's guardian, thoal 
Who wieldst the dreadful sgis. Thee, 
Thee, too, gay Bacekus, from Parnassian height. 
Ruddy with festive torches glow — 
To crown the sacred choir, I thee invite I 

Those who are conversant with the original, will perceive that many of 
the difficult Greek expressions are rendered into literal English. 
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I most hasten, however, to the closing scene. I had left word 
with the nurse, that when Mr. ^appeared dying, I should be 
instantly summoned. About .fire o'clock, in the evening of the 
6th July, 18 — , I received a message from Mr. — hhnself> saying 
that he wished to breathe his last in my presence, as the only 
friend he had on earth. Unavoidable and pressing professional 
engagements detained me until half-past six; and it was seven 
o'clock before I reached his bedside. 

''Lord, Lord, Doctor, poor Mr. — is dying, sure!" exclaimed 
the woman of the house, as she opened the door. '*Mrs. Jones 
says he has been picking and clawing the bed-clothes awfully , so 
he must be dying ! "* On entering the room , I found he had dropt 
asleep. The nurse told me he had been wandering a good deal in 
his mind. I asked what he had talked about? '^L/zmtng-,. Doctor," 
she replied, **and a proud young lady." 1 sat down by his bed- 
side. I saw the dews of death were stealing rapidly over him. His 
eyes, which were naturally very dark and piercing, were now far 
sunk into their sockets; his cheeks were hollow, and his hair 
matted with perspiration over his damp and pallid forehead. While 
I was gazing silently on the melancholy spectacle, and reflecting 

* This very prevalent but absurd notion Is not confined to the 
vulgar; and as I hate, in the course of my practice, met with hundreds 
of respectable and intelligent people, who have held that a patient's 
**pickimg and clawing the bed-ehthes** is a symptonl of death, and 
who, consequently, view it with a kind of superstitious horror, I cannot 
refrain from explaining the philosophy of it in the simple and satisfactory 
wordsofMr. G.Bell: — t 

'* It is very common ," he says, '* to see the patient picking the bed- 
clothes, or catching at the empty air. This proceeds from an appearance 
of motes ovfliei passing before the eyes, and is occasioned by an affec- 
tion , of the retina, producing in it a sensation similar to that produced 
by the impression of images; and what is deficient in sensation, the 
imagination supplies: for although the resemblance betwixt those 
diseased affections of the retina, and the sensation conveyed to the brain, 
may be very remote, yet, by that slight resemblance, the idea usually 
associated with the sensation will be excited in the mind." — Bell's 
Anatomy^ vol. iii. pp. 51, 58. 

The secret lies in a disordered circulation of the blood, forcing the 
red globuies into the minute vessels of the retina. 

f Mow Sir Charles Bell. 
Diary of a Physician. I. 4 
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what great bat andiscipllQed powers of mind were aboat sooo tc 
be disunited from the body, Mr. — opened his eyes, and, seeing 
me, said, in a low, but clear and steady tone of voice, ^ ^^Doctor 
— the last act of the tragedy ! '* He gave me his hand. It was all he 
could do to lift it into mine. 1 could not speak — the tears were 
nearly gushing forth. I felt as if I were gazing on my dying son, 

**I have been dreaming. Doctor, since you went," said he 
*'and what do you think about? I thought I had squared the circle, 
and was to perish for ever for my discovery." 

*<1 hope, Mr. — ," t replied, in a serious tone, and with 
something of displeasure in my manner — **I hope that, at this 
awfiil moment, you have more suitable and consolatory thoughts 
to occupy your mind with than those?'' He sighed. ^' The cler- 
gyman you were so good as to send me," he said, after a pause, 
''was here this afternoon. He is a good man, I dare say, but 
weak , and had his head stuffed with the quibbles of the schools. 
He wanted to discuss the question otfree will with a dying man, 
Doctor!" 

*'l hope he did not leave you without administering the ordi- 
nances of religion?" I inquired. 

**He read me some of the church prayers, which were exqui- 
sitely touching and beautiful, and the fifteenth chapter of Corin- 
thians, wbichjs very sublime. He could not help giving me a re- 
hearsal of what he was shortly to repeat over my grave!" exclaimed 
the dying man , with a melancholy smile. I felt some irritation at 
the light tone of his remarks, but concealed it. " 

*'You received the sacrament, I hope, Mr. — ?" He paused 
a few moments, and his brow was clouded. **No, Doctor, to 
tell the truth , I declined it — " 

*' Declined the sacrament ! " I exclaimed , with surprise. 

** Yes — but, dear Doctor, I beg — I entreat you not to ask 
me about it any farther," replied Mr. — gloomily, aod lapsed into 
a fit of abstraction for some moments. Unnoticed by him, I de- 
spatched the nurse for another clergyman, an excellent and learned 
man , who was my intimate friend. I was gazing earnestly on 
Mr. — , as he lay with closed eyes; and was surprised to see the 
tears trickling from them. 
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^*Mr^ — , joa haire Dothing, Iliope, on jour mind, to render 
your last moments unfaappy?" I asked, In a gentle tone* 

*'No — nodiing material," he replied, with a dieep sigft t con- 
timiing with his eyes dosed. ^' I was oi^ thinking what a bitter 
thing it is to be struck down so soon from among the bright throng 
of the living — to leave this fair, this beautiAil world, after so 
short and sorrowfbl a sojourn. Oh, ft ir hard!**' He shortly 
opened Ms eyes. His agitation had apparently passed away , and 
delirium was hovering over and disarranging his thoughts. 

** Doctor, Doctor, what a strange passage that is/' said he, 
suddenly, startling me with his altered voite, and the dreamy 
thoughtfuJ expression of his eyes, *Mn the chorus of the Medea^ — 

Kou SUa xcM ndvra ndlw atqitptxtu** 
Is not there something very mysterious and romantic about these 
lines? I could never exactly understand what was meant by them." 
Finding I continued silent — for I did not wish to encourage his 
indulging in a train of thought so foreign to his situation— he kept 
murmuring at inter^vals, metrically. 

In a most melancholy monotony. He then wandered on fkt)m one 
topic of classical literature to another, till he suddenly stopped 
short, and turning to me, said, ''Doctor, I am raving very ab- 
surdly ; I feel 1 am ; but I cannot dismiss from my thoughts, even 
though I know I am dying, the subjects about which my mind has 
been occupied^nearly all my life through. — Oh ! " changing the 
subject abruptly , '* telt me, Doctor, do those who die of my dis- 
order generally continue in the possession of their intellects to the 
last?" I told him I thought they generally did. 

*Then I shalT bum brightly to the last! Thank Crod! •— And 
yet," with a shudder, *' it is Shocking, too, to find one's self gra- 
dually ceasing to exist. — Doetbr, f shall recover. — I am sure I 
should, if you were to bleed me,'*' said he*. His intellects were 
wandering. 

• Eurip. Bed. 411-18. 

4* 
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The nurse now returned, and, to my vexation , unaccompanied 
by Dr. — , who had gone that morning into the country. I did 
not send for any one else* His frame of mind was peculiar, and 
Tery unsatisfactory ; but I thought it, on the whole, better not to 
disturb or irritate him by alluding to a subject he evidently dis- 
liked. I ordered candles to be brought , as it was now nearly nine 
o'clock. ''Doctor," said the dying young man , in a feeble tone, 
'* I think you will find a copy of Lactantius lying on my table. He 
has been a great favourite with me. May I trouble you to read me 
a passage — the eighth chapter ohhe seventh book — on the im- 
mortality of the soul? I should like to die thoroughly convinced 
of that noble truth — if truth it is — and I have often read that 
chapter with much satisfaction." I went to the table and found the 
book — a pocket copy — the leaves of which were ready turned 
down to the very page I wanted. I therefore read him slowly and 
emphatically the whole of the eighth and ninth chapters, begin- 
ning, *^ Num est igitur summum bonum immortalitas , adquam 
capiendam, et formati a principio ^ et nati ivmus" When I 
had got as far as the allusion to the vacillating views of Cicero 
Mr. — repeated with me, sighing, the words, **Aarufit, inqtUty 
sententiarum^ qua vera sit^ Dew aUquis viderit" — As an in- 
stance of the 

Buliog paMioo, strong io death, 

I may mention, though somewhat to my own discredit, that he 
briskly corrected a false quantity which slipped from me. '* Allow 
me, Doctor, — ^exp^ftit^' not ^expetit."* He made no other 
observation, when I had concluded reading thi chapter from 
Lactantius, than, *'I certainly wish I had early formed fixed 
principles on religious subjects — but it is now too late." He 
then dropped asleep, but presently began murmuring very sorrow- 
fully, — ''Emma, Emma! haughty one! Not one look? — lam 
dying — and you don't know it — nor care for me I * * How beau- 
tiful she looked stepping from the carriage I How magnificently 
dressed ! I think she saw — why can't she love me ! She cannot 
love somebody else — No — madness — no ! " In this strain he con- 
tinued soliloquizing for some minutes longer. It was the first time 
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I had eyer h«ard any thing of the kind fall from htm. At length he 
asked , **I wonder if they ever came to her hands?" as if striying 
to recolleel something. The nurse whispered that she had often 
heard him talk in the night-time about thjs lady, and that he would 
go on till he stopped in tears. I discovered, from a scrap or two 
found among his papers, after his decease, that the person he 
addressed as Emma , was a young lady in the higher circles of so- 
ciety , of considerable beauty, whom he first saw by accident, and 
fancied she had a regard for him. He had, in turn, indulged in 
the most extravagant and hopeless passion for her. He suspected 
himself, that she was whoUy unconscious of being the object of 
his almost frenzied admiration. When he was asking *^ if some- 
thing came to her hands," I have no doubt he alluded to some copy 
of verses he had sent to her, of which the following fragments, 
written in pencil, on a blank leaf of his Aristophanes, probably 
formed a part. There is some merit in them , but more extra- 
vagance. 

I could go throagh the world with thee. 

To spend with thee eternity 1 
• • • • 

To see thy blae and passionate eye« 
Light on another scornfully, 
But fix its mdUng glance on me , 
And blend — 

Read the poor heart that throbs for thee. 
Imprint all o'er with thy dear name — 
Tet withering 'neath a lonely flame, 
T>at warms thee not, yet me consumes! 

• « • • 

Ay, I would have thee all my own, 
Thyiove, thy life, mine, mtn« alone; 
See nothing in the work) but me. 
Since nought /know, or love, hut thee I 

The eyes that on a thousand fall, 
I would collect their glances all , 
And fling their lustre on my soul, 
Tin it imbibed , absorb'd the whole. 

These are followed by several more lines; but the above will 
suffice. ^ This insane attachment was' exactly what I might have 
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expected fxom coe of his erdeot and ^Qthusiastic teBoperament. 
To letnrn^ however, once more. Towards eieyen o'clock, he 
began lo iail rapidly. I had my fingers on his poise, which beat 
very leebly« almost kifierceptibly. He opened his eyes slowly, 
and gazed upwards with a vacani air. 

*' Why are you taking the candles away , nurse?" he inquired 
faintly. They had not been toaehed. His cold fingers gently com- 
pressed my hand -^ ihey were stiffening with death. ''Don't, 
dw*i put the candles out, DoctoT," he commenced again , look- 
ing *t ine, with an eye on which the thick mists and shadows of 
the grave were settling fast -^ they were filmy and ^led. 

*' Don't blow them out — don't — don't ! " he again exclaimed, 
almost inaudibly. 

**^0, we will not I My4earMr. — , bolh candles are burning 
briglitly beside yon on the table," I replied tremulously — for I 
saw 4he senses were forgetting their fonctions — ^ that life and con- 
sciousness were fast retiring ! 

*'Well," he murmured y almost inarticnlately , *'Iamnow 
quite in darkness ! Oh , there is something at my heart — cold, 
cold I Doctor^ keep them off I * Why — oh , death" — He ceased. 
He had spoken his last on earth. 'The intervals of respiration be- 
came gradually longer and longer; and the precise moment when 
he ceased to breathe at all could not be ascertained. Tes ; it was 
all oyer. Poor Hr. — was dead. I diall never forget him. 

* I onee before heerd these strange words fall from the lips of a 
dying patient — a lady. To me they suggest very unpleasant, I may say, 
fearful thoughts. JVhat is to be kept off? 

[This note has called forth an angry ownmentary from the able 
Editor of the Spectator newspaper, who heads the paragraph of which I 
complain, wilb the words — ** JnJmiicioHM Sanction of Superttitioui 
Terrors^ I feel satisfied that the writer, on a reconsideration of what 
he has there expressed , will be disposed to withdraw his censures. True 
^ a dying man may often utter ** unintelligible gibberish : " but if we find 
seotral dying persons , of diffarent characters and situations , concur in 
uttering, in their last moments, the same wortU, — is it so unwarrant- 
able for an observer to haiard an inquiry eonceming their possible 
import? There is a lecture of Sir Henry Halford, lately published, which 
eoDtainf some highly pertinent and Interesting efoeervations on the sub- 
ject. I beg to refer the reader to it.] 
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CHAPTER V. 
PREPARING FOR THE HOUSE. 

**D09 dear Doctor, be so good as to drop in at — PUee, in 
the course of the moraing, by accident ^ -^ for I want you to see 
Mr. — . He has , I Terily believe , bid adieu to his senses , for he 
is conductlDg himself very strangely. To tell you the truth , he is 
resolved on going down to the House this evening, for the pur- 
pose of speaking on the — bill , and will , I fear, act so absurdly, 
as to make himself the laughing-stock of the whole country — at 
leasl I suspect as much, from what I have heard of his prepara- 
tions. Ask to be shown up at once to Mr. — , when you arrive, 
and gradually direct the conversation to politics — when you will 
soon see what is the matter. But mind, Doctor, not a word of 
this note! Tour visit will be quite occu/en^a/, you know* Believe 
me, my dear Doctor, yours ,"4rc. ^c, — Such was the note put 
into my hands by a servant, as my carriage was driving off on my 
first morning round. I knew Mrs. — , the fair writer of it, very 
intimately, — as, indeed, the familiar and confidential strain of 
her note will suffice to show. She was a very amiable and clever 
woman, and would not have complained, I was sure, without 
reason. Wishing, therefore, to oblige her, by a prompt atten- 
tion to her request, and in the full expectation , from what I k'new . 
of the worthy Member's eccentricities, of encountering some sin- 
gular scene, I directed the horses' heads to be turned towards — 
Place. I reached the house about twelve o'clock , and went up 
stairs at once to the drawing-room, where I understood Mr. — 
had taken up quarters for the day. The servant opened the door 
and announced me. 

* * Oh — show Dr. — In." I entered. The object of my visit, 
I may just say, was the very beau ideal of a County Member; 
somewhat inclined to corpulency, vnth a fine, fresh, rubicund, 
good-natured face*, and that bluff old English frankness of man- 
ner , which flings you back into the age of Sir Roger de Coverley. 
He was dressed in a long, grey woollen morning-gown ; and with 
his hands crammed into the hind pockets, was pacing rapidly to 
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and fro from one end of the spacious room.to the other. At one 
extremity was a table, on which lay a sheet of foolscap, closely 
written, and crumpled as ifwith constant handling, his gold re- 
peater, and a half-emptied decanter of sherry, with a wine glass. 
A glance at all these paraphernalia convinced me of the nature of 
Mr. — 's occupation ; he was committing his speech to memory ! 

**How d'ye do, how d'ye do. Doctor?" he exclaimed, in a 
hearty but hurried tone; ''you must not keep me long: busy — 
very busy indeed, Doctor." I had looked in by accident, I as- 
sured him, and did not intend to detain him an instant. I re- 
marked that I supposed he was busy preparing for the House. 

**Ah, right, Doctor — right! Ay, by — ! and a grand hit it 
will be too? — I shall peg it into them to-night, Doctor! I'll let 
them know what an English County Member is! I 'il make the 
House too hot to hold them ! " said Mr. — , walking to and fro, 
at an accelerated pace. He was evidently boiling over with ex- 
citement. 

'* You are going to speak to-night , then , on the great — ques- 
tion , I suppose?" said I , hardly able to repress a smile. 

''Speak, Doctor? I'll burst on them with such a view-halloo 
as shall startle the whole pack ! / '// show my Lord — what kind 
of stuff I 'm made of — I will , by — ! He was pleased to tell 
the House , the other evening — curse his impudence ! — that the 
two Members for — shire were a mere couple of dumb-bells — 
he did, by — ! But 1 HI show him whether or not /, for one of 
them, am to be jeered and flamm'd with impunity ! Ha, Doctor, 
what d'ye think of this?" said be, hurrying to the table, and taking 
up the manuscript I have mentioned. He was going to read it to 
me, but suddenly stopped short, and laid it down again on the 
table , exclaiming — *' Nay , I must know it off by this time — so 
listen! have at ye, Doctor !'' 

After a pompous hem! hem ! he commenced, and with infinite 
energy and boisterousness of manner, recited the whole oration. It 
was certainly a wonderful — a matchless performance — parcelled 
out with a rigid adherence to the rules of ancient rhetoric. As he 
proceeded, he recited such astounding absurdities — such pre- 
posterous Bombastes-furioso declamations — as, had they been 
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Uttered io the House, would assuredly hsTe procured the triumphant 
speaker six or seyeo rounds of convulsive laughter! Had I not 
known well the simplicity and sincerity — the perfect bonhomie — 
of Mr, — , I should have supposed he was hoaxing me ; but I as- 
suredly suspected he was himie(fthe hoaxed party — the joUing- 
post of some witty wag, who had determined to afford the House a 
night's sport at poor Ifr. — 's expense I Indeed , I never in my life 
listened to such pitifully puerile — such almost idiotic gaKmatia$, 
I felt certain it could never have been the composition of fox- 
hunting Mr. — I There was a hackneyed quotation from Horace — 
from the Septuagint, (!) and from Locke; and then a scampering 
through the whole flowery realms of rhetorical ornament — and a 
glancing at every topic of foreign or domestic policy that could 
conceivably attract the attention of the most erratic fancy. In 
short, there surely never before was such a speech composed since 
the world began ! And this was the sort of thing that poor Mr. — 
actually intended to deliver that memorable evening io the House 
of Commons ! As for myself, I could not control my risible faculties ; 
but accompanied the peroration with a perfect shout of laughter! 
Mr. — laid down the paper (which he had twisted into a sort of a 
scroll) in an ecstasy, and joined me in full chorus, slapping me 
OD the shoulder, and exclaiming — '*Ah! d — it! Doctor, I 
knew you would like it ! It 's just the thing — isn't it? There will 
be no standing me at the next election for — shire, if I can only 
deliver all this in the House to-night! Old Turnpenny, that 's 
going to start against me , backed by the manufacturing interest, 
won't come up — and you see if he does ! — Curse it ! I thought it 
was in me , and would come out some of these days. They shall 
have it all to-night — they shall , by — ! Only be on the look-out 
for the morning papers, Doctor — that 's all I" and he set off, 
walking rapidly, with long strides, from one end of the room to 
the other. I began to be apprehensive that there was too much 
ground for Mrs. — 's suspicions, that he had literally *' taken leave 
of his senses." Recollecting, at length, the object of my visit, 
which the amusing exhibition I have been attempting to describe 
hadalmost driven from my memory, I endeavoured to think, on 
the spur. of the moment, of some scheme for diverting him from 
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his purpose, and preveotiag the lame&table exposure he was 
preparing for himself. I eeuld thiok of oothiog else than at- 
tacking him OQ a sore point — one on which he had been liipped 
for years , and not without reason, — an hereditary tendency to 
apoplej^, 

*'But» my dear Sir," said I, **this excitement will destroy 
you — you will biing on a fit of apoplexy, if you go on for an 
hour longer in this way — you will indeed ! " He stood still, 
changed colour a little , and stammered , * * What ! eh , d — it I — 
apoplexy! you don't say so. Doctor? Hem! how is my pulse?" 
extending his wrist. I felt it — looked at my watch, and shook my 
head* 

**Eh — what, Doctor! Newmarket ^ eh?" said he, with an 
alarmed air — meaning to ask me whether his pulse was beating 
rapidly. 

*' It is indeed , Mr. — • It beats upwards of one hundred and 
fifteen a minute," I replied, still keeping my fingers at his wrist, 
and my eyes riveted on my watch — for I dared not trust myself 
with looking in his countenance. He started from me without 
uttering a syllable ; hurried to the table, poured out a glass of wine, 
and gulped it down instantly. I suppose he caught an unfortunate 
smile or a smirk on my face, for he came up to me, and in a 
coaxing but disturbed manner, said, **Now, come, come, Doctor 
— Doctor, no humbug! I feel well enough all over ! D — it, I vxill 
speak in the House to-night, come what may,, that 's flat! Why, 
there '11 be a general election in a few months , and it 's of conse- 
quence for me to do something — to make a figure in the House* 
Besides , it is a great constitutional — " 

<*Well, well, Mr. — , undoubtedly you must please yourself," 
said I, seriously ; ^ *• but if a fit should — you '11 remember I did ray 
duty, and warned you how to avert itl" — *<Hem, ahem!" he 
ejaculated with a somewhat puzzled air. I thought I had succeeded 
in shaking his purpose. I was, however, too sanguine in my ex^ 
pectations. "I must bid you good morning. Doctor," said he 
abruptly. * * I must speak ! I ttrill try it to-night , at all events ; — 
but I 'II be calm — I wiU ! And if I should die — but — devil take 
it — that '8 imposHble , you know ! But if I should — why, it will 
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be a martyr's death; I sball die a patriot — ha, ha, bal Good 
moraiog, Ooctori " He led me to the door, iaughiog, as he weat, 
but oot so heartiljf or boisteroosly as form0rty. I was harrying 
dovo Atairs, when Mr. — re-opened the drawing-room door, and 
' called oot, ''Doctor, Doctor, jast be so good as to look in on mj 
good lady before yon go. She 's somewhere about the house — 
io her houdoir , I dare say. She 's not quite weU this morning — 
a fit of the yapoors — hem ! You understand me. Doctor?" putting 
his finger to the side of his nose, with a wise air. i could not help 
smiling At the reciprocal aniiety for each other's health simuU* 
taneously manifested by this worthy couple. 

''Well, Doctor, am not I right?" eiclaimed Mrs. -- in a low 
tone, opening the dining-room door, and beckoning me in. 

^Tes, Indeed, Madam. My interview was little else than a 
maniog commentary on your note to me.'' 

*'How did you find him engaged. Doctor? — Learning his 
jpeeeA, as he calls it — eh?" inquired the lady , with a chagrined 
air» which was heightened when I recounted what had passed up 
stains. 

*'0h, absurd! monstrous! Doctor, I am ready to expire with 
Texation to see Mr. — acting so foolishly ! — 'T is all owing to that 
odious Dr. — , our village rector , who is up In town now , and an 
immense crooy of Mr. — 's. I suspected there was something 
brewing between them ; for they have been laying their wise heads 
togetiier for a week past. Did he aot repeat <A« sptech to you, 
Doc«or? ^ the whole of it?" 

''Tes, indeed, Madam, he did," I replied, smiling at the 
recollection. 

^Ah -^ hideous rant It was, I dare say ! — I '11 tell you a 
secret. Doctor. I know it was every word composed by thai 
abomioable old addle-head, Dr. — , a doodle that he is 1 — (I wonder 
what brought him i^» from his parish !) — And it is he that has in- 
flamed Mr* — 's fancy with waking ^a^eatJut' in the Hoose , as 
they call it* That preeiovs piece of stuff which they call a speech, 
poor Mr. — has been learning for this week past; and has several 
times woke me in the night with canting snatches of it." I begg;;d 
Mis.** not to take it so seriously. 



60 PREPARINe FOR THE H0US8. 

"Now, tell me candidly, Dr. — , did you ever hear sach hor- 
rible nonsense in your life? It is all that country parson's trash, 
collected by bits out of his old stupid sermons ! I 'm sure our name 
will run the gauntlet of all the papers in England, for a fortnight 
to come ! " I said , I was sorry to be compelled to acquiesce in the 
truth of what she was saying. 

"Really/' she continued, pressing her hand to her forehead, 
"I feel quite poorly myself, with agitation at the thought of to- 
night's farce. Did you attempt to dissuade him? You might have 
frightened him with a hint or two about his tendency to apoplexy, 
you know." ' 

"I did my utmost, Madam, I assure you; and certainly startled 
him not a little. But, alas, he rallied, and good-humouredly sent 
me from the room, telling me, that, if the effort of speaking killed 
him, he should share the fate of Lord Chatham, or something of 
that sort." 

"Preposterous!" exclaimed Mrs. — , almost shedding tears 
with vexation. "But, efUre nous. Doctor, could not you think of 
any thing — hem ! — something in the medical way to prevent his 
going to the House to-night? — A — a sleeping draught — eh, 
Doctor?" 

"Really , my dear Madam ," said I , seriously , " I should not 
feel justified in going so far as that." 

" Oh dear , dear Doctor, what possible harm can there be in it? 
Do consent to my wishes for once, and I shall be eternally obliged 
to you. Do order a simple sleeping draught — strong enough to 
keep him in bed till five or six o'clock in the morning — and I will 
myself slip it into his wine at dinner." In short, there was no 
resisting the importunities and distress of so fine a woman as Mrs. 
— ; so I ordered about five-and-thirty drops of laudanum , in a 
little syrup and water. But, alas, this scheme was frustrated by 
Mr. — 's, two hours afterwards, unexpectedly ordering the carriage 
(whileMrs. — was herself gone to procure his quietus)^ and leaving 
word he should dine with some Members that evening at Brookes's. 
After all, however, a lucky accident accomplished Mrs. — ^'s wishes, 
though it deprived her husband of that opportunity of seizing the 
laurels of parliamentary eloquence; for the ministry , finding the 
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measure against which Mr. — had intended to letel his oration, 
lo be extremelj unpopalar and anticipating that thej thoold be 
dead beat , wisely postponed it sine die. 



CHAPTER VI. 

DUELLmC* 

I HAD been invited bj yonngLord — , the nobleman nnentioned 
in my first chapter, to spend the latter part of my last college va- 
cation with his Lordship at his shooting box in —shire. As his 
destined profession was the army, he had already a tolerably nu- 
merous retinae of military friends, several of whom were engaged 
to join OS on our arrival at — ; so that we anticipated a very gay 
and jovial season. Our expectations were not disappointed. What 
with shooting, fishing, and riding, abroad — billiards, songs, 
and high feeding, at home, our days and nights glided as merrily 
away as fun and frolic could make them. One of the many schemes 
of amusement devised by our party, was giving a sort of military 
subscription ball at the small town of — , from which we were dis- 
tant not more than four or five miles. AJl my Lord - 's party, of 
course, were to be there, as well as several others of his friends, 
scattered at a little distance from him in the country. On the ap- 
pointed day all went off admirably. The little town of — abso- 
lutely reeled beneath the unusual excitement of music, dancing, 
and universal fating. It was, in short, a sort of miniature carnival, 
which the inhabitants, for severah reasons ^ but more especially 
the melancholy one I am going to mention, have not yet forgotten. 
It is not very wonderful , ,that all the rustic beauty of the place was 
there. Many a village belle was there, in truth, panting and 
fluttering with delighted agitation at the unusual attentions of their 
handsome and agreeable partners; for there was not a young ml- 



* The melancholy facts on which the ensuing narrative Is founded, 
I find entered, in the Diary as far back as nearly twenty-five years ago ; 
and I am convinced, after some little inquiry, that there is oo one now 
living whose feelings could be shocked by its perusaL 
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Iltary member of oar party but merited the epithets. As for 
myself, being carsed — as I once before bioted — with a Tery 
insignificant person, and not the most attractiTe or commanicatfye 
manners ; being utterly incapable of pouring that soft delicious 
nonsense — that fascinating, searching, small-tallL, which has 
stolen so often right through a lady's ear, into the very centre of her 
heart; being no adept, I say, at this, I contented myself with 
dancing a set or two with a young woman , whom nobody else 
seemed inclined to lead out; and continued, for the rest of the 
evening, more a spectator than a partaker of the gaieties of the 
scene. There was one girl there — the daughter of a reputable 
retired tradesman — of singular beauty , and known in the neigh- 
bourhood by the name of **The Blue Bell qf^,*' Of course, she 
was the object of universal admiration , and literally l^esieged the 
whole erening with applications for '^ the honour of her hand." I 
do not exaggerate, when I say, that, In my opinion, this young 
woman was perfectly beautiAil. Her complexion was of dazzling 
purity and transparence — her symmetrical features of a placid 
bust4ike character, which howefer, would perhaps haye been 
considered insipid, had it not been for a brilliant pair of Itirge, 
languishing blue eyes , resembling 

— blue water-lilies ,. when the breeze 
Maketb the crystal waters round them tremble, 

whieh it was almost madness to kxA upon. And then her lij^t 
aoburu hair,, which hung in loose and easy curls on each cheek 
Kke soft golden ekmds flitting past the moon I Her figure was in 
keeping with her countenance, — slender, graceftil, and deltcale, 
with a most exquisitely'-tumed foot and ankle. I hate spent so 
many words about her description, because I have never since 
seen aoy woman that I thtraght equalled her; and' because her 
beau^ occasioned the wretched catastrophe I am about to relate. 

She riveted the attention of all our party except my young host, 
Lord — , who adhered all the evening to a sweet creature he had 
selected on first entering the room, I observed, however, one 
ef our party, a dashing yeong Captain in the Guards, highly con- 
nected , and of handsome and prepossessing person and manners, 
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and a gentleman, of nearly equal personal pretensions, who had 
been fnytted from — Hail, his father's seat, — to exceed every 
one present in their attentions to sweet Mary — ; and as she occa- 
sionally smiled on one or the other of the riyals, I saw the coun- 
tenance of either alternately clouded with displeasure. Captain 
— was soliciting her hand for the last set — a country-dance—- 
when his rifal , (whom, for distinction's sake, I shall call TVevor, 
though that, of course , is very far fh>m his real name,) stepping 
np to her , seized her hand , and said , in rather a sharp and quick 
tone, '* Captain — , she has promised me the last set; I beg, 
therefore, you will resign her. — I am right, Miss — ?** he en- 
quired of the girl , who bloshiogly replied, *^ I think I did promise 
Mr. Trevor — bot I would dance with both , if I could. Captain, 
you are not angry with me; are you?** she smiled , appealingly. 

**CerClinly not, Madam," he replied, with a peculiar emphasis; 
and, after directing an eye, which kindled like a star, to bis more 
successful rival , retired haughtily a few paces , and soon after- 
wards left the room. A strong conviction seized me, that even 
this small and triiiog incident would be attended vnth mischief 
between those two fierce and undisciplined spirits; forloceasio- 
nally saw Mr. Trevor turn a moment from his beautiful partner, 
and cast a stern inquiring glance round the room , as if in search 
of Captain — • I saw he had noticed the haughty frown with which 
the Captain had retired. 

Most of the gentlemen who had accompanied Lord — to this 
ball were engaged to dine with him the next Sunday evening. Mr. 
Trevor and the Captain (who, I think I mentioned , was staying a 
few days with his Lordship) would meet at this party ; and I deter- 
mined to watch their demeanour. Captain — was at the window, 
when Mr. Trevor, on horseback, attended by his groom, alighted 
at the door; and, on seeing who it was, walked away to another 
part of the room, with an air of assumed indifl^rence; but I taught 
bis quick and restless glance involuntarily directed towards the 
door trough which Mr. Trevor would enter. They saluted each 
other with civility — rather coldly, I thought — but there was 
nothing particularly marked in the manner of either. About 
twenty sat down to dinner. All promised to go off well — for the 
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cooldng was admirable, the wines first-rate, and the conversation 
brisk and various. Captain — and Mr. Trevor were seated at some 
distance from each other — the former being my next neighbour* 
The cloth was not removed till a few minutes after eight, when 
dessert with a fresh and large supply of wine was introduced. The 
late ball, of course, was a prominent topic of conversation; and 
after a few of the usual bachelor toasts had been drunk with noisy 
enthusiasm , and we all felt the elevating influence of the wine we 
had been drinking. Lord -^motioned silence, and said, — *'Now, 
my dear fellows , I have a toast in my eye that will delight you all 

— so, bumpers, Gentlemen -^ bumpers ! — up to the very brim 
and over — to make sure your glasses are full — while I propose 
to you the health of a beautiful — nay, by — ! the most beautiful 
girl we have any of us seen for this year — Ha ! I see all anticipate 
me — so, to be short, here is the health of Mary — rthe Blue 
Bell of ~ ! " It was drunk with acclamation. I thought I perceived 
Captain— 's hand, however, shake a little , as he lifted his glass 
to his mouth. 

'*Who is to return thanks for her?" — *'The chosen one, to 
be sure ! " — "Who is he?" — " Legs — rise — legs — whoever 
he is?" — was shouted, asked, and answered in a breath. **0h! 
Trevor is the happy swain — there 's no doubt of that — he mono- 
polized her all the ^evening — - /could not get her hand once," ex- 
claimed one near Mr. Trevor. **Nor I" — '*Nor I" — echoed 
several. Mr. Trevor looked with a delighted and triumphant air 
round the room, and seemed about to rise, but there was a cry, 

— **No! — Trevor is not the man — /say Captain — is the favou- 
rite ! " — *' Ay — ' ten to one on the Captain ! " roared a young hero 
of Ascot. *' Stuff — stuff!" muttered the Captain hurriedly, 
cutting an apple to fritters, and now and then casting a tierce 
glance towards Mr. Trevor. There were many noisy maintainers 
of both Trevor and the Captain; 

*'Come, come, gentlemen," said a young Cornish Baronel, 
good-humouredly , seeing the two young men appeared to view 
the affair very seriously , " the best way, since I dare be sworn the 
girl herself does not know which she likes best, will be to toss vp 
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who shall he giyen the credit of her beau ! " A loud laugh followed 
this droll proposal ; io which all joined eicept Trevor and the 
Captaio. The latter had poured out some claret while Sir — was 
speaking, aud sipped it with an air of assumed earelessness. I 
obsenred , however , that he never removed his eye from his glass ; 
and that his face was pale, as if ft-om some strong internal emotion. 
Ur. Trevor's demeanour, however, also indicated considerable 
embarrassment; but he was older than the Captain, and had 
much more command of manner. I was amazed, for my own 
part, to see them take up such an insignificant affair so seriously; 
but these things generally involve so much of the strong passions 
of our youthful nature , especially our vanity and jealousy , that, 
on second thoughts , my surprise abated. 

**I certainly fancied you were the favourite, Captain; for I 
saw her blush with satisfaction when you squeezed her hand ," I 
whispered. **You are right, — ,•* he answered, with a forced 
smile. **I don't think Trevor can have any pretensions to her 
favour." The noisiness of the party was now subsiding, and, 
nobody knew why , an air of blank embarrassment seemed to per- 
vade all present. 

'* Upon my honour, gentlemen , this is a vastly silly affair alto- 
gether and quite unworthy such a stir as it has excited," said Mr. 
Trevor; '*but as so much notice has been taken of it, I cannot 
help saying, thoagh it is childishly absurd , perhaps, that I think 
the beautiful *BIue Bell of — 'is mine — mine alone! I believe I 
have good ground for saying lam the sole winner of the prize , and 
have distanced my military competitor," continued Mr. Trevor, 
turning fo Captain — >, with a smiling air, which was very foreign 
to his real feelings, '* though his bright eyes — bis debonair de- 
meanour — that fascioating/e ne sais quoi of his — " 

** Trevor! don't be insolent I" exclaimed the Captain sternly, 
reddening with passion. 

*' Insolent t Captain?" Inquired Trevor, with an amazed air— 
"What the deuce do you mean? I 'm sure you don't want to quar- 
rel with me — oh, it 's impossible ! If I have said what was offen- 
sive , by — , I did not mean it; and , as we said at Rugby indiO' 
turn ptUa — and there 's an end of it. But as for my sweet little 

Diary of a Physician. I. 5 
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Blue Bell , I know -^ am perfectly certtki -<• ay , spite of the Cap- 
tain's dark looks — that I am the happy man. So, gentlemen, 
dejure and de facto — for her,' I return yon thanks." He sat 
down. There was so much kindness in his manner, and be had 
so handsomely disavowed any intentions of hurting Captain — 's 
feelings , that I hoped the young Hotspur beside me was quieted. 
Not so, however. 

''Trevor," said he, in a hurried tone , *'you are mistaken — 
you are, by — I Tou don't know what passed between Alary — 
and myself that evening. On my word and honour, she told me 
she wished she could be off her engagement with you." 

'* Nonsense! nonsense! She must have said it to amuse you. 
Captain — she eould have had no other intention. The very next 
morning she told me — " » 

** The very next morning ! " shouted Captain — , '* why , what 
the — could you have wanted with Mary — the next morning?*' 

''That is my affair, Captain — not yours. And since you 
tc^/ have it out, I tell you, for your consolation, that Mary and 
I have met every day since! " said Mr. Trevor loudly ^ even ve- 
hemently. He was getting a little Jlmtered^ as the phrase is , with 
wine, which he was pouring down glass after glass, else, of 
course , be could never have made such an absurd — such an un- 
usual disclosure. 

. '^Trevor, I must say you act very meanly in telling us -- if it 
really is so ," said the Captain , with an intensely chagrined and 
mortified air; '^and if you intend to ruin that sweet and innocent 
creature , I shall take leave to say , that you are a — a — a — curse 
on it, it WILL out — a villain!" continued the Captain, slowly 
and deliberately. My heart flew up to my throat, where it 
fluttered as though it would have choked me. There was an Instant 
and dead silence. 

"A villain — did you say, Captain? and accuse me of mean- 
ness?" inquired Mr. Trevor, coolly, while the colour suddenly 
faded from his darkening features; and, rising from his chair, 
he stepped forward, and stood nearly opposite to the Captain, 
with his half-emptied glass in his hand, which, however, was 
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not observed by Uiii be addressed. ''Yes, Sir, I did say so,*' 
replied the Captain firmly — **aiid what then?" 

**Then, of coarse, you will see the necessity of apologizing 
for it instantly ," rejoined Mr. Treyor. 

^ 'As I am no^ in the habit, Hr. Trevor, of saying what re~ 
qoires an apology , I have none to offer," said Captain — , draw- 
ing himself np in his chair, and eyeing Mr. Trevor with a steady 
look of haughty composore* 

''Then, Captain, don't rapeet me to apologize (or this!*' 
thondered Mr. Trevor, at the same time barling his glass, wine 
and all , at the Captain's head. Part of the wine fell on me, but 
the glass glanced at the ear of Captain — , and cut it slightly ; for 
be had started aside on seeing Mr. Trevor's intention. A mist 
seemed to cover my eyes, asl saw every one present rising from 
bis chair. The room was, of course, in an uproar. The two 
who had quarrelled were the only calm persons present. Mr. 
Trevor remained standing on the same spot with bis arms folded 
on his breast ; while Captain — calmly wiped off the stains of wine 
from his shirt-raffles and white waistcoat, walked up to Lord — , 
who was at but a yard or two's distance, and inquired, in a low 
tone of voice ," Your Lordship has pistols here , of course ? We 
bad better settle this little matter now, and here. Captain Y^, 
you will kindly do what is necessary for me?" 

" My dear fellow, be calm 1 This is really a very absurd quarrel 
— likely to be a dreadful business, though! " replied bis Lord- 
ship with great agitation. 
* "Come, shake hands, anil be friends! Come, don't let a 
trumpery dinner brawl lead to bloodshed — and in my bouse, 
too ! Make it up like men of sense — " 

" That , your Lordship of course knows as well as I do , Is im- 
possible. Will you , Captain Y — , be good enough to bring the 
pistols? You will find them in bis Lordship's shooting gallery — 
we had better adjourn (here, by the way, eh?" inquired the Cap- 
tain , coolly. — He had seen many of these affairs I 

"Then, bring them — bring them, by all means." 

" In G(Hi's name , let this quarrel be settled on the spot ! " ex- 
elaimed — , and — , and — . 

5* 
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** We all know they mtist fight — that 's as clear as the sun -«• 
so the sooner the better I exclaimed the Honourable Mr. — , a 
hot-headed cousin of Lord — 's. 

** Eternal curses on the silly slut!" groaned his Lordship; 
''here will be blood shed for her! — My dear Trevor !" said he, 
hurrying to that gentleman, who, with seven or eight people 
around him , was conversing on th^ affair with perfect composure ; 
''do, I implore — I beg — I supplicate that you would leave my 
house ! Ob ! don't let it be said I ask people here to kill one 
another! Why may not this wretched business be made up? ** 
By — , HshaUhet" said he, vehemently; and, putting his arm 
into that of Mr. Trevor, he endeavoured to draw him towards the 
spot where Captain — was standing. 

"Your Lordship is very good, but it's useless," replied Mr. 
Trevor, struggling to disengage his arm from that of Lord — 
"Tour Ldrdship knows the business must be settled, and the 
sooner the better. My friend Sir — has undertaken to do what is 
correct on the occasion. Come ," addressing the young Baronet, 
"come away, and join Captain Y — ." All this was uttered with 
real nonchalance I Somebody present told him , that the Captain 
was one of the best shots in England — could hit a sixpence at ten 
yards' dififtance. "Can he , by — ?" said he with a smile, without 
evincing the slightest symptoms of trepidation. "Why, then, 
I may as well make my will , for I 'm as blind as a mole! — Ha ! 
I have it." He walked out from among those who were standing 
round him , and strode up to Captain — , who was conversing 
earnestly with one or two of his brother officers. 

"Captain — ," said Mr. Trevor, sternly, extending his right 
hand , with his glove half drawn on. The Captain turned suddenly 
towards him with a farious scowl. "I am told you are a dead 
shot — eh?" 

"Well, Sir, and what of that?" inquired the Captain, haugh- 
tily , and with some curiosity in his countenance. 

"You know I am short-sighted , — blind as a beetle, — and 
not very well versed in shooting matters'' — Every one present 
Started, and looked with surprise and pleasure at the speaker; 
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wad ooe mattered id my ear — **Eli? — d -* I — Tre?or showing 
yMwMte feather? lomaatoniahedr' 

''Why» what can yea mean by all this, Sir?" inqaired the 
Captain , with a conlemptaoas sneer. 

**^0h, merely that we ought not to fight on oneqoal terms. Do 
yon think, my good Sir, I will stand to be shot at without having 
a ehance of returning the favour? I have to say, therefore, merely, 
that since this quarrel Is of your own seeking — and your own in- 
fernal folly only has brought it about — I shall Insist on our figh^ 
log breast to breast — muzzle to muzzle ~ and across a table. 
Tes," he continued , elevating his voice to nearly a shoot; "we 
will go down to bell together — if we go at all — that is «oma con- 
solation." 

*' Infamous V* — * * Monstrous ! " was echoed from all present. 
They would not, they said, hear of such a thing — they would 
not stand to see such butchery ! Eight or ten left the room abrupt- 
ly , and did not return. Captain — made no reply to Trevor's pro- 
posal , but was conversing anxiously with his friends. 

'* Now, Sir, who is the coward?" inqinred Mr. Trevor, sar- 
castically. 

"A few moments will show," replied the Captain, stepping 
forward , with no sign of agitation , except a countenance of an 
ashy hue; **for I accede to your terms — ruffianly — murderous 
as they are ; and may the curse of a mined house overwhelm you 
and your family for ever!" faltered Captain — , who saw, of 
course, that certain death was before both. '*Are the pistols 
preparing?" inquired Mr* Trevor, without regarding the eicla- 
raallon of Captain — . He was answered in the affirmative, that 
Captain Y — and Sir — were both absent on that errand. It was 
agreed that the dreadful affair should take place in the shooting 
gallery , where their noise would be less likely to alarm the ser- 
vants. It is hardly necessary to repeat the exclamations of ** Mur- 
der ! — downright, savage, deliberate murder ! " which burst from 
all around. Two gentlemen left abruptly , saddled their horses, 
and galloped after peace-officers; while Lord — , who was almost 
distracted, harried, accompanied by several gentlemen and myself, 
to the shooting gallery, leaving the Captain and a friend in the 
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diping-room^ while Mr. Trevor, with^nother, betoek tfaemselves 
to the shmbbery walk. His Lordship informed Captain Y^ and 
the Baronet of the dreadful nature of the eombat that had been de- 
termined on since they had left the room. They both threw down 
the pistols they, were in the act of loading, and, horror-struck, 
swore they would have no concern whatever in such a barbarous 
and bloody transaction. A. sudden suggestion of Lord — 's how- 
ever was adopted. They agreed , alter much hesitation and doubt 
as to the success of the project, to charge the pistols with powder 
only, and put them into the hands of the Captain and Mr. Trevor, 
as though they were loaded with ball. Lord — was sanguine 
enough to suppose that, when they had both stood fire, and in- 
disputably proved their courage, the affair might be settled ami- 
cably. As soon as Uie necessary preparations were completed, 
and two dreary lights were placed in the shooting gallery, both the 
hostile parties were summoned. As it was well known that I was 
preparing for the medical profession , my services were put into 
requisition for both. 

'' But have you any instruments or bandages?" inquired some 
one. 

** It is of little consequence — we are not likely to want them, 
1 think, if our pistols do their duty," said Mr. Trevor, with a 
smile that to me seemed ghastly. ' 

But a servant was mounted on the fleetest horse in Lord — 's 
stable , and despatched for the surgeon , who resided at not more 
than half a mile's distance, with a note, requesting him to come 
furnished with the necessary instruments for a gun-shot wound. 
As the principals were impatient, and the seconds, as well as the 
others present, were in the secret of the blank charge in the pis- 
tols, and anticipated nothing like bloodshed, the pistols wtere 
placed in the hands of each , in dead silence , and the two parties, 
with their respective friends , retired to a little distance from each 
other. 

** Are you prepared, Mr. Trevor?" inquired one of Captain — 's 
party; and , being answered in the affirmative , in a moment after 
the two principals, pistol in hand, approached one another. 
Though I was almost blinded with agitation, and was, in common 
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with Uiote aroiiad, qnaklng for the socceas of our scheoie, my 
eyes were rifeted oo their every morement. There was something 
fearfully impresslye in their demeanour. ' Though stepping to eer- 
taiii death) as tliey supposed, thwe was not the slightest symptom 
of terror or agitation Yisible ^^ no swaggering — no affectation of 
a calmness they did not fieel. The countenance of each was deadly 
pale and damp ; but not a muscle trembled. 

'*Who is to give us the word?'' asked the Captain, in a 
whisper, which, though low, was heard all over the room ; **for, 
in this sort of affair, if one fires a second before the other, he is a 
murd^er." At that moment there was a noise heard ; it was the 
surgeon who had arrived, and now entered breathless. *^ Step out, 
and give the word at once ," said Mr. Trevor impatiently. Both 
the Captain and Mr. Trevor returned and shook hands with a me- 
lancholy smile with their friends, and then retook their places. 
The gentleman who was to give the signal, then stepped towards 
them, and closing his eyes with his hands, said, in a tremulous 
tone , ^^Raise your pistols! " •— the muixles were instantly touch- 
ing one another's breasts — '*and, when I have counted three, 
fire. One — two — three — !" — They fired — both recoiled 
with Uie shock several paces , and their friends rushed forward. 

''Why, what is the meaning of this?" exclaimed both in a 
breath. *'Who has dared to mock us in this way? There were no 
badls in the {Hstols! " exclaimed Trevor fiercely. Lord — and the 
seconds explained the well-meent artifice, and received an in- 
di^mt curse for their pains. It was in vain we all implored them 
to be reconciled , as each had done amply sufficient to vindicate 
his honour. Trevor almost gnashed his teeth with fury. There 
was something fiendish, I thought, in the expression of his coun- 
tenance. ''It is easily remedied," said Captain — , as his eye 
caught several small swords hanging up. He took down two, 
measured them, and proffered one to his antagonist, who clutched 
it eagerly. — "There can be no deception here, however," he 
gasped; ^*and now" — each put himself into posture «*" stand 
off there!" 

We fell back, horror-etruck at the relentless and revengeful 
spirit with which they seemed animated. I do not know which 
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was the better swordsman; I recollect only seeiog a rapid glao- 
cing of their weapons, flashing about like sparks of fire, and har- 
rying about in all directions, whidi lasted for several moments, 
when one of them fell. It was the Captain; for the strong and 
skilful arm of Mr. Trevor had thrust his sword nearly up to the hilt 
in the side of his antagonist. His very heart was cloven I The un- 
fortunate young man fell without uttering a groan — his sword 
dropped from his grasp , he pressed his right hand to his heart, 
and with a quivering motion of the lips , as though struggling to 
speak, expired! *'0h, my great God!" exclaimed Trevor, in a 
broken and hollow tone , with a face so blanched and horror- 
stricken , that it froze my very blood to look upon , *< what have I 
done? Can all this be rbal ! *' He continued on his knees by the 
side of his fdlen antagonist, with his hands clasped convubivdy, 
and his eyes glaring upwards for Several moments. 

• ••••••• 

A haze of horror is S{iread over that black transaction, and if 
itis dissipated for an instant, when my mind's eye suddenly looks 
back through the vista of years, the scene seems only the gloomy 
representation , or picture , of some occurrence , which I cannot 
persuade myself that I actually witnessed. To this hour , when I 
advert to it , I am not free from fits of incredulousness. The affair 
created a great ferment at the time. The unhappy survivor (who 
in this narrative has passed under the name of Trevor) instantly 
left England, and died, about five years afterwards , in the south 
of France, in truth, broken-hearted. — In a word, since that 
day, I have never seen men entering into discussion, when 
warmed with wine, and approaching never so slowly towards the 
confines of personality, without reverting, with a shudder, to 
the trifling — the utterly insignificant — circumstances, which 
wine and the hot passions of youth kindled into the fatal brawl 
which cost poor Captain — his life , and drove Ifr. -^ abroad , to 
die a broken-hearted exile I 
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CHAPTER VII. 

INTRIGUING AHD KADNBSS. 

Note to the Editor of Blackwood. * — Sir Christopher, — A 
letter under the title of ** Blackwood's Magazine v. the Secrets cf 
the Medical Profession^** appeared in the Lancet oi the 28th Au- 
gust last— 'Uhe most influential and popular organ/' it says, ** the 
profession possesses /' — a paragraph from which I beg to extract, 
and call the attention of your numerous readers to it. 1 do this in 
justice to myself; because, in the event of my name, insignifi- 
cant perhaps as it is, happening to be disclosed , the said letter is 
calculated to work me much prejudice with my professional 
brethren , and also with the public in general ; for I need not tell 
you. Sir Christopher , of the extensive and miscellaneous circu- 
lation of the publication alluded to. After some complimentary 
remarks, the writer proceeds : — 

'* But I enter my protest, as a physician in some little practice, 
against the custom cf disclosing to the public the sacred secrets 
which are communicated to us in perfect confidence by our pa-^ 
tientSf and ought to be preserved inviolable. The Editor of Black- 
wood happily enough says , * what periodical has stmk a sh({ft into 
this rich mine of incident and sentiment?' True ; the reason has 
been , and is yet, I hope, to be found in the honour of our pro- 
fession , and the determination of its members to merit the con- 
fidence of their patients, by continuing, in the language of Junius, 
* the sole depositary of their secrets, which shall perish with them.' 
If the writer of the papers in question, or the Editor of Blackwood, 
should see this letter, they are implored to consider its purport; 
and thus prevent the public from viewing their medical attendants 
Tvith distrust y and withholding those confidential disclosures 
which are essential to the due performance of our professional 
duties. The very persons who would read such a series of articles 
as the * Passages from the Diary of a late Physician' promise to be, 

* As considerable currency has been given to the objections which 
caUed forth this answer, I have retained it as a sort of standing defence. 
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with intense interest , would be the first to act on the principle I 
have mentioned.'* 

If I were not creditably assured, Sir Christopher^ that this letter 
is the production of a distinguished member of the profession, I 
should have felt inclined to compress my commentary on it into 
one emphatic little word, — humbug! As it is , however, I beg to 
ask the writer, who is so ready at starting the grave charge of a 
breach of professional confidence , what I do more, in publishing 
in your Magazine these papers of my late friend , with the most 
scrupulous concealment of every thing which could possibly lead 
to undue disclosures^ than is constantly done in the pages of the 
Lancet itself, as well as all the other professional journals , text- 
books , and treatises, which almost invariably append real initials 
**— (I appeal to every medical man whether such is not the fact) — 
and other indicia , to the most painful , and , in many instances, 
revolting and offensive details? It may possibly be answered — 
as it really has been that, in the latter case, the narratives meet 
only professional eyes. What! in the Laticet? in the Medical 
Gazette? in 2>r. Reece's Journal? Are these works to be found in 
the hands of professional men only? — I have but one other 
observation to make. Would the delicacy of patients be less 
shocked at finding the peculiar features of their physical maladies 
— a subject on which their feelings are morbidly irritable — ex- 
posed to every member, high and low, young and old, of our 
extensive profession — the theme of lecturers — the subject of 
constant allusion and comment, from beneath the thin veil of 
"Mrs. J — M — t," firc; is this, I say, less likely to hurt their 
feelings , than seeing (as is improbable in nine cases out of ten of 
those who read these Passages) the morale , the sentiment of their 
case extracted, dressed in the shape of simple narrative, and 
challenging the sympathy and admiration of the public? Take, as 
an instance, the first narrative, entitled '^Cancer," which appeared 
in your last Magazine. Could Mrs. St. — , were she lining, be 
pained at reading it — or any surviving friend or relative , for her? 
And if any subsequent sketch should disclose matter of reproba- 
tion, in the shape of weak, criminal, or infamous conduct, surely • 
the exposure is merited ; such subjects should suffer in silence, 
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and nooe will be the wiser for it. I eoDceire , that se? eral scenes 
of this character, which I hate trembled and blushed over in my 
late friend's journal, are properly dealt with, ifnade public pro- 
perty — a source of instruction and warning to all. In a word, 
I cannot help thinking, that the writer of the letter in question has 
wasted much fervent zeal to Httle purpose , and conjured up a 
ghost for the mere purpose of exorcisation. This I have done for 
him ; and I hope his fears will henceforth abate. 

A. moment farther, good 8ir Christopher. As to one or two in** 
diyiduak who have been singled out by the various knowing pa- 
pers of the day, as the writer or subject of these chapters, you 
and I know well that the proper party has never yet been glanced 
at , nor is likely to be ; and for the future , no notice whatever wiU 
be taken of their curious speculations. Believe me ever, revered 
Sir Chrislopher, ^c. 

LONDON , September 9, 1830. 



When I have seen a beautiAil and popular actress, I have oAen 
thought, How many young play-goers these women must intoxicate 
— how many even sensible, and otherwise sober heads, they must 
turn upside down ! Some years ago, a case came under my care, 
which showed fully the justness of this reflection ; aod I now relate 
it, as I consider it pregnant both with interest and instruction. It 
will show how the energies of even a powerful and well-informed 
mind, may be prostrated by the indulgence of unbridled passions. 

Late one evening in November, I was summoned in haste to 
visit a gentleman who was staying at one of the hotels in Covent 
Garden, and informed in a note that he had manifested symptoms 
of insanity. As there is no time to be lost in such cases, I hurried 
to the — Hotel , which I reached about nine o'clock. The pro- 
prietor gave me some preliminary information about the patient 
to whom I was summoned, which, with what I subsequently 
gleaned from the party himself, and other quarters, I shall present 
connectedly to the reader, before introducing him to the sick man's 
chamber. 
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Mr. Warnioc^am — for that oame may serve to indicate him 
through this narrative -—was a young man of considerable fortune, 
some family, and a member of — College, Cambridge. His per- 
son and manners were gentlemanly ; and his countenance , with- 
out possessing any claims to the character of handsome , faithftilly 
indicated a powerful and cultivated mind. He had mingled largely 
in College gaieties and dissipations , but knew little or nothing of 
what is called ** town life;" which may, in a great measure, ac- 
count for much of the simplicity and extravagance of the conduct I 
am about to relate. Having from his youth upwards been ac- 
customed to instant gratification of almost every wish he could 
form, the slightest obstacle in his way was sufficient to irritate him 
almost to frenzy. His temperament was very ardent — his imagi- 
nation lively and active. In short, he passed every where for what 
h6 really was — a very clever man — extensively read in elegant 
literature, and particularly intimate with the dramatic writers. 
About a fortnight before the day on which I wassummonedto him, 
he had come up from College to visit a young lady whom he was 
addressing ; but finding her unexpectedly gone toParis« he resolved 
to continue in London the whole time he had proposed to himself, 
and enjoy all the amusements about town — particularly the 
theatres. The evening of the day on which he arrived at the — 
Hotel, beheld him at Drury Lane, witnessing a new, and, as the 
event proved, a very popular tragedy. In the afterpiece. Miss — 
was a prominent performer ; and her beauty of person — her 
**maddening eyes/'asMr.Warningham often called them ~ added 
to her fascinating nai\)etS of manner, and the interesting character 
she sustained that evening — at once laid prostrate poor Mr. 
Warni ogham among the throng of worshippers at the feet of this 
*' Diana of the Ephesians." 

As he found she played again the next evening , he took care to 
engage the stage-box ; and fended he had succeeded in attracting 
her attention. He thought her lustrous eyes fell on him several 
times during the evening, and that they were instantly withdrawn, 
with an air of conscious confiision and embarrassment from the 
intense and passionate gaze which they encountered. This was 
sufficient to fire the train of Mr. Warningham's susceptible feelings ; 
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aod his Hfhole heart was in a blaie Instantly. Miss — sang that 
evenbif one of her fiiYourite songs — an -eiqnisltely pensive and 
beautifal air; and Mr. Warningham, almost frantic with ex- 
citement, applauded with such obstreperous vehemence, and con- 
tinued shouting ^^ encore — mteore" — so long after the general 
calls of the house had ceased, as to attract all eyes for an instant to 
his box. Miss — could not, of course, fail to observe his conduct; 
and presently herself looked up with what A0 considered a gratified 
air. Quivering with excitement and nervous irritability, Mr. 
Waminghara could scarcely sit out the rest of the piece; and the 
moment the curtain fell, he hurried round to the stage-door, deter- 
mined to wait and see her leave, for the purpose, if possible, of 
speaking to her. He presently saw her approach the door, closely 
mi^ed , veiled, and bonneted, leaning on the arm of a man of 
military appearance , who handed her into a very gay chariot. He 
perceived at once that it was the well-known Capuin -^. Will 
it be believed that this enthusiastic young man actually jumped up 
behind the carriage which contained the object of his idolatrous 
homage, and did not alight till it drew up opposite a large house 
in the western suburbs: and that this absnrd feat, moreover, was 
performed amid an incessant shower of smdll searching rain? 

He was informed by the footman, whom he had bribed with five 
filings , that Miss — 's own house was in another part of the 
town , and that her stay at Captain — 's was only for a day or two. 
He returned to his hotel in* a state of tamultuous excitement, 
which can be better conceived than described. As may be sup- 
posed, he slept little that night; and the first thing he did in the 
morning was to despatch his groom , with orders to establish him- 
self in some public house which could command a view of Miss 
— 's residence, and return to Covent Garden as soon as he bad. 
seen her or her maid enter* It was not till seven o'clock that he 
brought word to his master, that no one had entered but Miss — 's 
maid. The papers informed him that Miss — played again that 
evening; and though he could not but be aware of the sort of in- 
timacy which subsisted between Miss — and the Captain , his 
enthusiastic passion only increased with increasing obstacles. 
Though seriously unwell with a determination of blood to thehead« 
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iadnced by the perpetaal excfteaient of his feelings, and a severe 
cold eaught through exposure to the rain on the preceding eyen- 
ing — he was dressing for the play , when, to his infinite mortifi- 
catioD, liis friendly medical attendant happening to step in, po- 
sitively forbade bis leaving his room , and consigned him to bed 
and physic , instead of the maddening scenes of the theatre. The 
next morning he felt relieved from the more urgent symptoms; and 
his servant having brought him word that he had at last watehed 
Miss — enter her house, unaccompanied, except by her maid, 
Mr.Warningham despatched him with a copy of passionate verses, 
enclosed in a blank envelope. He trusted that some adroit allu- 
sions in them , might possibly give her a clew to the discovery of 
the writer — especially if he could contrive to be seen by her that 
evening in the same box he had occupied formerly ; for to the A|ay 
he was resolved to go, in defiance of the threats of his medical 
attendant* To bis vexation , he found the box in question pre- 
engaged for a family party; «nd — will it be credited ?~ he actually 
entertained the idea of discovering who they were , for the purpose 
of prevailing on them to vacate in his fovour! Finding that, 
however, of course, out of the question, he was compelled to 
content himself with the corresponding box opposite, where he 
was duly ensconced the moment the doors were opened. 

Miss — appeared that evening in only one piece , but in the 
course of it she had to sing some of her most admired songs. The 
character she played, also, was a favourite both with herself and 
the public. Her dress was exquisitely tasteful and picturesque, 
and calculated to set off her figure to the utmost advantage. When, 
at a particular crisis of the play, Mr. Warningbam, by (he softened 
lustre of the lowered foot-lights, beheld Miss — emerging from 
a romantic glen, with a cloak thrown over her shoulders, her head 
covered with a velvet cap, over which drooped, in snowy pen- 
dency, an ostrich feather, while her hair strayed from beneath 
the cincture of her cap in loose negligent curls, down her face 
and beautifol cheeks; when he saw the timid and alarmed air 
which her part required her to assume, and the sweet and sad ex- 
pressions of her eyes, while she stole about, as if avoiding a 
pursuer; when, at length, as the raised foot-lights were restored 
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to tlieir former glare, she let fall the cloak which bad enveloped 
her, and, like a metamorphosed chrysalis, burst in beauty on 
the applauding house, habited in a costume, which, without 
being positively indelicate, was calculated to excite the most vo- 
luptuous thoughts; when, I say, poor Mr. Warningbam saw all 
this, be was almost overpowered, and leaned back in his box, 
breathless with agitation. 

A little before Miss — quitted the stage for the last time tiiat 
evening, the order of the play required that she should stand for 
some minutes on that part of the stage next to Mr. Warningbam 's 
box. While she was standing in a pensive attitude , with her face 
turned full towards Mr. Warningbam, he whispered, in a quiver- 
ing and under tone, *^0b, beautiibl, beautiful creature!" 
Miss — heard him, looked at him with a little surprise; her 
features relaxed into a smile , and , with ,a gentle shake of the 
head, as if hinting that he should not endeavour to distract her 
attention, she moved away to proceed with her part Mr. Warning- 
bam trembled violently; he fancied she encouraged his attentions, 
and, — Beaven knows how — had recognised in him the writer 
of the verses she had received. When the play was over, he hur- 
ried, as on a former occasion, to the stage-door, where he mingled 
with the inquisitive little throng usually to be found there , and 
iraited till she made her appearance, enveloped, as before, in a 
large shawl, but followed only by a maid-servant, carrying a 
band-box. They stepped into a hackney-coach, and, thonghMr. 
Warningbam had gone there for the express purpose of speaking 
to her , his knees knocked together and he felt so sick with agi- 
tation , that he did not even attempt to hand her into the coach. 
Be jumped into the one which drew up next, and ordered the 
coachman to follow the preceding one wherever it went. When it 
approached the street where he knew she resided , he ordered it 
to stop, got out, and hurried on foot towards the hoase, which 
he reached just as she was alighting. He offered her his arm. She 
looked at him with astonishment, and something like apprehension. 
At length, she appeared to recognise in him the person who had 
attracted her attention , by whispering when at the theatre , and 
seemed, he thought, a little discomposed. She declined his 
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proffered assistance — said her maid was with her — and was 
going to iLnock at the door, when Mr. Warningham stammered 
faintly , ** Dear Aladam , do allow me the honour of calling in the 
morning, and inquiring how you are, after the great exertions at 
the theatre this evening ! " She replied In a cold and discouraging 
manner: could not conceive to what she was indebted for the 
honour of his particular attentions, and interest in her welfare, 
so suddenly felt by an utter stranger — unusual — singular — 
improper — unpleasant, ^c. She said, that, as for his calling 
in the morning, if he felt so inclined, she, of course, could not 
prevent him; but if he expected to see her when he called, he 
would find himself '* perfectly mistaken." The door that moment 
was opened, and closed upon her, as she made him a cold bow, 
leaving Mr. Warningham , what with chagrin and excessive pas* 
sion for her, almost distracted. He seriously assured me, that 
he walked to and fro before her door till nearly six o'clock in the 
morning; that he repeatedly ascended the steps, and endeavoured, 
as nearly as he could recollect, to stand on the very spot she 
had occupied while speaking to him , and would remain gazing at 
what he fancied was the window of her bed-room , for ten minutes 
together; and all this extravagance, to boot, was perpetrated 
amidst an incessant fall of snow, and at a time — Heaven save 
the mark ! — when he was ao accepted suitor of Miss — , the 
young lady whom he had come to town for the express purpose of 
visiting I I several times asked him how it was that he could bring 
himself to consider such conduct consistent with honour or de- 
licacy, or feel a spark of real attachment for the lady to whom he 
was engaged , if it were not sufficient to steel his heart and close 
his eyes against the charms of any other woman in the world? His 
only reply was, that he *' really could not help it," — he fell 
*' rather the patient, than agent." Miss — took his heart, he 
said, by storm, and forcibly ejected, for a while, his love for 
any other woman breathing ! 

To return however: About half-past six, he jumped into a 
hackney-coach which happened to be passing through the street, 
drove home to the hotel in Covent Garden , and threw himself on 
the bed, in a state of utter exhaustion, both of mind and body. 



H« slept OB beavHy Oil tw«lte o*dlo6k at noon, whoi b« ttwok^ 
BerkwBly indisposed^ F«r Hie first few momeots, be eould net 
dtspo9M8» biftteelf of the fdea tbat Miss — wad Madding by bi« 
beddAe, in the dress she wore the preceding evening, and smiled 
eneovraging^j on binr. %o strong was tbe delusion, tbat he 
actually addressed several sentences to her I About tbtee o'clock, 
be dnvre oat^ and called on one of bis gay iHends, who was per- 
fectly tmfaUhi matters of this sort , and resolved %o make hin his 
confidant in tbe affdr. Under tbe advice of this Mentor, Mr. 
Warakigbam purchased a very beantifol emerald ring, which be 
sent off iflstaotly to Bilss — , with a polite note, saying it was 
soflM slight acknowledgment of the delight with which he witnessed 
ber eicpurite acting, frc.^. drc. This, bis friend assured him, 
rmui call forth an answer of some sort or other, which wotdd 
lead to another -- and another — and another — and so on. He 
was right. ▲ twopenny post letter was put into Mr. Wamingham's 
hands tbe next morning before be rose , which was from Miss — , 
elegantly wntten/and thanked him for the ** tasfefiul present" be 
had seat her, which she should, with great pleasure, take an 
eariy opportunity of gratifying him by vrearing in public* 

There never yet lived an actress, I verily believe, who bad 
fortitude enough to refuse a present of jewelry ! 

What was to be done next? He did not exactly know. But 
having succeeded at last in opening an areoue of cemmunicfftion 
with her, and induced be# so easily to lie under an oMigatiott l# 
him, be f(6H convinced that his way was now dear, fife deter- 
mined, therefore, lo call and see her that very afternoon ; but bis 
medieal friend , seeing tbe state of feverish excitement in which 
be continued, absohiteiy interdicted htm from leaving the house. 
The next day he fek considerably better, but was not allowed tO' 
leave the bouse* He could, therefore, find no other means of 
consoling himself, tiban writing a note to Miss — >, saying be hffd 
**sonetUBg important" to communicale to her, and begging to 
know when she wouMi permit bim to wati upon her for tbat pur-' 
poaa. What does tbe reader iuMgine this preteit of ' * something 
in^ortant" was? To ask her to sit lor her portrait to a young 
artiMl His stratagem sticcecd<id ; for be recced y in the course^^ 
Diary of a Phytician. I, Q 
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of the Dext dty , a polite invitation to breal(fast with Bliss — « on the 
next Sunday morning; with a hint that he might expect no other 
company » and that Wss ~ was '' curious'' to Icnow what his par- 
ticular business with lier was. Poor Mr. Warningham ! How was 
he to exist in the interval between this day and Sunday? He would 
fain have annihilated it. 

Sunday morning at last arrived ; and about nine o'clock he 
sallied from his hotel , the first time he had left it for several days, 
and drove to the house. With a fluttering heart he knocked at the 
door, and a maid^servant ushered him into an elegant apartment, 
in which breakfast was laid. Aa dderly lady, some female relative 
of the actress, was reading a newspaper at the bredifast tMt; 
and Miss -^ herself was seated at the piano practising one of those 
exquisite songs which had been listened to with breathless rapture 
by thousands. She wore an elegant nM>rning dress; and though 
her infatuated visitor had come prepared to see her to great dis- 
advantage, divested of the dazzling complexion she exhibited on 
the stage, her pale and somewhat sallow, features, which wore 
a pensive and fatigued expression , served to rivet the chains of 
his admiration still stronger , with the feeiiogs of sympathy. Her 
beautiful eyes beamed on him witl^sweetness and affability; and 
there was an ease, a gentleness in her manners, and a soft 
animating tone in her voice, which filled Mr. Warningham 
with emotions of indescribable tenderness. A few moments beheld 
them seated at the breakfast table; and when Mr. Warningham 
gazed at his fair hostess, and reflected on his envied contiguity to 
one whose beauty and talents were the theme of universal admira- 
tion — listened to her lively and varied conversation, and perceived 
a faint crimson steal for an instant over her countenance , when 
he reminded her of his exclamation at the theatre — he felt a swell- 
ing excitement which would barely suffer him to preserve an ex- 
terior calmness of demeanour. He felt, as he expressed it — (for 
he has often recounted these scenes to me) — that she was madden- 
ing him! Of course, be exerted himsdf in conversation to the 
utmost; and his observations on almost every topic of polite litera- 
ture were met with equal spirit and sprlghtliness by Miss — • He 
iound her fully capable of appreciating the noblest passages from 
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Sbakspeane, and some of the older En^ish dramatists, and that 
was soffleient to laj enthusiastic Mr. Warningliam at the feei of 
any woman. He was reciting a passionate passage from Roomo 
and Juliet, to which Miss — was listening with an apparent air 
of kindling enthusiasm , when a phaeton dashed up' to the door, 
and an impetuous thundering of the knocker announced the arrival 
of some aristocratical visitor. Tfae elderly lady, who was sitting 
with them, started, coloured, and exclaimed — **Good God I 
will yon receive the man this morning?" 

«'0h, it'sonly Lord— ," exclaimed Miss ^, withanalrof 
indifference, after having examined the equipage through the win- , 
dow-blinds , * * and I won't see the man — that 's flat. He pesters 
me to death," she continued, turning to Mr. Wamingham , with 
a pretty, peevish air. It had its effect on him. What an enviable 
fellow I am , to be received when Lords are refused I thought Mr. 
Wamingham. 

*^Not at home!" drawled Miss — , coldly, as the senrant 
brought in Lord — 's card. ** Yon know one can't see every body, 
Mr. Warnlngfaam ,** she said, with a smile. **0h, Mr« Warn- 
ingham! — lud, lud! — don't go to the window till the man is 
gone ! " she exclaimed : and her small white hand, with his emerald 
ring glistening on her second finger, was hurriedly laid on his 
shoulder , to prevent his going to the window. Mr. Wamin^am 
declared to me , he could that mooMut have settled bis whole for- 
tune on her! 

After the breakfast things were removed, shesatdowii, at his 
request , to the piano ~ a very magnificent present from the Duke 
of — , Mrs. — assured him — * and sang and played whatever he 
asked. 8fie played a certain weH-known arch air , with the most 
bewitching simplicity ; Mr. Wamingham could only look his feel- 
ings. As she concluded it, and was dashing off the symphony in a 
careless, but rapid and brilliant style, Mrs. — , the lady once 
or twice before mentioned, left the room; and Mr. Wamingham, 
scarce knowing what he did, snddenly sank on one knee, from 
the ehair on which he was sitting by Miss — , grasped her hand, 
and mtered some exdamaUon of passionate fondness. Miss — 
turned to hbn a moment, with a surprised air, her large , liquid, 

6* 
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blue eyes, almost entirelj hid beneath her half-closed lids, her 
features relaxed into a coquettish smile, she disengaged her hand, 
a«d weal oo pkjiog and singing , — 

*^ He'tigbf «<- ^Beauty! I adore thee^ 
6«e mt fainting thus before thee; 
But I say — 

Fal, kl, lal, laf Fal, lal, lal, la I 

Fai, lal," &0. 

^IlMdnating, angelic woman ! — glorions creature of intellect 
and beanty, I cannot live but in your presence 1" gasped Mr. 
Wamingham. 

'*Obl Lord, what an actor you would ha?e nude, Mr. Wam- 
ingham -«• indeed you would ! Only think how it wouM sound — 
*Jlofneo, Mr. fyaminghamr — Lud, hid! -*• the man would 
almost persuade me that he was in earnest!" replied Miss— , 
with the most enchanting air, and ceased playing. Mr. Warn- 
ingham continued addressing her in the roost extraiagant nurn- 
ner; indeed, he afterwards told me, he felt '* as though his wits 
were slipping from him erery instant." 

**Wby don't you go on the stage, Mr. Wamingham?" inquired 
Mist -*-, with a more earnest and serious air than she had hitherto 
manifested » and gazing at him with an eye which expressed real 
admiration, •-^ fbr she was touched by the winning, persuasive, 
and passionate eloquence with which Mr. Warni ogham expressed 
himaelf.i She had hardly uttered the words, idien a loud and long 
knock was heard at the street door. Miss — suddenly started 
from the piano, turned pale, and exclaimed in a hurried and 
agitated tone •— *« Lord, Lord, what 's to be done? ^ Captain — ! 
— what ever can hare bro«|^ him up to town ^ oh t my — ." 

**€k>od God! Madam, what can possibly alarm you In this 
manner?" exclaimed Mr. Wamingham , with a suiprised air. 
*' What in the earth can there be in this Captafad — to startle ye« 
in this BMDoer? What can the man want here if hie presence is 
disagreeable to yon? Pray, Madam, give him the same answer you 
gave Lord —I" -- "Ob, Mr. Wara-« dear, dear! the door it 
opened ^ what wlU become of me if Captain — sees you here? 
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AkI IktwM, fonBmat—eiOBtryfluiiaitr—pioYiaciAl «•§!*-** 
buiriedlj a«uer«d Miit -*« as tbt roooi-door opMMd, and a 
genaonaii af a lofty and ndlitary baacfaigi drasaed in a bliie sur- 
tont aad wUte trawsera, with a aUgbl walking cane io Ua hand, 
and witlMol abacnring Mr. Waniiigliam, wiio at liia moment 
Iwppenad to be ataading rather behind the door, hurried towarda 
MiM'—, melaimiDgwithagayandfondair* **Ha, mj charming 
DeHedIci, howd'jedo? — Why, whom have wa tow f" hein- 
qaired , anddenly breaking off, and taming with an aatoaiahed 
air towards Mr. Wamingham. 

'' What poaaible bnsineaaeaa f^ajMrton hate hare, Hiaa^T" 
iiKptired the Captain with a eold and hungry air, Jetting lall her 
hand , which he had grasped on entarlngf and eyeing Mr. Warn- 
iogham with a forioas scowL Miaa«* mattered aoaiething in- 
distinctly aboat hnsineas — a profincial engagement — and looked 
appealingly towards Mr. Wamingham, aa if beaeeehing him to 
take the cne, and assame the character of a ooontry manager. 
Mr. Warningbam, however, was not experienced anoogh in 
mattara of thia kind to take the hint. 

*' My good Sir — I beg pardon, Coftahi'' — said he, bottoning 
his coat, and apeaking in a voice almost choked with ftiry — ** what 
is the meaning of all this? Whatdoyoamean,8ir,by tliialnaalent 
bearing towards me? ** 

'*GoodGod! Doyoaknow, Sir, whamyoaareapeakiBgto?" 
inqniied the Captain , with an air of wonder. 

'* I care as little as I know. Sir; bnt /Am I know -- I shall give 
yoa to nnderatand, that, whoever yoa are, I won't be bullied 
by you." 

''The devil I" exclaimed the CapUin, slowly, as if he hardly 
eomprehended what was paastng. Miss — , pale as a sUtue, and 
trembling ftrom head to foot , leaned speechklaa against the corner 
of the piano, apparently stopified by the scene that was passing. 

'' Oh, by --. ! this will never do," at length exckiflMd the Cap- 
tain,aa be raahed np toMr. Waridnghaa,and alrack him furiOBsly 
over the ahonlders with his oana. Ha was gaing ta seise Mr. Warn- 
ilium's eoUar with his left hand, as if for the pnrpose af inflict** 
ing farther ehaatisement, when Mr. Wamingham, who was a vary 
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moscolar man, shook bim off, and dashed his right band full into 
the lice of the Captain. Miss — shrieked for assistance — while 
the Captain put himself instantly into attitade, and , being a first- 
rate ''miller," as the phrase is, before Mr. Warningbam could 
prepare himself for the encounter, let fall a sadden shower of 
blows about Mr. Wamingham's head and breast, that fell on him 
like the strokes of a sledge-hammer. He was, of coarse, instantly^ 
laid prostrate on the floor in a state of insensibility, and recollected 
nothing forther till he found himself lying in ids bed at the — 
Hotel, about the middle of the night , faint and weak with the loss 
of blood , his head bandaged , and amid all the dSsagrimens and 
attendance of a sick man's chamber. How or when he had been 
conveyed to the hotel he knew not, till he was informed, some 
weeks afterwards, that Captain — , having learned his residence 
from Miss-^, had brought him in his carriage, in a state of 
stupor. All the circumstances above related combined to throw 
Mr. Warningbam into a fever, which increased upon him ; the 
state of nervous excitement in which he had lived for the last few 
days, aggravated the other symptoms — and delirium at last deep- 
ened into downright madness. The medical man , who has been 
several times before mentioned, as a friendly attendant of Mr. 
Warningbam finding that matters ^rew so serious, and being 
unwilling any longer to bear the sole responsibility of the case, 
advised Mr. Warningham's friends, who had been saramoned from 
a distant county to his bedside, to call me in; and this was the 
$tatu quo of affairs when I paid my first visit. 

On entering the room , I found a keeper sitting on each side of 
the bed on which lay Mr. Warningbam , who was raving fearfully, 
gnashing his teeth, and imprecating the most frightful curses apon 
Captain — . It was with the utmost difficulty that the keepers 
could hold bim down , even though my onfortanate patient was 
saffering onder the restraint of a strait waistcoat. His counte- 
nance, which I think I mentioned was natarally yery expressive, if 
not handsome , exhibited the most ghastly contortions. Bis eyes 
glared kito every eoraer of the room , and seemed about to start 
from tfaek sockets. — After standing for some moments a silent 
spectator ofthispainAil scene, eadeavoaring to watch the carreot 
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ot his malady, and , at tht amne time , soothe the afflietion of his 
uDcle, who was standing by my side, dreadfully agitated , lYen- 
tured to approach nearer, observing him almost exhausted , and 
relapsing into silence — undisturbed but by heavy and stertorous 
breathing. He lay with his iaee buried in the pillow ; and, on my 
putting my fingers to his temples, he suddenly turned his face 
towards me. **God bless me — Bir. Kean!" said he, in an 
altered tone — 'Uhis is really a Yery unexpected honour!" He 
fieemed embai-rassed at seeing me. I determined to humour his 
fancy — the only rational method of dealing with such patients. 
I may as well say, in passing, that some persons have not unfre- 
quently found a resemblance — faint and slight , if any at all — 
between my features and those of the celebrated tragedian for 
whom I was on the present occasion mistalcen. 

** Oh, yours are terrible eyes, Mr. Kean — very, very terrible ! 
Where did you get them? What fiend touched them with such 
unnatural lustre ? They are not human , — no, no ! What do you 
think 1 have often fancied they resembled ?" 

«'BeaUy, I can't pretend to say , Sir," I replied, with some 
coriasily* ' 

'^ Why , one of the damned inmates of hell — glaring through 
the fiery bars of his prison ," replied Mr. Warningham , with a 
shudder. '* Is not that a ghastly fancy?*' he inquired. 

^* T is horrible enough, indeed," said I, determined to humour 
htm. 

*' Ha, ha, ha! — Ha, ha, ha!*' roared the wretched maniac, 
with a laugh which made us all quake round his bedside. *'l 
can say better things than that , — though it is good ! It *s nothing 
like the way in which I shall talk to-morrow morning — ha, ha, 
ha ! — for I am going down to hell , to learn some of the fiend's 
talk; and when I come back, I *11 give you a lesson, Mr. Kean, 
shall be worth two thousand a-year to you — ha, ha, ha ! — What 
d'ye say to that, Othello?" He paused, and continued mumbling 
something to himself, in a strangely different tone of voice from 
that in which he had just addressed me. 

<' Mr. Kean, Mr. Kean," said he, suddenly, "you're the very 
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mao I W9Qt; I 9RppD9» they IWYO told yoQ^I bad be^ asking for 
you, eh?" 

**Yes, eepiainly. I beards" 

^'Very good •— H was civil of them; bnt, now yoir are here, 
just shade those basilisk eyes of yours, for they blight my soul 
within me." Ididashe<iirected. '*Now, I il tell you what I've 
been thinking. — I 've got a tragedy ready, very nearly at least, 
and there 's a magnificent character for you in it — expressly 
written for you ^- a compound of Richard, Shylodc , and Sir Giles 
— your masterpiece *~ a sort of quartum quiddam — eh -^ yon 
hear me, Mr. Kean?" 

**Ay, and mark thee, too, Hal," I replied, thinking a quo- 
tation from his favourite Shakspeare would soothe and flatter his 
inflamed fancy. 

*♦ Ah — aptly quoted --- happy J happy ! — By the way, talking 
of that, I don't at all admire your personation of Hamlet — I don't, 
Mr. Kean, I dtm*t, 'T is utterly misconceived — wrong from 
beginning to end ; it Is really. You see what an Independent, 
straightforward critic I am — ha , ha , ha ! " — aecompanying the 
words with a laugh. If not as loud , as fearful as his former ones. 
I told him , 1 bowed to his judgment. 

^^Good," he answered; ** genius should always be candid. 
Macready has a single whisper, when he inquires, */# it ths Kingf* 
which is worth all your fiendish mutterlngs and gaspings, ha, ha ! 
< Does the galled jade wince ? Her withers are unwrung.' — Mr. 
Sean, how absurd you are, ill-mannered *— pardon me for saying 
it — for interrupting me," he said, after a pause; adding, with a 
puzzled air, ^^JfHiat was it I was talking about when you inter- 
rupted me?" 

(«Bo you mean the tragedy?" — (I had not opened my lips to 
interrupt him.) 

'' Ha ^ the tragedy. 

The play, the play *% the thing, 

WhereiD I *U cateb the eonscieoce Of the king. 

Ah — the tragedy was it I was mentioning ? ilem aeu •^ aeu 
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<0%iffl< — (hat'sLatio, Bfr^KMo! Did yoa erer Imto Latin and 
Gtetk , eh?" ^ I told him I had stadied (hem a liule. 

^* What eon yM meaa by intemiptiof me thas immaniieriyT 
— Mr. Kffin , I won't stand it. Onee more — what waa ft I was 
talking about a few minntea ago?" He had again tat aHp the 
thread of his thoughts. **A digression this, Mr. Keen; I must 
bemad — ihibm/ 1 must]" he continiied« with a shudder, and a 
look of sodden sanity, ** I must be mad , and I can't help thinking 
what a profound knowledge of human nature Shakspeare shows 
when he makes vumary the test of sanity — a vast depth of philo- 
sophy in it, — eh? D'ye recollect the passage, — eh, Kean?" 
I said I certainly could not call it to mind. 

** Then it 's infamous ! — a shame and disgrace to yon. It 's 
quite true what people say of you •— you are a mere tragedy hack ! 
Why won't you try to get out of that mill-horse round of your hack- 
neyed characters? Excuse me; you know I 'm a vast admirer of 
yours, but an honest one! — Curse me," after a sudden pause, 
adding with a bewildered and angry air, **what was it I was going 
to say ? — 1 've lost it again ! — oh , a passage from Shakspeare — 
memory — test of— Ah, noii» we have him ! T is this: mark and 
remember it! — 't is in King Lear — 

— Bring me to the test. 
And I th$ matter loUtrt'Word, which madiUit 
Would gambol from. 

Profoundly true — isn't it, Kean?** — Of course I acquiesced. 

^^Ah," he resumed, with a pleased smile , *' nobody now can 
write like that except myself — Go it, Harry — ha, ha, ha! — 
Who — 00 — o!" uttering the strangest kind of revolting cry I 
ever heard. '*0h, dear, dear me, what was it I was saying? 
The thought keeps slipping from me like a lithe eel ; I can't hold 
it. Eels, by the way, are nothing but a sort of water snake — 
't is brutal to eat them! What made me name eels, Mr. Kean?" 
I reminded him. *' Ah , there must be a screw loose — something 
wrong Aere," shaking his head; '4t's all upside down — ha! 
what was it now?'* I once more recalled it to his mind, for I saw 
he was fretting himself with vexation at being unable to take up 
tfM chain of his thoughts. 



90 INTRIGUINe AND MADNESS. 

< « Ah I — veil ) now , once more — I said I 'd a character for 
you — good ; do it justice — or, by my life 4 I 'W hiss you lilte a 
huge boa , colled in the middle of the pit ! . There 's a thought for 
you^ by the way! — Stay — I 'm losii^; the thought again — hold 
it-holdlt— " 

«'The tragedy. Sir." 

"Ah, to be sure — I 've another character for Miss — (naming 
the actress before mentioned) — magnificent queen of Beauty—- 
nightiogale of song ~ radiant — peerless — Ah, lady, look on 
me ! — look on me ! " and he suddenly burst into one of thp most 
tiger-like howls I could conceive capable of being uttered by a 
human being. It must have been heard in the street and market 
without. We who were round him stood listening , chilled with 
horror. When he had ceased , I said , in a soothing whisper, 
"Compose yourself, Mr. Warnlngham — you '11 see her by and 
by." He looked me full in the face , and uttered as shocking a 
yell as before. 

** Avaunt ! — out on ye ! scoundrels ! — fiends ! " he shouted, 
struggling with the men who were endeavouring to hold him down 

— "Are you come to murder me? — Ha — a — a*— I" and he 
fell back as though he was in the act of being choked or throttled. 

"Where — where is the fiend who struck me?" — he groaned 
in a fierce under tone ; "and in her presence, too; and she stood 
by looking on I — cruel, beautiful, deceitful woman? Did she 
turn pale and tremble? Will not I have his blood — blood — 
blood!" and he clutched his fists with a savage and murderous 
force. "Ah! you around me, say, does not blood cleanse the 
deepest, foulest stain, or hide it? Pour it 00, warm and reeking 

— a crimson flood — and never trust me if it does not wash out 
insult for ever! Ha ~ ha — ha ! Oh, let me loose ! Let me loose ! 
Let me but cast my eyes on the insolent ruffian — the brutal bully 

— let me but lay hands on him ! " and he drew in his breath with 
a long, fierce , and deep respiration. "Will I not shake him out 
ofhismilitary trappings and fooleries? Ha, devils! unhand me 

— I say, unhand me, and let me loose on this Captain — ! " 

In this strain the unhappy young man eontinued raving for 
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about tm minolea longer, till ke utterly eibausted himself. The 
paroxysm was over for the preeeot. TIh) keepers, aware of this — 
for* of course, they were accustomed to such fearful scenes as 
these , and preserved the most cool and matter-of-fact demeanour 
conceivable — relaxed their hold. Hr. Warningham lay perfectly 
motionless, with his eyes closed, breathing slow and heavily, 
while the perspiration burst from every pore. His pulse and other 
symptoms showed me that a few more similar paroxysms would 
destroy him; and that, consequently, the most active remedies 
must be had recourse to immediately. I therefore directed what 
was to be done — his head to be shaved ^ that he should be bled 
copiously — kept perfectly cool and tranquil — and prescribed 
such medicines as I conceived most calculated to effect this object. 
On my way down stairs, I encountexed Mr. — , the proprietor, 
or landlord,, of the hotel , who , with a very agitated air , told me, 
he must insist on having Bfr* Warningham removed immediately 
from the hotel ; for that his ravings disturbed and agitated every 
body in the place, and had been loudly complained of. Seeing 
the reasonableness of thi^, my patient was, with my sanction, 
conveyed, that evening , to airy and genteel lodgings in one of the 
adjoining streets. The three or four following visits I paid him, 
presented scenes little varying from the one I have above been at- 
tempting to describe. They gradually, however, abated in violence. 

I shall not be guilty of extravagance or exaggeration , if I pro- 
test, that there was sometimes a vein of sublimity in his ravings. 
He really said some of the very finest things I ever heard. This 
need not occasion wonder, ifit be recollected, that ''out of the 
fulness of the heart, the mouth speaketh ; *' and Mr. Warningham*s 
naturally powerful mind was filled with accumulated stores, ac- 
quired from almost every region of literature. His fancy was 
deeply tinged with Germanism — with diablerie — and some of 
his ghostly images used to haunt and creep after me , like spirits, 
gibbering and chattering the expressions with which the maniac had 
conjured them into being. 

To me« nothing is so affecting «- so terrible — so humiliating, 
as to see a powerful intellect, like that of Mr. Warningham , the 
prey of insanity, exhibiting glimpses of greatness and beauty. 
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amid all the ehaotlc gloom aod havoc of madaott; remfaidiiig * 
one of the mighty fragments of some dilapidated etmeture of 
Greece or Rome, mouldering apart from one another, stiU dis- 
playing the eiqnisite moulding and chiselling of the artist, and 
enhancing the beholder's regret that so glorious a fabrte should 
have been destroyed by the ruthless hand of time. Insanity, in- 
deed, makes the most fearAil inroads on an intellect distinguished 
by its activity; and the flame is fed rapidly by the fuel afforded 
from an excitable and vigorous fancy. A tremendous respon- 
sibility is incurred, in such cases, by the medical attendants. 
Long experience has convinced me , that the only successful way 
of dealing with such patients as Mr. Wamingfaam, is , chiming in 
readily with their various fancies, without seeming in the slightest 
degree shocked or alarmed by the most monstrous extravagaUcies. 
The patient must never be startled by any appearance of surprise 
or apprehension from those around him — never irritated by con- 
tradiction , or indications of impatience. Should this be done by 
some inexperienced attendant, the mischief may prove Irre- 
mediable by any subsequent treatment; the flame will blaze out 
with a fury which wfll consume instantly every vestige of in- 
tellectual structure, leaving the body — the shell — the bare, 
blackened walls alone, 

A scoff, a Jest, a by-word through the world. 

Let the patient have sea-room ; allow him to dash about for a while 
in the tempest and whirlwind of his disordered faculties ; while all 
that is necessary from those around, is to watch the critical mo^ 
ment, and pour the oil of soothing acquiescence on the foaming 
waters. Depend upon it , the uproar will subside when the winds 
of opposition cease. — To return, however, to Mr. Wamingfaam. 
The incubus which had brooded over his intellects for more than 
a week, at length disappeared, leaving its victim trembling on the 
very verge of the grave. In truth, I do not recollect overseeing 

* Two Bewipipeti have charged the writer with borrowing this 
usage from Dr. Uallam*! TTtmtUt en ImttmUu, If that aathor hmt a 
similar thought, the coincidence is purely accidental; for I n$vr taw 
hit book in my life. 
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a pMuBi whose energies, both physical tnd meoUd, were se 
dreadfolly sheltered. He had lest almost til maseoler ]^wer» He 
could sot raise his hand to his head , alter his position In the bed, 
o^ eren masticate his Ibod. For se^reral days it could barely be 
said that he eilsted. He could «tter nothing more than an almost 
Inaudible whisper, and seemed utterly unconscious of what was 
pasnag around him. His sister, a young and rery interesting 
woman , had flown to his bedside immediately the lamily were 
acquainted with his illness , and had continued erer since in daily 
and nightly attendance on him , till she herself seemed ahnoat 
worn out. How I loved her for her pallid , exhausted , anxioas> 
yet affectionate looks ! Had not this illness intervened, she would 
have been before this time married to a rising young man at the 
bar; yet her devoted sisterly sympathies attached her to her 
brother's bedside without repining , and she would never think oC 
leaving him. Her feelings may be conceived, when it is known 
that she was in a great measure acquainted with the cause of her 
brother's sudden illness ; and it was her painfol duty to sit and 
.listea to many unconscious disclosures of the most afDicting na- 
tare. This latter circumstance furnished the first source of un- 
easiness to Mr. Wamlngham, on recovering the exercise of his 
rational faculties. He was excessively agitated at the idea of his 
having alluded to, and described the dissipated and profligate 
scenes of his college life; and when he had once compelled me to 
acknowledge, that his sister and other relatiotts were apprized of 
the events which led to his ilhiess , he sank into moody silence for 
some time , evidently scourging himself with the heaviest s^f- 
r^roaches, and presently exclaimed, — '*Well, Doctor, thus 
you see, has 

~ ET«ii-liMided justf^ . 
Compelled tbe poisoo'd ckidiee to iny lips , 

and I have drunk the foul draught to the dregs. Yet, though I 
would at this moment lay down half my fortune to blot from their 
memories what they must have heard me utter, I shall submit in 
silence — I have richly earned it! — I now, however, bid fare- 
well to debauchery — profligacy — dissipation , for ever." — I in- 
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temipted him by saying, I was not aware , nor were his relatives, 
that he had been publicly distinguished as a debaucliee. '^ Why, 
Doctor," he replied, *' possibly not — there may be others who 
have exposed themselves more absurdly than I have — who have 
drunk and raked more — but mine has been the viler profligacy of 
the heart — the dissipation of ihe feelings. But it shall cease ! 
God knows I never thoroughly enjoyed it, though it has occasioned 
me a delirious sort of excitement, which has at length nearly de- 
stroyed me. 1 have clambered out of the scorching crater of Etna, 
y scathed , but not consumed. I will now descend into the tranquil 
vales of virtue , and never , never leave them ! " He wept — for he 
had not yet recovered the tone or mastery of his feelings. These 
salutary thoughts led to a permanent reformation ; his illness, in 
short , had produced its effect. One other thing there was which 
yet occasioned him disquietude and uncertainty; he said he feh 
bound to seek the usual '* satisfaction" f^om Captain — ! I and 
all around him, to whom he hinted it, scouted the idea; and he 
himself relinquished it on hearing that Captain — had called often 
during his illness , and left many cards , with the most anxious in- 
quiries after his health ; and In a day or two had a private inter- 
view with Mr. Warningham , when he apologized in the most 
prompt and handsome manner for his violent conduct, and ex- 
pressed the liveliest regrets at the serious consequences with 
which it had been attended. 

Mr. Warningham , to conclude , recovered but slowly; and as 
soon as his weakness would admit of the journey, removed to the 
family house in — shire; from thence he went to th%seaside , and 
staid there till the close of the autumn > reading philosophy, an<i^ 
some of the leading writers on morals. He was married in Octo- 
ber, and set off for the Continent in the spring. His constitu- 
tion, however, had received a shock from which it never re- 
covered; and two years after, Blr. Warningham died of a decline 
at Genoa. 
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CHAPTER Vm. 

' THE BROKEN HEART. 

Therb was a large and gay party assembled one eyenf ng, in the 
memorable month of Jone 1615 , at a house in the remote western 
subarbs of London. Throngs of handsome and veil-dressed wo- 
men — a large retinue of the leading men about town — the daz- 
zling light of chandeliers blazing like three suns OYerhead — the 
charms of music and dancing — together with that tone of excite- 
ment then pervading society at large , owing to our suceessfiil con- 
tinental campaigns , which maddened England with almost daily 
annunciations of victory , — all these circumstances , I say , com- 
bined to supply spirit to every party. In fact , England was almost 
turned upside down with universal fitting! Mrs. — , the lady 
whose party I have just been mentioning, was in ecstasy at the 
eclat with which the whole was going off, and charmed with the 
buoyant animatioi^ with which all seemed inclined to contribute 
their quota to the evening's amusement. A yeung lady of some 
personal attractions, most amiable manners, and great accom- 
plishments — particularly musical — had been repeatedly solicited 
to sit down to the piano, for the purpose of favouring the company 
with the sweet Scottish air , * * The Banks of Allan Water." For a 
long time, however, she steadfastly resisted their importunities, 
on the plea of low spirits. There was evidently an air of deep 
pensiveness, if not melancholy , about her, which ought to have 
corroborated the truth of the plea she urged. She did not seem to 
gather excitement with the rest ; and rather endured , than shared, 
the gaieties of the evening. Of course, the young folks around 
ber of her own sex whispered their suspicions that she was in love; 
and , in point of fact, it was well known by several present, that 
Miss — was engaged to a young officer who had earned con- 
siderable distinction in the Peninsular campaign , and to whom 
she was to be united on his return from the Continent. It need 
not therefore be wondered at , that a thought of the various casual- 
ties to which a soldier's life is exposed — especially a bold and 
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braye yoang soldier, such as her intended had proved himself — 
and the possibility , if not probability, that he might, alas! never 

Retorn to claim his blushing bride , 

bat be left behind among the glorious throng of the fallen — suf- 
ficed to overcast her mind with gloomy anxieties and apprehen- 
sions. It was, indeed, owing solely to the affectionate impor- 
tunities of her relatives, that she was prevailed on to be seen in 
society at all. Had ber dwn inclinations been consulted, she 
would have sought solitude, where she might with weeping and 
tremUiag, commend Iter hopes to the hands of Him , ** who seeth 
in secret," and *4n whose hands are the issues" of battle. As, 
however , Miss — 's rkh contralto voice y and skilful powers of ac- 
companiment, were much talked of, the company would listen to 
no reuses or apologies ; so the poor girl was absolutely baited into 
sitting down to the piano ^ when she ran over a. few melancholy 
chords with an air of reluctance and displacency. Ber sympathies 
were soon excited by the fine tones — the tumultuous melody — 
of the keys she touched ; and she presently struck iuto the soft and 
soothing symphony of ''The Banks of Allan Water." The breath- 
less silence of the bystanders — for nearly all the company had 
thronged around — was at length broken by her voice, stealing, 
'*like faint Mue gashing streams," on the delighted eaors ef her 
auditors , as she coounenced singing that exquisite little blillad, 
w tth the most touching pathos and sknplieity. l^e had just com- 
menced the verse, 

For bis bride a soldier sought ber, 
And a winning tongue bad be I 

when, to the surprise of every body around her, she suddenly 
ceased playing and singing , without removing her hands from the 
instrument, and gaied steadfastly forward with a vacant air, while 
the colour £ided from her cheeks, and left them pale as the lily. 
She continued thus for some moments, to the darm sad astonish- 
ment of the company ^- motionlese , and apparently unconscious 
of any one's presence. Her elder sister, imieh agitated , stepped 
towards ber, placed her hand on ber shoulder, endeavoured gently 
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to rouse her, and said biirrt6dly» **Adb6, Anne! nhtii is the 
matter?*' — Miss — made do answer; bota few moments after, 
without moving her eyes, suddenly burst into a pierdog shriek I 
Consternation seized iJl present. 

"Sister — sister I — Dear Anoe, are yon ill?" again inquired 
her trembling sister, endeavourtog to rouse her, but in Tain. 
Miss — did not seem either to see or hear her. Her eyes still gazed 
fixedly forward , till they seemed gradually to expand , as it were, 
with an expression of glassy horror. All present seemed utterly 
confounded, and afraid to interfere with her. Whispers were 
heard, *' She 's ill — in a 6t — run for some water ! Good God ! — 
How strange ! — What a piercing shriek ? *' — 4re. , ^c. At length 
Miss — *s lips moved. She began to mutter inaudibly; but by 
and by those immediately near her could distinguish the words^ 
** There! — there they are — with their lanterns. — Oh! they 
are looking out for the de — a — dl — They turn over the heaps. — 
Ah ! — now — no ! — that little hill of slain — see , see 1 — - they 
are turning them over , one by one — There! — thbrbhkis! — 
Oh , horror I horror I horror ! — right through tub heart 1 " 
and with a long shuddering groan , she fell senseless into the arms 
of her horror-struck sister. Of course all were id ceufiDsiOD and 
dismay — not a face present , but was blauchetf with agitation and 
affright on hearing the extraordinary words she uttered. With due 
delicacy and propriety of feeling, all those whose carriages bad 
happened to have already arrived , instantly took their departure, 
to prevent their presence embarrassing or interfering with the fa- 
mily, who were already suflBciently bewildered. The room was 
soon thinned of all, except those who were immediately engaged 
in rendering their services to the young lady ; and a servant was 
instantly despatched, with a horse, for me. On my arrival, I 
found her in bed (still at the house where the party was given, 
which was that of the young lady's sister-in-law). She had fallen 
into a succession of swoons ever since she had been earriei up 
from the drawing-room, and was perfectly Senseless when i 
entered the bed-chamber where she lay. She had not spoken a 
syllable since uttering the singular words just related; and her 
whole frame was cold and rigid — in fact« she seemed to have re- 

Diary of a Phytician. I. 7 
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ceived some strange sbock, vhfeh had altogether paralysed her. 
By the u^e, however, of strong stimulants, we sncceeded in at 
length restoring her to something like consciousness, but I think 
it would have been better for her, judging from the event , never 
to have woke again from forgetfulness. She opened her eyes under 
the influence of the searching stimulants we applied , and stared 
vacantly for an instant on those standing round her bedside. Her 
countenance , of an ashy hue , was damp with clammy perspira- 
tioa, and she lay perfectly motionless, except when her frame 
undolated with long deep-drawn sighs. 

**0h, wretched, wretched, wretched girl!'* she murmured 
at length, " why have I lived tiil now? Why did you not suffer me 
to expire? He called me to join him — I was going — and you will 
not let me — but I must go — yes , yes ! " 

** Anne — dearest I — ^ why do you talk so? Charles is not gone 
— he will return soon — he will ipdeed ," sobbed her sister. 

**0h, never, never! Ton could not see what I saw, Jane*' — 
she shuddered — '*Ofa, it was frightful! How they tumbled 
about the heaps of the dead ! — how they stripped — oh , horror, 
horror ! " 

** My dear Miss — , you are dreaming — raving — indeed you 
are,*' said 1, holding her hand in mine. *'Come, come, you 
must not give way to such gloomy, such nervous fancies — you 
most not indeed. Tou are frightening your friends to no purpose." 

^* What do you mean ?" she replied , looking me suddenly full 
in the face. ** I tell you it is true ! Ah me , Charles is dead — I 
know it — I saw him ! Shct right through the heart! They were 
stripping him, when — " and, heaving three or four short con- 
vulsive sobs, she again swooned. Mrs. — , the lady of the house, 
(the sister-in-law of Miss — , as I think I have mentioned ,) could 
endure the distressing scene no longer, and was carried out of the 
room, fainting, in the arms of her husband. With great dif- 
ficulty, we succeeded In restoring Miss — once more to con- 
sciousness; but the frequency and duration of her relapses began 
seriously to alarm me. The spirit, being brought so oAen to the 
brink, might at last suddenly flit off Into eternity, without any 
one's being aware of it. I, of course, did all that my professional 
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knoidedge and experience suggested; and, after expressing my 
readiness to remain all night in the bouse, in the event of any 
sudden alteration in Miss — for the worse, I took my departure, 
promising to call very early in the morning. Before leaviog , Mr. 
— had acquainted me with all tlie particulars above related; and, 
as I rode home, I could not help feeling the liveliest curiosity, 
mingled with the most intense sympathy for the unfortunate suf- 
ferer, to see whether thQ corroborating event would stamp the 
present as one of those extraordinary occurrences, which oc- 
casionally **come o*er us like a summer cloud," astonishing and 
perplexing every one. 

The next morning, about nine o'clock, I was again at Miss — 's 
bedside. She was nearly in the same state as that in which I had 
left her the preceding evening — only feebler, and almost con- 
tinually stupiGed. She seemed, as it were, stunned with some 
severe, but invisible stroke. She said scarcely any thing, but 
often uttered a low, moaning, Indistinct sound, and whispered 
at intervals, *'Tes — shortly, Charles, shortly — t07morrow." 
There was no rousing her by conversation ; she noticed no one, 
and would answer no questions. I suggested the propriety of call- 
ing in additional medical assistance; and, in the evening, met 
two eminent brother physicians in consultation at her bedside. We 
came to the conclusion , that she was sinking rapidly , and that, 
unless some miracle intervened. to restore her energies, she would 
continue with us but a very little longer. After my brother phy- 
sicians had left, I returned to the sick-chamber, and sat by 
Miss — 's bedside for more than an hour. My feelings were much 
agitated at witnessing her singular and affecting situation. There 
was such a sweet and sorrowful expression about her pallid fea- 
tures, deepening, occasionally, into such hopelessness of hearts 
broken anguish , as no one could contemplate without deep emo- 
tion. There was, besides, something mysterious and awing — 
something of what in Scotland is called teamd sight — in the cir- 
cumstances which had occasioned her illness. 

^*Gone— gonel" she murmured, vdth closed eyes, while I 
was sitting and gazing in silence on her , ** gooe — and in glory I 
I shall see the young conqueror — I shall I How he will love me ! 

7* 
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Ah! I reeollect/' she coDtiDued, after a long inCenral, <Ml was 
*The Baoks of Allan Water' those crael people made me sifig-- 
and my heart breaking the while ! — What was the Terse I was 
singing when I saw " — she shuddered — *• oh ! — this , — 

For Us bride a soldier sought her, 

Aod a wiooiog tongue bad he ~ 
On the banks of Allan Water 

None so gay as she! 
But the summer grief had brought her, 

And the soldier — false was he — 

Oh, no, no, never — Charles — my poor murdered Charles— «• 
neyer!*' she groaned; and spoke no more that night. She con- 
tinued utterly deaf to all that was said in the way of sympathy or 
remonstrance; and, if her lips moTed at all , H was only to utter 
faintly some such words as ** Oh, let me — let me leave In peace ! " 
During the two next days, she continued drooping rapidly. The 
only circumstance about her demeanour particularly noticed, was, 
that she once moved her hands for a moment over the counterpane, 
as though she were playing the piano — a sudden flush overspread 
her features — her eyes stared , as though shd were startled by 
the appearance of some phantom or other, and she gasped, 
** There , there ! " — after which she relapsed into her former state 
of stupor. 

Now, will it be credited, that on the fourth momingof Miss — 's 
illness, a letter was received from Paris by her family, with a 
black seal , and franked by the noble Colonel of the regiment In 
which Charles — had served , commnnlcating the melancholy in- 
telligence , that the young Captain had fallen towards the dose of 
the battle of Waterloo ; for while in the act of charging at the head 
of his corps, a French cavalry officer shot him with his pistol right 
thrqugh the heart I The whole family, with all their acquaintance, 
were unutterably shocked at the news , and almost petrified with 
amaiement at the strange corroboration of Miss — 's prediction. 
How to communicate It to the poor sufferer was now a serious 
question ; or whether to communicate it at all at present? The fa- 
mily, at last, considering that it would be unjustifiable In them 
any longer to withhold the Intelligence , Intrusted the palnfiil duty 
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to me. I therefore repaired to ber bedside alone , in tlie evening 
of tlie day on whicli tlie letter had been received : that evening was 
the last of her life ! I sat down in my nsnal place beside her , and 
her poise, countenance, breathing, cold extremities, together 
wiUi the fact, that she had taken no nonrishment whatever dnce 
she had been laid on her bed , convinced me that the poor girl's 
sufferings were soon to terminate. I was at a loss for a length of 
time how to break the oppressive silence. Observing, however, 
her fading eyes fixed on me, I determined, as it were accidentally, 
to attract them to the £ital letter which I* then held in ray hand. 
After a while she observed it; her eye suddenly settled on the 
ample coroneted seal, and the sight operated something like an 
electric shock. She seemed struggling to speak , but in vain. I 
DOW wished to Heaven I had never agreed to undertake the duty 
which had been imposed upon me. I opened the letter, and, 
looking steadfastly at her, said , in as soothing tones as my agita- 
tion could command, — *'My dear girl — now, don't be alarmed, 
or I shall not tell you what I was going to tell you." — She 
trembled, and her sensibilities seemed suddenly restored; for 
her eye assumed an expression of alarmed intelligence, and her 
lips moved about like those of a person who feels them parched 
with agitation, and endeavours to moisten them. **This lettelr 
has been received to-day from Paris," I continued; *Mt is from 
Colonel — , and brings word that— that— that" — I felt sud- 
denly choked , and could not bring out the words. 

''That my Charles is i»sad — I know it. Did I not tell you 
so?" said Miss — , interrupting me, with as clear and distinct a 
tone of "voice as she ever had in her life. I felt confounded. Had 
the unexpected operation of the news I brought been able to dis- 
soWe the spell which had withered her mental energies , and afford 
promise of her restoration to health? 

Has the reader ever watched a candle, which is flidLcring and 
expiring in its socket, suddenly shoot up into an instantaneous 
brilliance, and then be utterly extinguished? I soon saw it was 
thus with poor Miss — . All the expiring energies of her sod 
were sudd^ly collected to receive this corroboration of ber vision 
— if such it may be called — and then she would. 
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Like a lily drooping, 
Bow her bead , and die. 

To return : She begged me, io a falteriog Toice, to read her all the 
letter. She listened with closed eyes, and made no remaric, 
when I had concluded. After a long pause, I exclaimed — ^' God 
be praised , my dear Miss — , that you have been able to receive 
this dreadful news so firmly ! " 

*< Doctor, tell me, have you no medicine that could make me 
weep? — Oh, give it me, give it me ! It would relieve me, for I feel 
a mountain on my breast — it is crushing me ," she replied feebly, 
uttering the words at long intervals. Pressing her hand in mine, 
I begged her to be calm, and the oppression would soon dis- 
appear. 

*'0h — oh — oh, that I could weep. Doctor!" She whispered 
something else , but inaudibly. I put my ear close to her mouth, 
and distinguished something like the words — ** Jane ! — I am — 
call her — hush" — accompanied with a faint, fluttering, gurgling 
sound. Alas, Itoo well understood it t With much trepidation I 
ordered the nurse to summon the family into the room instantly. 
Her sister Jane was the first that entered , her* eyes swollen with 
weeping, and seemingly half suffocated with the effort to conceal 
her emotions. 

**0h, my darling, precious, — my own sister Anne!" she 
sobbed, and knelt down at the bedside, flinging her arms round 
her sister's neck , kissing the gentle sufferer's cheeks and mouth. 

**Anne! — love! — darling! — don't you know me?" She 
groaned, kissing her forehead repeatedly. Could I help weeping? 
All who had entered were standing around the bed , sobbing, and 
in tears. I kept my fingers at the wrist of the dying sufferer; but 
could not feel whether or not the pulse beat, which, however, I 
attributed to my own agitation. 

** Speak — speak — my darling Anne ! speak to me ; I am your 
poor sister Jane I " sobbed the agonized girl , continuing fondly 
kissing her sister's cold lips and forehead. She suddenly started — 
exclaimed, '*0 God, sheU deadf* and sank instantly senseless 
on the floor. AJas, alas! Itwas too true; my sweet and broken- 
hearted patient was no morel 
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CHAPTER IX. ^^rocurc. 

GONSOMPTION. ^S^| 

CoNsuvpTioii ! — Terrible, iosatiable tyrant! — Who cati 
arrest thy progress, or ornnber thy victims? Why dost thou attack 
almost exclasively the fairest and loveliest of oar species? Why 
select blooming and beaatiful youth, instead of haggard and ex- 
hausted age? — Why strike dov^n those who are bounding blithely 
from the starting-post of life, rather than the decrepit beings totter- 
ing towards its goal? By what Infernal subtilty hast thou contrived 
hitherto to ba£Qe the profoundest skill of science, to frustrate ut- 
terly the uses of experience , and disclose thyselC only when thou 
hast irretrievably secured thy victim , and thy fangs are crimsoned 
with its blood? Destroying angel! why art thou commissioned 
thus to smite down the first-born of agonized humanity? What are 
the strange purposes of Providence , that thus letteth thee loose 
upon the objects of its infinite goodness! 

Alas! how many aching hearts have been agitated with these 
unanswerable questions, and how many myriads are yet ^to be 
' wrung and tortured by them ! Let me proceed to lay before the 
reader a short and simple statement of one of the many cases of 
consumption, and all its attendant broken-heartedness , with 
which a tolerably extensive practice has, alas ! crowded my memory. 
The one immediately following has been selected, because it 
seemed to me, though destitute of varied and stirring incident, 
calculated , on various accounts, to excite peculiar interest and . 
sympathy. Possibly there are a few who may consider the ensuing 
pages pervaded by a tone of exaggeration. Indeed it is not so. 
My heart has really ached under the task of recording the bitter, 
premature fate of one of the most lovely and accomplished young 
women I ever knew ; and the vivid recollection of her sufferings, 
as well as those of her anguished relatives , may have led me to 
adopt strong language, — but not strong enough adequately to 
express my feelings. 

Bliss Herbert lost both her father and mother before she had 
attained her tenth year; and was solemnly committed by each to 
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iio was aomarried, and, tbroagh 
int, seemed likely to cootioae so 
M after his brother's death , he was 
/i situation in India , as the fortune 
suffered severely from the extrava- 
le was for some time at a loss how to 
^ Should he take her with him to India, 
) governess, and have her carefully edu- 
or leave her behind in England, at one 
of ifa. iiog-schools , and trust to the general mr- 

veillance v /female relative? He decided on the former 

course; and, . .^rdingly, very shortly after completing her 
twelfth year, this little blooming exotic was transplanted to the 
scorched soil, and destined to '' waste its sweetness" on the sultry 
air of India. 

A more delicate and lovely little creature than was Eliza Her- 
bert, at this period, cannot be conceived. She was the only bud 
from a parent stem of remarkable beauty; but, alast that stem 
was suddenly withered by consumption. Her father, also, fell a 
victim to the fierce typhus fever only half a year after the death of 
his wife. Little Eliza Herbert inherited, with her mother's beauty, 
her constitutional delicacy. Her figure was so slight, that it al- 
most suggested to the beholder the idea of transparency ; and there 
was a softness and languor in her azure eyes , beaming through 
their long silken lashes, which told of something too refined for 
humanity. Her disposition fully comported with her person and ha- 
bits, — arch, mild, and intelligent, with a little dash of pensiveness. 
She loved the shade of retirement. If she occasionally flitted 
for a moment into the world , its glare and uproar seemed almost 
to stun her gentle spirit, and fright it back into congenial privacy. 
She was, almost from infancy, devotedly fond of reading; and 
sought with peculiar avidity books of sentiment. Her gifted pre- 
ceptress — one of (he most amiable and refined of women — soon 
won her entire confidence, and found little difficulty in imparting 
to her apt pupil all the stores of her own superior and extensive 
accomplishments. Not a day passed over her head, that did not 
find Eliza Herbert riveted more firmly in the hearts of all who 
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came Dear her , firom her doating nude , down to the most distaot 
domestic. Every luiary that wealth and power could procure, 
was, of course, always at her command; but her own innate 
propriety and just taste prompted her to prefer simplicity in all 
things. Flattery of all kinds she abhorred — and forsook the house 
of a rich old English lady , who once told her to her face she was a 
beautiful little angel! In short » a more lovely and amiable being 
than Eliza Herbert surely never adorned the ranks of humanity. 
The only fear which incessantly haunted those around her , and 
kept Sir — in a feverish flutter of apprehension every day of his 
life, was, that his niece was, in his own words, 'Hoo good -^ 
too beautiful, for this world;" and that unseen messengers fk-om 
above were already flitting around her, ready to claim her suddenly 
for the skies. He has often described to me his feelings on this 
subject. He seemed conscious that he had no right to reckon on 
the continuance of her life; he felt, whenever he thought of her, 
an involuntary apprehension that she would , at no distant period, 
suddenly fade from his sight; he was afraid, he said, to let out 
the whole, of his heart's affections on her. Like the Oriental mer- 
chant, i|rbt> trembles while freighting ** one bark — one little fragile 
barit ,^ with the dazzling stores of his immense all , and com- 
oA^iOf ifio the capricious dominion of wind and waves; so Sir — 
often declared, that, at the period I am alluding to, he experienced 
cruel misgivings , that if he embarked the whole of his soul's loves 
on little Eliza Herbert, they were fated to be shipwrecked. Yet he 
regarded her every day with feelings which soon heightened into 
absolute idolatry ! 

His fond anxieties soon suggested to him , that so delicate and 
fragile al)eing a^his niece, supposing for a moment the existence 
of any real grounds of apprehension that her constitution bore an 
hereditary taint, could not be thrown into a directer path for her 
grave, than in India; that any latent tendency to consumption 
would be quickened and developed with fatal rapidity in the 
burning atmosphere she was then breathing. His mind , once 
thoroughly suffused with alarms of this sort, could not ever after- 
wards b« dispossessed of them; and he accordingly determined 
to relinquish his situation in India, the instant he should have 
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realized, from one quarter or another, snflSeient to enable him 
to return to Eogland, and support an establishment suitable to his 
station in society. About five years had elapsed since his arrival 
in India, during which he had contrived to save a large portion of 
his very ample income, when news reached him that a considerable 
fortune had fallen to him , through the death of a remote relative. 
The intelligence made him, comparatively, a happy man. He 
instantly set on foot arrangements for returning to England, and 
procuring the immediate appointment ^f his successor. 

Unknown to his niece , about a year after his arrival in India, 
Sir — had confidentially consulted the most eminent physician on 
the spot. In obedience to the injunctions of the Baronet , Dr. C — 
was in the habit of dropping in frequently, as if accidentally, to 
dinner^ for the purpose of marking Miss Herbert's demeanour, and 
ascertaining whether there was^ so to speak, the very fiiintest 
adumbration of any consumptive tendency. But no — his quick 
and practised eye detected no morbid indications; and he re- 
peatedly gladdened the Baronet's heart, by assuring him, that, for 
any present evidence to the contrary, little Miss Herbert bade as 
fair for long and healthy life as any woman breathing, especially 
if she soon returned to the more salubrious climate of England. 
Though Dr. C — had never spoken professionally to her, Eliza 
Herbert was too quick and shrewd an observer, to continue un- 
apprized of the object of his frequent visits to her uncle's house. 
She had not failed to notice his searching glances; and knew well 
that he watched almost every mouthful of food she ate , and scru- 
tinized all her movements. He bad once also ventured to feel her 
pulse, in a half-in-eamest half-in-joke manner, and put one or 
two questions to the governess about Miss Herbert's general habits, 
which that good, easy , communicative creature unfortunately told 
her inquisitive little pupil! 

Now there are few things more alarming and irritating to young 
people, even if consciously enjoying the most robust health, than 
suddenly to find that they have long been, and still are, the objects 
of anxious medical surveillance. They begin naturally to suspect 
that there must be very good reason for it — and especially in the 
case of nervous, irritable temperaments; their peaee of mind is 
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thenceforward de^royed by torturing apprehensions that they are 
the doomed victims of some insidions » incarable malady. Of this 
I have linown very many illustrations. Sir^, also, was aware 
of its ill conseqnences, and endeavoured to avert even the shadow 
of a suspicion from his niece's mind as to the real object of Dr. 
C—'s visits, by formally introducing him, from the first, as one 
of his own intimate friends. He therefore flattered himself that his 
niece was profoundly ignorant of the existence of his anxieties con- 
cerning her health ; and was not a little startled one morning by 
Miss Herbert's abruptly entering his study , and, pale, with ill- 
disguised anxiety » inquiring if there was '*any thing the matter 
with her?" Was she unconsciously /a//m^ into a decline? she 
asked, almost in so many words. Her uncle was so confounded by 
the suddenness of the affair, that he lost his presence of mind, 
changed colour a little, and, with a consciously embarrassed air, 
assured her that it was ' * no such thing, " — ' * quite a mistake " — 
a ** very ridiculous one" — a ** childish whim," d:c. <fec. Ac. He 
was so very earnest and energetic in his assurances that there was 
no earthly ground for apprehension , and , in short, concealed his 
alarm so clumsily , that his poor niece, though she left him with a 
kiss and a smile, and affected to be satisfied, retired to her own 
room, and from that melancholy moment resigned herself to her 
grave. Of this, she herself, three years subsequently, in England, 
assured me. She never afterwards recovered that gentle buoyancy 
and elasticity of spirits which made her burst upon her few friends 
and acquaintance like a little lively sunbeam of cheerfulness and 
gaiety. She felt perpetually haunted by gloomy, though vague 
suspicions, that there was something radically wrong in her 
constitution — that it was from her birth sown with the seeds of 
death — and that no earthly power could eradicate them. Though 
she resigned herself to the dominion of such harassing thoughts as 
these while alone, and even shed tears abundantly , she succeeded 
in banishing to a great extent her uncle's disquietude, by assuming 
even a greater gaiety of demeanour than before. The Baronet took 
occasion to mention the little incident above related to Dr. C — ; 
and was excessively agitated to see the physician assume a very 
serious air. 
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*' This may be attended with more mischief tlian yoa are aware 
of, Sir—," be replied. *^ I feel it my duty to tell you how miserably 
QDfortaoate for her it is, tbatMias Herbert has at last detected yoar 
restless uoeasiness about her health , aod the means you bave 
taken to watch her constitution. Henceforward she may ^pnar 
satisfied — but mark me if she can ever forget it. You will find 
her foil frequently into momentary fits of absence and thought- 
fulness. She will brood over it," continued Dr. C---. 

•*Why, good God! Doctor," replied the Baronet, •*whafs 
the use of frightening one thus? Do yon think my niece is the 
first girl who has known that her friends are anxious about her 
health? If she is really, as you tell her, free from disease — 
why , in the name of common sense ! can she fancy herseK into a 
consumption?" 

*' No , no , Sir — ; but incessant alarm may accelerate the evil 
you dread , and predispose her to sink — her energies to droop — 
under the blow, however lightly it may at first foil, which has been 
so long impending. And , besides , Sir — , I did not say she was 
free from disease , but only that I had not discerned any present 
symptoms of disease." 

**0h, stuff, stuff. Doctor! nonsense!" muttered the Barouet, 
rising and pacing the room with excessive agitation. *' Can't the 
girl be laughed out of her fears? " 

It may be easily believed that Sir — spent every future mo- 
ment of his stay in India in an agony of apprehension. His fears 
exaggerated the slightest indication of his niece's temporary indis- 
position into a symptom of consumption. Any thing like a cough 
from her would send him to a pillow of thorns; and her occasional 
refusal of food at meal-times was received with undisguised trepi- 
dation on the part of her uncle. If he overtook her at a distance, 
walking out with her governess, he would follow unperceived, and 
strain his eye-sight with endeavouring to detect any thing like 
feebleness in her gait. These incessant, and very natural anxieties 
about the only being he loved in the world, enhanced by his efforts 
to conceal them> sensibly impaired his own health and spirits. He 
grew fretful and irritable in his demeanour towards every member 
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of his establishmeot, and could oot completely fix his thoughts for 
the transactioQ of his imiJortaDt official business. 

Thid may be thought an overstrained representation of Sir — 's 
state of mind respecting his niece ; but by none except a young, 
thoughtless, or heartless reader. Let the thousand — the million — 
htaH-mtxtig parents, who have mourned, and are now mourning, 
over their consumptive offspring — let them , I say, echo the trpth 
of the sentiments I am expressing. Let those whose bitter fate it 
istosee 

The bark , so richly freighted wilh their love , 

gradually sinking, shipwrecked before their very eyes — let them 
say, whether the pen or tongue of man can furnish adequate words 
to give expression to their anguished feelings ! 

Eighteen years of age — within a triQe — was Miss Herbert, 
when she again set foot on her native land , and the eyes and heart 
of her idolizing uncle leaped for joy to see her augmented health 
and loveliness , which he fondly flattered himself might now be 
destined to 

Grow with her growth , and slrenglben with her streoglb. 

The voyage — though long and monotonous as usual — with 
its fresh breezy balminess , had given an impetus to her animal 
spirits; and as her slight figure stepped down the side of the 
gloomy colossal Indiaman which had brought her (cross the seas, 
her blue eye was bright as that of a seraph , her beauteous cheeks 
glowed with a soft and rich crimson , and there was a lightness, 
ease, and elasticity in her movements, as she tripped the short 
distance between the vessel and the carriage, which was in waiting 
to convey them to town , that filled her doating uncle with feelings 
of almost frenzied joy. 

'*God Almighty bless thee , my darling! — Bless thee — bless 
thee for ever, my pride ! my jewel! — Long and happy be thy life 
in merry England ! " sobbed the Baronet , folding her almost con- 
vulsively in bis arms , as soon as they were seated in the carriage, 
and giving her the first kiss of welcome to her native shores. The 
second day after they were established at one of the hotels, while 
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Miss Herbert and her goyemess were ridingthe roand of fashionable 
shopping, Sir — drove alone to the late Dr. Bailiie. In a long 
interview (they were personal friends) he communicated all his 
distressing apprehensions about his niece's state of health, implo- 
ring him to say whether he had any real cause of alarm whatever 

— Immediate or prospective — and what course and plan of life he 
would recommend for the ftiture. Dr. Baillle , after many and 
minute inquiries, contented himself with saying, that he saw no 
grounds for present apprehensions. * ' ^ It certainly did someUmes 
happen/' he said, ** that a delicate daughter of a consumptive pa- 
rent, inherited her mother's tendencies to disease." — ^' As for her 
future life and habits , there was not the slightest occasion for me- 
dicine of any kind; she must live almost entirely In the country, 
take plenty of fresh dry air and exercise — especially eschew late 
hours and company ; '* and he hinted, finally , the advantages, and 
almost necessity, of an early matrimonial engagement. 

It need hardly be said, that Sir — resolved most religiously to 
follow this advice to the letter. 

**I'll come and dine with you in Dover Street, at seven to-day," 
said Dr. Bailiie, ** and make my own observations." 

** Thank you, Doctor — but — but we dine out to-day," 
muttered the Baronet, rather faintly, adding, inwardly, '*Nd, no! 

— no more medical espionage — no, no ! " 

Sir — purchased a very beautiful mansion , which then hap- 
pened to be for sale, situated within ten or twelve miles of Lon- 
don; and thither he removed, as soon as ever the preliminary 
arrangements could be completed. 

The shrine, and its divinity, were worthy of each other. — 
Hall was one of the most charming picturesque residences in the 
county. It was a fine antique semi-Gothic structure , almost ob- 
scured from sight in the profound gloom of forest shade. The 
delicious velvet greensward, spread immediately in front of the 
house , seemed formed for the gentle footsteps of Miss Herbert. 
When you went there , if you looked carefully about , you might 
discover a little white tuft glistening on some partor other of the 
<* smooth soft-shaven lawn ; " it was her pet lamb , — sweet em- 
blem of its owner's innocence! — cropping the crisp and rich her- 
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bage. Little thing! it woald scarcely submit to be fondled by 
any band bat that of its indulgent mistress. She also might occa- 
sionally be seen there, wandering thonghtfnlly along, with a book 
in her hand— Tasso, probably, or Dante — and her loose light hair 
straying from beneath a gipsy bonnet, commingling in pleasant 
contrast with a saffronn^oloured riband. Her uncle would sit for an 
hour together at a corner of his study window, overlooking the 
lawn, and never remove his eyes from the figure of his fair niece. 

Bliss Herbert was soon talked of every where in the neighbour- 
hood , as the pride of the place — the star of the county. She 
budded forth almost visibly ; and though her exquisite form was 
developing daily, till her matured womanly proportions seemed to 
have been cast in the mould of the Venus de Medici , though on a 
scale of more slendemess and delicacy, it was, nevertheless , out- 
stripped by the precocious expanding of her intellect. The sym- 
pathies of her soul were attuned to the deepest and most refined 
sentiment. She was passionately fond of poetry; and never 
wandered without the sphere of what was first-rate. Dante and 
Bfilton were her constant companions > by day and night; audit 
was a treat to hear the mellifluous cadences of the former uttered 
by the soft and rich voice of Miss Herbert. She could not more 
satisfactorily evidence her profound appreciation of the true spirit 
of poetry, than by her almost idolatrous admiration of the kindred 
genius of HSndel and Mozart. She was scarcely ever known to 
play any other music than theirs; she would listen to none but 
the ''mighty voices of those dim spirits." And then she was the 
most amiable and charitable creature , that sure ever trode the 
earth ! How many colds — slight, to be sure , and evanescent — 
bad she caught, and how many rebukes from the alarmed fond- 
ness of her uncle had she suffered inconsequence, through her fre- 
quent visits, in all weathers, to the cottages of the poor and sick! 
' — *'You are describing an ideal being, and investing it with all 
the graces and virtues — one that never really existed ," perhaps 
exclaims one of my readers. There are not a few now living, who 
could answer for the truth of my poor and faint description, with 
anguish and regret. Frequently, on seeing such instances of 
precocious development of the powers of both mind and body, 
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the cart and forcible expression of Qointilian has occnrred to 
my mind with painful force — *' Q«od observatum fere est, Cele- 
rius occidere /estinatam maturitatem,*** aptly rendered by the 
English proverb, ** Soon ripe, soon rotten." 

The latter partof Dr« Baillie's advice was anxioosly kept in view 
by Sir — ; and soon after Miss Herbert had completed her 
twentieth year, he had the satisfaction of seeing her encourage 
the attentions of a Captain — , the third son of a neighbouring 
nobleman. He was a remarkably One and handsome young man, 
of a very superior spirit, and fully capable of appreciating the 
value of her whose hand he sought. Sir — was delighted, almost 
to ecstasy, when he extracted from the trembling, blushing girl, 
a confession that Captain — 's company was any thing but 
disagreeable to her. The young military hero was, of course, 
soon recognised as her suitor ; and a handsome couple , people 
said , they would make. Miss Herbert's health seemed more ro- 
bust, and her spirits more buoyant, than ever. How, indeed, 
could it be otherwise, when she was daily riding in an open' car- 
riage , or on horseback , over a flne , breezy , champaign country, 
by the side of the gay, handsome, fascinating Captain — ? 

The Baronet was sitting one morning in his study , having the 
day before returned from a month's visit to some friends in Ire- 
land , and engaged with some important letters from India , when 
MissB—, his niece's governess, sent a message, requesting to 
speak in private with him. When she entered , her embarrassed, 
and somewhat flurried manner, not a little surprised Sir — . 

'*How is Eliza? — How is Eliza, Miss B — ?" he inquired 
hastily, laying aside his reading glasses. **yery well," she replied, 
*'very;" and, after a little fencing about the necessity of making 
allowance for the exaggeration of alarm and anxiety, she proceeded 
to inform him, that Miss Herbert had latterly passed restless 
nights — that her sleep was not unfrequently broken by a cough — 
a sort of faint churchyard cough, she said, it seemed — which had 
not been noticed for some time , till it was accompanied by other 
symptoms — * 'Gracious God ! Madam, how was this not told me 

* 
* De imt. Ormt. Lib. If. In proOmio. 



CONSUMPTION. 1 1 3 

before? — Why — Why did you not write to me io Ireland 
about it!" inquired Sir — , with eicessive trepidation. He could 
scarcely sit in his chair, and grew very pale; while Miss B-^, 
herself equally agitated « went on to mention profuse night-sweats 
— a disinclination for food — eihaustion from the slightest exer- 
cise — a feverishness every evening — and a faint hectic flush — 

•*0h, plague-spot!** groaned the Baronet, almost choked, 
letting fall his reading glasses. He tottered towards the bell , and 
the valet was directed to order the carriage for town immediately. 
*' What — what possible excuse can I devise for bringing Dr. Baillie 
here?" said he to the governess , as he was drawiog'on his gloves. 
** Well — well — I *11 leave it to you — do what you can. For God's 
sake, Madam , prepare her to see him somehow •r another, for the 
Doctor and I shall certainly be here together this evening. — Oh! 
say I'm called up to town on sudden business, and thought I might 
as well bring him on with me, as he is visiting a patient in the 
neighbourhood — Oh! any thing, Madam — any thing! "He hardly 
knew what he was saying. 

Dr. Baillie, however, could not come, being himself atBrighton, 
an invalid, and the Baronet was, therefore, pleased, though with 
ill-disguised chagrin, to summon me to supply his place. On my 
way down , he put me in possession of most of the facts above 
narrated. He implored me, in tenderness to his agitated feelings, 
to summon all the tact I had ever acquired, and alarm the object of 
my visit as little as possible. I was especially to guard against 
appearing to know too much ; I was to beat about the bush — to 
extract her symptoms gradually, 8cc, I never saw the fondest , the 
most doating father or mother more agitated about an only child 
than was Sir — about his niece. He protested that he could not 
survive her death — that she was the only prop and pride of his 
declining years -^'and that he must fall if he lost her; and made 
use of many similar expressions. It was in vain that I besought 
him not to allow himself to be carried so much away by his fears. 
He must let me see her, and have an opportunity of judging 
whether there were any real cause of alarm, I said ; and he might 
rely on my honour as a gentleman , that I would be frank and 
candid with him, to the very utmost — I would tell him the worst. 

Diary of a Pkyiician. I. 8 



114 CONSUMPTION. 

I reminded him of the possibility that the symptoms he mentioned 
might not really eiist ; that they might have been seen by Miss B — 
through the distorting and magnifying medium of apprehension ; 
and that, even if they did really exist — why, that — that — they 
were not always the precursors of consumption, I stammered, 
against my own convictions. It is impossible to describe the 
emotions eicited in the Baronet, by my simply uttering the word 
** consumption.*' He said it stabbed him to tbe heart 1 

On arriving at — Hall, the Baronet and I instantly repaired to 
the drawing-room , where Miss Herbert and her governess were 
sitting at tea. The sad sunlight of September shone through the 
Gothic window near which they were sitting. Miss Herbert was 
dressed in white , and looked really dazzlingly beautiful; but the 
first transient glance warned me that the worst might be appre- 
hended. I had that very morning been at the bedside of a dying 
young lady, a martyr to that very disease, which commences by 
investing its victim with a tenfold splendour of personal beauty, to 
be compensated for by sudden and rapid decay ! Miss Herbert's 
eyes were lustrous as diamonds; and the complexion of her cheeks, 
pure and fair as that of the lily , was surmounted with an intense 
circumscribed crimson flush , — alas, alas! the very plague-spot 
of hectic — «f consumption. She saluted me silently, and her 
eyes glanced hurriedly from me to her uncle , and from him again 
to me. His disordered air defied disguise. 

She was evidently apprized of my coming, as well as of the 
occasion of my visit. Indeed , there was a visible embarrassment 
about all four of us, which I felt I was expected to dissipate, by 
introducing indifferent topics of conversation. This I attempted, 
but with little success. Miss Herbert's tea was before her on a 
little ebony stand, untouched ; and it was evidently a violent effort 
only that enabled her to continue in the room. She looked repeat- 
edly at Miss B— , as though she wished to be gone. After about 
half an hour's time, I alluded compiimentarily to what I had heard 
of her performance on the piano. She smiled coldly, and rather 
contemptuously, as though she saw the part I was playing. No- 
thing daunted, however, I begged her to favour me with one of 
Haydn's sonatas; an4 she went immediately to the piano, and 
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played what I asked — I need hardly say , exqaisitely. Her uncle 
then withdrew for the alleged purpose of aoswering a letter, as had 
been arranged between us ; and I was left alone with the two ladies. 
1 need not fatigue the reader with a minute description of all that 
passed. I introduced the object of my ?isit as casually and gently 
as I coeld, and succeeded more easily than I had anticipated in 
quieting her alarms. The answers she gave to my questions amply 
corroborated the truth of the account giyen by Miss B — to the 
Baronet. Her feverish accelerated pulse , also , told of the hot 
blighting breathings of the destroying angel , who was already 
hoTeriog close around his victim ! — I was compelled to smile with 
an assumed air of gaiety and nonchalance , while listening to the 
poor girl's unconscious disclosures of various little matters which 
amounted to infallible evidence that she was already beyond the 
r«ach of medicine. I bade her adieu , complimenting her on her 
charming looks, and expressing my delight at finding so little 
occasion for my professional sejg^s ! She looked at me with a 
half-incredulous, half-confidi^iP^e , and with much girlish sim- 
plicity and frankness, put her hand into mine, thanking me Tor 
dispersing her fears, and begging me to do the same for her uncle. 
I afterwards learned, that as soon as I left the room, she burst 
Into a flood of tears, and sighed and sobbed all the rest of the 
evening. 

With Sir ~ I felt it my duty to be candid. Why should I con- 
ceal the worst from him, when I felt as certain as I was of my 
own existence , that his beautiful niece was already beginning to 
wither away from before his eyes? Convinced that **hope deferred 
maketh sick the heart," I Ixave always, in such cases, warned the 
patient's friends, long beforehand, of the inevitable fate awaiting 
the object of their anxious hopes and fears, in order that resigna- 
tion might gradually steal thoroughly into their broken hearts. 
To return ; 1 was conducted to the Baronet's study, where he was 
standing with his hat and gloves on , ready to accompany me as 
far as the high-road , in order that I might await the arrival of a 
London coach. I told him, in short, that I feared I had seen and 
heard too much to allow a doubt that his niece's present symptoms 
were those of the commencing stage of pulmonary consumption ; 

8* 
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aod t^at though medicine and chaoge of climate might possibly 
avert the evil day for a time , it was my melancholy duty to assure 
him , that no earthly power could save her. 

*^ Merciful God ! " he gasped, loosing his arm from mine, and 
leaning against the park gate, at which we had arrived. I im- 
plored him to be calm. He continued speechless for some time, 
with his hands clasped. 

*' Ob , Doctor , Doctor ! '* he exclaimed , as if a gleam of hope 
had suddenly flashed across his mind , *' we 've forgpt to tell you a 
most material thing, which perhaps will alter the whole case — oh ! 
how could we have forgotten it?" he continued, growing heated 
with the thought; *'my niece eats very heartily — nay, more 
heartily than any of us, and seems to relish her food more." Alas! 
I was obliged, as I have hundreds of times before been obliged, to 
dash the cup from his lips, by assuring him that an almost rave- 
nous appetite was as invariably a forerunner of consumption as the 
pilot Gsh of the shark ! 

'« Oh, great God! what will become of me? What shall I do?'* 
he exclaimed , almost frantic, and wringing his hands in despair. 
He had lost every vestige of self-control. ** Then my sweet angel 
must DIB ! Damning thought! Oh, let me die too! I cannot — I 
will not -* survive her ! — Doctor, Doctor, you must give up your 
London practice, and come and live in my house — you must! 
Oh , come , come, and I 'U fling my whole fortune at your feet! 
Only save her, and you and yours shall roll in wealth , if I go back 
to India to procure it! — Oh, whither — whither shall I go with 
my darling? To Italy — to France? My God! What shall I do 
when she is gone — for ever I " he exclaimed , like one distracted. 
I entreated him to recollect himself, and endeavour to regain his 
self-possession before returning to the presence of his niece. He 
started. **0h, mockery. Doctor, mockery! How can I ever 
look on the dear — the doomed girl again? She is no longer mine ; 
she is in her grave — she is ! " 

Remonstrance and expostulation, I saw , were utterly useless, 
and worse, for they served only to irritate. The coach shortly 
afterwards drew up; and wringing my bands, Sir — extorted a 
promise that I would see bis niece the next day, and bring Dr. 
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BaflBe with me, if be should haye returned to town. I was as good 
as my word, except that Dr.Baillie coald not accompany me, being 
still at Brighton. My second intenriew with Miss Herbert was 
long and painfully interesting. We were alone. 8he wept bitterly, 
and recounted the incident mentioned abo?e, which occurred in 
India, and occasioned her first serious alarm. She felt convinced, 
she told me , that her case was hopeless; she saw , too , that her 
uncle possessed a similar conviction, and sobbed agon iiingly when 
she alluded to his altered looks. She had felt a presentiment, she 
said, for some months past, which, however, she had never 
mentioned till then, that her days were numbered, and attributed, 
too truly, her accelerated illness to the noiious climate of India. 
She described her sensations to be that of a constant void within, 
as if there were a something wanting — an unnatural hollowness 

— a dull, deep aching in the left side -> a frequent inclination to 
relieve herself by spitting, which, when she did, alas! alas! she 
observed more than once to be streaked with blood. 

** How long do you think I have to live. Doctor?'' she inquired 
faintly. 

«* Oh, my dear girl, do not, for Heaven's sake, ask such ilseless 
questions! — How can I possibly presume to answer them, giving 
you credit for a spark of common sense?" She grew very pale, 
and drew her handkerchief across her forehead. 

**Is it likely that I shall have to endure much pain?" she asked 
with iocreasing trepidation. I could reply only , that I hoped not 

— that there was no ground for immediate apprehension — and I 
faltered, XhhX possibly a milder climate, and the skill of medicine, 
might yet carry her through. The poor girl shook her head hope- 
lessly, and trembled violently from head to foot. 

"Oh, poor uncle! — Poor, poor Ed w— ." She faltered, and 
fell fainting Into my arms; for the latter allusion to Captain - had 
completely overcome her. Holding her senseless sylphlike figure 
in my arms, I hurried to the bell , and was immediately joined by 
Sir — , the governess, and one or two female attendants. I saw 
the Baronet was beginning to behave like a madman, by the in- 
creasing boisterousness of his manner, and the occasional glare 
of wildness that shot from his eye. With the utmost difficulty I 
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sueeeeded in forciog him from the room » and keeping him out till 
Miss Herbert had recovered. 

. *' Oh, Doctor, Doctor ! " he muttered hoarsely, after staggering 
to a seat* *' this is worse than death ! I pray God to take her and 
me too , and put an end to our misery I " 

I expostulated with him rather sternly, and represented to him 
the absurdity and impiousness of his wish. 

** — ," he thundered, starUng from his chair, and stamping 
furiously to and fro across the room , ** what do you mean by dri- 
velling in that way , Doctor? Can I see my darling dying — abso- 
lutely dying by inches — before iny very eyes , and yet be cool and 
unconcerned? I did not expect such conduct from you , Doctor." 
He burst into tears. *^ Oh ! I 'm going mad ! — I 'm going mad ! " 
he groaned, and sank again into his seat. From one or two efforts 
he nude to force down the emotions which were swelling and 
dilating his whole frame , I seriously apprehended either that he 
would fall into a fit, or go raving mad. Happily, however, I 
was mistaken. His excitement gradually subsided. He was a man 
of remarkably strong and ardent feelings, which he had never been 
accustomed to control , even in the moments of their most violent 
manifestations; and on the present occasion the maddening 
thought that the object of his long, intense, and idolizing love and 
pride was about to be lost to him irretrievably — for ever — was 
su£9cient to overturn his shaken intellects. I prevailed upon him 
to continue where he was, till I returned from his niece, for I was 
summoned to her chamber. I found her lying on the bed, only 
partially undressed. Her beautiful auburn hair hung disordered 
over her neck and shoulders, partially concealing her lovely 
marble-hued features. Her left hand covered her eyes, and her 
right clasped a little locket, suspended round her neck by a plain 
black riband , containing a little of Captain — 's hair. Miss B — , 
her governess, her maid, and the housekeeper, with tears and 
sobs, were engaged in rendering various little services to their 
unfortunate young mistress; and my heart ached to think of the 
little — the nothing — / could do for her. 

Two days afterwards. Dr. Baillie, another physician, and 
myself » went down to see Bliss Herbert; for a note from Miss B^ 
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ioformed me that her ward had suffered severely from the agita- 
tion experienced at the last visit I had paid hir , and was In a low 
nervous fever. The consumptive symptoms, also, were begin- 
ning to gleam through the haze of accidental indisposition with 
fearful distinctness ! Dr. Baillie simply assured the Baronet that 
my predictions were but too likely to be verified; and that the only 
chance of averting the worst form of consumption (a galloping one) 
would be an instant removal to Italy, that the fall of the year, and 
the winter season , might be spent in a more genial and fostering 
climate. We, at the same time, frankly assured Sir — , who 
listened with a sullen, despairing apathy of manner, that the ut- 
most he had to expect from a visit to Italy, was the chance of a tem- 
porary suspension of the fate which hovered over his niece. — In 
a few weeks , accordingly , they were all settled at Naples. 

But what have I to say, all this time, the reader is possibly 
asking , about the individual who was singled out by fate for the 
first and heaviest stroke inflicted by Miss Herbert's approaching 
dissolution? Where was the lover? Where was Captain ^? I have 
avoided allusions to him hitherto , because his distress and agita- 
tion transcended all my powers of description. He loved Miss 
Herbert with all the passionate romantic fervour of a first attach- 
ment; and the reader must ask his own heart, what were the feel- 
ings by which that of Captain — was lacerated. 

I shall content myself with recording one little incident which 
occurred before the family of Sir — left for Italy. I was retiring 
one night to rest, about twelve o'clock, when the startling sum- 
mons of the night-bell brought me again down stairs, accompanied 
by a servant. Thrice the bell rang with impatient violence before 
the door could possibly be opened , and I heard the steps of some 
vehicle let down hastily. 

'* Is Dr. — at home?" inquired a groom , and being answered 
in the affirmative, in a second or two a gentleman leaped from a 
chariot standing at the door, and hurried into the room, whither 
I had retired to await him. He was in a sort of half military tra-^ 
veiling dress. His face was pale, his eye sunk, his hair disordered, 
and his voice thick and hurried. It was Captain -^ , who had been 
absent on a shooting excursion in Scotland, and who had not re- 
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ceWed intelligence of the alarming symptoms disclosed by Miss 
Herbert, till within four days of that which found him at my house, 
on the present occasion , come to ascertain from me the reality of 
the melancholy apprehensions so suddenly entertained by Sir -* 
and the other members of both families. 

**Qracious God! Is there no hope, Doctor!" he inquired 
faintly, after swallowing a glass of wine, which, seeing his ex- 
haustion and agitation , I had sent for. I endeavoured to evade 
giving a direct answer — attempted to divert his thoughts towards 
the projected trip to the Continent — dilated on the soothing, 
balmy climate she would have to breathe — it had done wonders 
for others, &c, — and, in a word, exhausted the stock of ineflScient 
subtet-fuges and palliatives to which all professional men are , on 
such occasions , compelled to resort. Captain — listened to me 
silently , while his eye was fixed on me with a vacant, unobserving 
stare. His utter wretchedness touched me to the soul ; and yet, 
what consolation had I to offer him ! After several profound sighs, 
he exclaimed^ in a flurried tone, **I see how it is. Her fate is 
Gxed — and so is mine ! Would to God — would to God , I had 
never seen or known Miss Herbert! — JFhat will become of us !" 
He rose to go. ** Doctor, forgive me for troubling you so late, but 
really I can rest nowhere! I must gu back to — Hall." I shook 
hands with him , and in a few moments the chariot dashed off. 

Really I can scarcely conceive a more dreadful state of mind 
than that of Captain — , or of any one whose '* heart is in the right 
place ," to use a, homely but apt expression , when placed in such 
wretched circumstances as those above related. To see the death- 
warrant sealed of her a man's soul dotes on — who is the idolized 
object of his holiest , fondest, and possibly^^^ affections ! Yes, 
to see her bright and beautiful form suddenly snatched down into 
*^ utter darkness" by the cold relentless grasp of our common foe 
— ** the desire of our eyes taken away as with a stroke" — may well 
wither one. That man's soul which would not be palsied — pro- 
strated , by such a stroke as this , is worthless , and worse — it is 
a libel on his kind. He cannot love a woman as she should and 
must be loved. But why am I so vehement in expressing my feel- 
ings on this subject? Because, in the course Of my professional 
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intercourse , mj soul has been often sickened with listening to the 
eipression of opposite sentiments* The poor and pitifti] p/nlo- 
sophy — that the word should ever have been so prostituted ! ^ 
which i»jiow sneaking in among us , fostered by foolish lads, and 
men with hollow hearts and barren brains , for the purpose of 
weeding out from the soul's garden its richest and choicest flowers, 
sympathy and sentiment — thit philosophy may possibly prompt 
some reader to sneer over the agonies I have been attempting to 
describe ; but , reader ! do you eschew it — trample on it when- 
ever, wherever you And it, Xor the reptile, though very little, is 
very venomous. 

Captain — 's regiment was ordered to Ireland, and as he found 
it impossible to accompany it, he sold out, and presently followed 
the heart-broken Baronet and his niece to Italy. The delicious cli- 
mate sufficed to kindle and foster for a while that deceitfol ignis 
fatuiu — hope , which always flits before in the gloomy horizon 
of consumptive patients, andMeads them and their friends oi^ — 
and on — and on ~ till it suddenly sinks quivering into their 
grave ! They staid at Naples till the month of July. Miss Herbert 
was sinking, and that with fearful accelerated rapidity. Sir—'s 
health was much impaired with incessant aniiety and watching; 
and Captain — had been several times on the very borders of mad- 
ness. His love for the dear being who could never be his, in- 
creased ten thousand-fold when he found it hopeless ! — Is it not 
always so? 

Aware that her days were numbered. Miss Herbert anxiously 
importuned her uncle to return to England. She wished , she 
said , to breathe her last in her native isle — among the green 
pastures and hills of — shire, and to be buried beside her father 
and mptber. Sir — listened to the utterance of these sentiments 
with a breaking heart. He could see no reason for revising a com- 
pliance with her request; and, accordingly, the latter end of 
August beheld the unhappy family once more at — HalL 

I once saw a very beautiful lily, of rather more than ordinary 
stateliness, whose stem had been snapped by the storm over- 
night; and on entering my garden in the morning, there, alas! 
alas ! lay the pride of ail chaste flowers , pallid and prostrate on the 
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very bed where it iiad a short while before bloomed so sweetly! 
This little circumstance was forcibly recalled to my recollection, 
on seeing Miss Herbert for the first time after her return from the 
Continent. It was in the spacious drawing-room at — Hall , where 
I had before seen her ^ in the evening; and she was reclining on an 
ottoman , which had been drawn towards the large fretted Gothic 
window formerly mentioned. I stole towards it with noiseless 
footsteps; for the hushing, cautioning movements of those present 
warned me that Miss Herbert was asleep. I stood and gazed in 
silence for some moments on the lovely unfortunate — almost 
afraid to disturb her , even by breathing. She was wasted almost 
to a shadow, — attenuated to nearly ethereal delicacy and trans- 
parency. She was dressed in a plain white muslin gown , and 
lying on an Indian shawl y in which she had been enveloped for the 
purpose of being brought down from her bed-chamber. Her small 
foot and ankle were concealed beneath white silk stockings, and 
satin slippers — through which it might be seen how they were 
shrunk from the full dimensions of health. They seemed , in- 
deed, rather the eiquisite chiselling of Canova, the representa- 
tion of recumbent beauty, than flesh and blood, and scarcely 
capable of sustaining even the slight pressure of Miss Herbert's 
wasted frame. The arms and hands were enveloped in long white 
gloves, which fitted very loosely; and her waist, encircled by a 
broad violet-coloured riband, was rather that of a young girl of 
twelve or thirteen , than a fullgrovm woman. But it was her coun- 
tenance — her symmetrical features, sunk, faded, and damp 
with death-dews, and her auburn hair falling in rich matted care- 
less clusters down each side of her alabaster temples and neck; it 
was all this which suggested the bitterest thoughts of blighted 
beauty , almost breaking the heart of the beholder. Perfectly mo- 
tionless and statue-like lay that fair creature , breathing so imper- 
ceptibly , that a rose-leaf might have slept on her lips unflnttered ! 
On an easy-chair, drawn towards the, head of the ottoman, sat 
her uncle , Sir — , holding a white handkerchief in his hand , with 
which he from time to time wiped off the dews which started out 
incessantly on his niece's pallid forehead. It was affecting to see 
his hair changed to a dull iron gray hue; whereas, before he had 



CONSUMPTIOK. 123 

left for the Contineot, it was jet black. His sallow and worn fca- 
tores bore the traces of recent tears* 

And where nottf is the loTer? Where is Captain^? again in* 
quires the reader. He was then at Milan, raving beneath the tor- 
tore^ and delirium of a brain fever, which flung him on his sick- 
bed only the day before Sir — 's family set out for England. Miss 
Herbert had not been told of the circnmstanee till she arrived at 
home; and those who commnnicated the intelligence will never 
undertake such a duty again ! 

After some time , in which we around had maintained perfect 
silence , Miss Herbert gently opened her eyes ; and seeing me sit- 
ting opposite her uncle, by her side, gave me her hand, and, 
with a faint smile, whispered some words of welcome which I 
could not distingnish. 

'''Am I much altered, Doctor, since yon saw me last?" she 
presently in^ired , in a more audible tone. I said I regretted to 
see her so feeble and emaciated. 

*'And does not my poor uncle also look very ill?" inquired 
the poor gitl , eyeing him with a look of sortowf^l fondness. She 
feebly extended her arms, as if for the purpose of putting them 
round his neck , and he seized and kissed them with such fervour, 
that she burst Into tears. '' Tour kindness is killing me, — oh! 
don't, don't!" she murmured. He was so overpowered with his 
emotions, that he abruptly rose and left the room. I then made 
many minute inquiries about the state of her health. I could 
hardly detect any puliation at the wrist, though the blue veins, 
and almost the arteries, I fancied, might be seen meandering 

beneath the transparent skin. 

• •••••• 

My feelings will not allow me, nor would my space, to de- 
scribe every interview I had with her. She sank very rapidly. 
She exhibited all those sudden deceitful rallyings, which in- 
variably agonise consumptive patients and their friends with fruit- 
less hopes of recovery. Oh , how they are clung to ! how hard to 
persuade their fond hearts to relinquish them ! with what despair- 
ing obstinacy wHl they persist in ** hoping against hope!" I re- 
collect one evening, in particular, that her shattered energies 
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were €o onaceoantably revived and collected , her eye grew so ftiU 

and bright, her cheeks were suffosed with so rich a vermilioD, 

her voice soft aod sweet as ever, and her spirits so eihilarated, 

that even / was staggered for a moment; and poor Sir — got so 

excited , that he said to me in a sort of ecstasy , as he accompanied 

me to my carriage, **Ah, Doctor, a phoenix! — Doctor, a 

phoenix! She 's rising from her ashes — ah! ah! She '11 cheat 

yon for once — dariing!''.and he raised his handkerchief to his 

eyes , for they were overflowing. 

• •••••• 

•'Doctor, you're fond of music, I believe; you won't have 
any objection to listen to a little now , will you? — I 'm exactly in 
the mood for it, and it's almost the only enjoyment I have left, 
and Miss B — plays enchaoUngly. Go, love, please, and play a 
mass from Mozart ~ the one we listened to last night," said Miss 
Herbert , on one occasion , about a week after the interview last 
mentioned. Miss B — , who was in tears, immediately rose, 
and took her seat at the piano. She played exquisitely. I held 
one of my sweet patient's hands in mine , as she lay on the sofa, 
with her face turned towards the window, through which the re- 
tiring sunlight was streaming in tender radiance on her wasted 
features, afterf tinting richly the amber-hued groves which were 
visible through the window. I need not attempt to characterise 
the melting music which Miss B — was pouring from the piano. 
I have often thought that there is a sort of spiritual character 
about some of the masses of Mozart, which draws out the greatest 
sympathies of one's nature, striking the deepest and most hidden 
chords of the human heart. On the present occasion, the peeu- 
liar circumstances in which I was placed, — the time, the place, 
the dying angel whose hand was clasped in mine, — disposed me 
to a more intense appreciation of Mozart's music than I had ever 
known before. The soft, soothing, solemn, swelling cadences 
undulated one after another into my full heart, till they forced the 
tears to gush from my eyes. I was utterly overcome. Oh , that 
languishing, heart-breaking music I can never forget! The form 
of Eliza Herbert flits before me to this day when I hear it spoken 
of. I will not listen to any one play it now — though I have ofteu 
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wept sioee on heariog it from Miss B — , to whom Miss Herbert 
beqaeathed her piaoo. But, to retaro: My tears flowed fast; 
and I perceived also the crystal drops oozing through the closed 
eyelids of Miss Herbert. '* Heart-breaking music, is it not, 
Doctor?" she murmured. I could make her no reply. I felt at 
that moment as if I could have laid down my life for her. After a 
long pause. Miss B — continuing all the while playing, Miss 
Herbert sobbed — '^Oh , how I should like to be buried while the 
organ is playing this music ! And hb — he was fond of it , too 1 " 
she continued , with a long shuddering sigh. It was echoed , to 
my surprise, but in a profounder tone, from that quarter of the 
room where the grand piano was placed. It could not have been 
from Miss B — , I felt sure; and, looking towards her, I beheld 
the dim outline of Sir — *s figure leauiog against the piano, with 
his face buried in his white handkerchief. He had stolen into the 
room unperceived; for he had left it half an hour before, in a fit 
of sudden agitation , and after continuing about five minutes, was 
compelled, by his feelings, again to retire. His sigh, and the 
noise he made in withdrawing, had been heard by Miss Herbert. 

** Doctor — Doctor!" she stammered faintly, turning, as 
white as ashes, ** who — who is that?-> what was it?— Oh dear! 
it can never be — no — no — it cannot" — and she suddenly 
fainted. She continued so long insensible, that I began to fear 
it was all over. Gradually, however, she recovered, and was 
carried up to bed , which she did not leave again for a week. 

I mentioned , I think, in a former part of this narrative. Miss 
Herbert's partiality for poetry, and that her readings were con- 
fined to that which was of the highest order. Among the MSS. 
found in her desk, poor girl, after her decease, were many ex- 
tracts from the poets , copied in a beautiful hand , and evincing 
true taste in their selection. She was particularly partial to 
** Thomson's Seasons,'* especially ** Winter," from which she 
transcribed largely. There are also k few unpretending sonnets 
and stanzas of her own ; which , if not of first-rate excellence, 
breathe, nevertheless, the sweetest sentiments of virtue, sim^ 
plicity , and delicacy. If I had been permitted , I should have 
liked ta lay before the reader a little ** Sonnet to a Dead Robin," 
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and '* To a Moss Bose." I have also often heard her, while sitting 
by her bedside, ntter very beautiful thoughts, suggested by the 
bitterness of her own premature fate. All — all are treasured in 
my heart! 

I have not attempted to describe her feelings with referenee to 
Captain—, simply because I cannot do them justice, without, 
perhaps , incurring the reader's suspicions that I am slipping into 
the character of the novelist. She did not know that Captain — 
continued yel at death's door at Milan , for we felt bound to spare 
her feelings. We fabricated a story that he had been summoned 
into Egypt , to inquire after the fate of a brother who had travelled 
thither, and whose fate , we said, was doubtful. Poor girl! she 
believed us at last — and seemed rather inclined to accuse him 
of unkindoess for allowing any thing to withdraw him from her 
side. She never, however, ^/xtr/ any thing directly of this kind. 
It is hardly necessary to say, that Captain — never knew of the 
fiction. I have never, to this day, entirely forgiven myself for 
the part I took in it. 

I found her one morning, wilhi^ a few days of her death, 
wretchedly exhausted both in mind and body. She had passed, 
as usual, a restless night, unsoothed even by the laudanum, 
which had been administered to her in much larger quantities than 
her medical attendants had authorized. It had stupified , without 
at the same time composing and calming her. Poor — poor girt! 
almost the last remains of her beauty had disappeared. There 
was a fearful hollowness in her once lovely and blooming cheeks; 
and her eyes — those bright orbs which had a short while ago 
dazzled and delighted all they shone upon — were now sunk, 
quenched, and surrounded by dark haloes! She lay with her 
head buried deep in the pillow , and her hair folded back , matted 
with perspiration. Her hands — but I caonOl attempt to describe 
her appearance any farther. 

Sir — sat by her bedside , as he had sat all through her illness, 
and was utterly worn out. I occupied the chair allotted to Miss 
B ~, who had just retired to bed, having been up all night. After 
a long silence. Miss Herbert asked very faintly for some tea, 
which was presently brought her , and dropped into her mouth by 
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spoonftils. Soon after, she reriyed a Kttle, and spoke to me, 
but in so low a whisper that I had great difficulty io distinguish- 
iag her words. The exertion of utterance , also , was attended 
with so much evident pain , that I would rather she had continued 
silent. 

*' Laudanum — laudanum — Taudanum , Doctor ! They don*t 
give me enough of laudanum !" she muttered. We made her no 
reply. Presently she began murmuring at intervals somewhat in 
this strain: **Ah — among the Pyramids — loolting at them — 
sketching — ascending them , perhaps — oh ! what if they should 
fall and crush him? Has he found his brother? On his way — 
home — sea — ships — ship." Still we did not interrupt her» for 
her manner indicated only a dim dreamy sort of half-conscious- 
ness. About an h6ar afterwards (why did I linger there , it may 
be asked, when I could do nothing for her, and could ill spare 
the time? I know not — I could not leave her) she again com- 
menced in a low moaning, wandering tone — ** Uncle! What do 
you think? Chatterton — poor melancholy Chatterton , sat by my 
side all night long, in that ciiair wiiere Dr. — is sitting. He died 
of a broken heart — or of my disease , didn't he? Wan — wan — 
sad — cold — ghostly — but so like a poet ! Oh, how he talked ! — 
no one earthly like him ! His voice was like the mysterious music 
of an Eolian harp — so solemn — soft — stealing! — * • He put 
his icy fingers over my lieart, and said it must soon be as cold! 
But he told me not to be afraid, nor weep, because I was dying 
so young — so early. He said I was a young rose-tree , and would 
have the longer to bloom and blossom when he came for me." She 
smiled faintly and sadly. **0b , dear, dear! — I wish I had him 
here again! But he looks very cold and ghostly — never moves — 
nothing rustles — I never hear him come , or go — but I look, 
and there be is ! And I 'm not at all frightened , for he seems 
gentle; but I think he can*t be happy — happy — never smiles, 
never ! — • • Dying people see and hear more than others ! " 

This, I say, is the substance of what she uttered. All she 
said was pervaded by a sad romance, which showed that her soul 
fwas deeply imbued with poetry, 

' * Toll ! — toll ! — toll ! — How solemn ! — White plumes I — 



128 CONSUMPTION. 

while scarfs! -- Hush! — 'Earth to earth' -^ dreadful! It 
is crumbling on my heart! They all go — they leave me all — 
poor, poor Eliza! — they leave me all alone in the cold church. 
HeUlohen walk in the church by himself — his tears will fall on 
the pavement — but I shall not hear him — nor see him ! He will 
ne — ver see me ! Will the organ play , I wonder? It may wake 
me from sleep for a while ! " I listened to all this , and was fit for 
nothing the rest of the day. Again — again I saw her, to let fall 
tears over the withered petals, the blighted blossoms, of early 
beauty ! It wrung my heart to see her little more than a breathing 
corpse. Oh, the gloom — anguish — desolation, diifused 
through — Hall! It could he felt; it oppressed you, on en- 
tering! 

••• On Saturday morning, (the — day of November, 18 — ,) 
I drove down early, having the preceding evening promised tjD 
be there as soon as possible the next day. It was a scowling No- 
vember morning, and my heart sank within me as my chariot 
rattled rapidly along the hard highway towards — Hall. But I 
was TOO LATE. The curtain had fallen , and hid poor Eliza Her- 
bert from this world, for ever! She had expired about half an 
hour before my arrival. 

As I was returning to town, after attending the funeral of Miss 
Herbert, full of bitter and sorrowful thoughts, I met a travelling 
carriage-and-four thundering down (he road. It contained poor 
Captain — , his valet, and a young Italian medical attendant — 
all just returned from the Continent. He looked white and 
wasted. The crape on my hat — my gloves — weepers — mourn- 
ing suit , told all instantly. I was in a moment at his side — for 
he had swooned. 

As lor the disconsolate Baronet, little remains to be said. He 
disposed of — Hall; and, sick of England — ill and irritable — 
he attempted to regain his Indian appointment, but unsuccess- 
fully; so he betook himself to a solitary house belonging to the 
family in — shire; and , in the touching language of one of old, 
*' Went on mourning to the end of his days." 
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CHAPTER X. 

THE SPECTRAL DOG. 

AM ILLDSION. 

The age of ghosts and hobgoblins is gone by, says worthy Dr. 
Hibbert; aod so, after him , says almost every body now-a-days. 
These mysterious visltaDts are henceforth to be resolved into mere 
optical delusions, acting on an excitable fancy — an irritable ner- 
vous temperament; and the report of a real bona fide ghost, or 
apparition , is utterly scouted. Possibly this may not be going too 
far , even though it be in the teeth of some of the most stubborn 
facts that are on record. One , or possibly two , of this character, 
I may perhaps present to the reader on a future occasion ; but at 
present I shall content myself with relating a very curious and in- 
teresting case of acknowledged optical delusion; and I have no 
doubt that many of my medical readers can parallel it with similar 
occurrences within the sphere of their own observation. 

Mr. D — was a clergyman of the Church of England , educated 
at Oxford , — a scholar, ** a ripe and good one ," — a man of re- 
markably acute and powerful understanding; but, according to 
his own account, destitute of even an atom of imagination. He 
was also an exemplary minister ; preached twice , willingly, every 
Sunday, and performed all the other duties of his office with 
zealous fidelity , and to the full satisfaction of his parishioners. 
If any man is less likely to be terrified with ghosts, or has less 
reason to he so t than another, surely it was such a character as 
Mr. D — . 

He had been officiating one Sunday evening for an invalid 
friend, at the latler's church, a few miles distant from London, 
and was walking homewards, enjoying the tranquillity of the 
night, and enlivened by the cheerful beams of the full moon. 
TVhen at about three miles* distance from town, he suddenly heard, 
or fancied he heard immediately behind him, the sound of gasping 
and panting, as of a dog following at his heels, breathless with 
running. He looked round, on both sides; but seeing no dog, 
thought he must have been deceived, and resumed his walk and 

Diary of a Phytician. I, 9 
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meditations. The sound was presently repeated. Again he looked 
roand, but with no better success than before. After a little 
pause , thinking there was something rather odd about it, it sud- 
denly struck him, that what he had heard was nothing more than the 
noise of his own hard breathing, occasioned by the insensibly ac- 
celerated pace at which he was walking , intent upon some subject 
wbich then particularly occupied his thoughts. He had not walked 
more than ten paces farther, when he again heard precisely similar 
sounds; but with a running accompaniment — if I may be allowed 
a. pun — of the pit-pit-pattering of a dog's feet, following dose 
behind his left side. 

''God bless me!" exclaimed Mr. D — aloud, stopping for the 
third time, jsnd looking around in all directions, far and near; 
" why really , that 's very odd — very ! — Surely I could not have 
been mistaken again?" He continued standing still, wiped his 
forehead, replaced his hat on his head, and, with a little' trepi- 
dation , resumed his walk, striking his stout black walking-stick 
on the ground with a certain energy and resoluteness , which suf- 
ficed in re-assuring his own flurried spirits. The next thirty or 
forty paces of his walk, Mr. D — passed over erecUs auribus^ and 
hearing nothing similar to the sounds which had thrice attracted 
bis attention , was relapsing into his meditative mood, when, in 
a few moments, the noise was repeated, apparently from his right 
hand side; and he gave something like a start from the path side 
into the road, on feeling the calf of his leg brushed past — as he 
described it — by the shaggy coat of his invisible attendant. He 
looked suddenly down, and, to his very great alarm and astonish- 
ment, beheld the dim outline of a large Newfoundland dog — of 
a klue colour ! He moved from the spot where he was standing — 
I the phantom followed him — he rubbed bis eyes with his hands, 
shook his head , and again looked ; but there it still was , large as 
a young calf, (to whicli he himself compared it,) and had assumed 
a more distinct and definite form. The colour, however, con- 
tinued the. same, — faint blue. He observed, too, its eyes — 
like dim-decaying fire-coals, as it looked composedly up in his 
face. He poked about his walking-stick, and moved it repeat- 
edly through and through the form of the phantom ; but there it 
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continued — ^ indivisible — impalpable — in short, as much a dog 
as ever, and yet the stick traversing its form in every direction, 
from the tail to the tip of the nose ! Mr. R — hurried on a few 
steps, and again looked, — there was the dog! — Now it is fit 
the reader should be informed, that Mr. D — was a remarkably 
temperate man, and had, that evening, contented himself with 
a solitary glass of port by the bedside of his sick brother; so that 
there was no room for supposing his perceptions to have been dis- 
turbed with liquor. 

''What can it be?" thought he, while his heart knocked 
rather harder than usual against the bars of its prison — '' Oh , it 
must be an optical delusion ~ oh , *i is clearly so! nothing in the 
world else! that 'sail. How odd!" — and he smiled, bethought 
very unconcernedly; but another glimpse of the phantom standing 
by him in blue distinctness instantly darkened his features with 
the hue of apprehension. If it really toof an optical delusion, it 
was the most fixed and pertinacious one he ever heard of I The 
best part of valour is discretion, says Shakspeare, — and in all 
things; so, observing a stage passing by at that moment, to put 
an end to the matter, Mr. D — , with a little trepidation in his tone, 
ordered it to stop; there was just room for one inside: and in 
stepped Mr. D — , chuckling at the cunning fashion after which he 
had succeeded in jockeying his strange attendant. Not feeling 
inclined to talk with the fat woman who sat next him , squeezing 
him most unmercifully against the side of the coach , nor with the 
elderly grazier-looking man fron^ng him , whose large dirty top- 
boots seriously incommoded him, he shut his eyes, that he might 
pursue his thoughts undisturbed. After about five minutes' 
riding, he suddenly opened his eyes — and the first thing that met 
them was the figure of the blue dog, lying stretched , in some un- 
accountable manner, at his feet, half under the seat. 

** I — I — hope TUB DO© does not annoy you. Sir?" inquired 
Ifr. D — , a little flustered, of the man opposite, hoping to discern 
whether the dog chose to be visible to any one else. 

"Sir!" exclaimed the person he addressed, starting from a 
kind of dose, and staring about in the bottom of the coach. 

*'Lord, Sir!" echoed the woman beside him. 

9» 
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** A D0&, Sir, did you say?" inquired all in a breath. 

*' Oh , — nothing — nothings I assure you. 'T is a little mis- 
take," replied Mr. D— , Tvith a faint smile; '*! — I thought — 
in short, I find I 've been dreaming; and I 'm sure I beg pardon 
for disturbing you." Every one in the coach laughed, except Mr. 
I) — , whose eyes continued riveted on the dim blue outline of the 
dog , lying motionless at his feet. He was now certain that he was 
suffering from an optical illusion of some sort or other, and endea- 
voured to prevent his thoughts from running into an alarmed 
channel, by striving to engage his faculties with iht philosophy of 
the thing. He could make nothing out, however ; and the Q. E. D. 
of his thinkings startled him not a little, when it came in the 
shape of the large blue dog, leaping at his heels out of the coach, 
when he alighted. Arrived at home , he lost sight of the phantom 
during the time of supper and the family devotions. As soon as 
he had extinguished his bed-room candle, and got into bed, he 
was nearly leaping out again , on feeling a sensation as if a large 
dog had jumped on that part of the bed where his feet lay. He 
J'elt its pressure ! He said he was inclined to rise, and make it a 
subject of special prayer to the Deity ! Mi^. D — asked him what 
was the matter with him? for he became very cold, and shivered 
a little. He easily quieted her with saying he felt a little chilled; 
and , as soon as she was fairly asleep , he got quietly out of bed, 
and walked up and down the room. Wherever he moved , he 
beheld, by the moonlight through the window, the dim dusky 
outline of the dog , following wherever he went ! Mr. D — opened 
the windows, he did not exactly know why, and mounted the 
dressing-table for that purpose. On looking down before be 
leaped on the floor, there was the dog waiting for him, squatting 
composedly on his haunches! There was no standing this any 
longer, thought Mr. D — , delusion or no delusion ; so he ran to the 
bed — plunged beneath the clothes , and , thoroughly frightened, 
dropt at length asleep, his head under cover all night ! On waking 
in the morning, he thought it must have been all a dream about 
the dog, for it had totally disappeared with the daylight. When 
an hour's glancing in all directions had convinced him that the 
phantom was really no longer visible , he told the whole to Mrs. 
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D~, aod made very merry with her fears ~ for she would haye 
it, that is was ** something superoatural , " aod, good lady! 
**]fr. D— might depeod upon it, the thing had its errand I" Four 
times subsequent to this did Mr. D— see the spectral visitant — 
no wise altered either in its manner, form, or colour. It was 
always late in the evenings when he observe^ it, and generally 
when he was alone. — He was a man extensively acquainted with 
physiology ; but felt utterly at a loss to what derangement of what 
part of the animal economy to refer it. So , indeed , was I — for 
he came to consult me about it. He was with me once during the 
presence of the phantom. I eiamioed his eyes with a candle , to 
see whether the interrupted motions of the irides indicated any 
sudden alteration of the functions of the optic nerve; but the 
pupils contracted and dUated with perfect regularity. One thing, 
however, was certain , — his stomach had been latterly a little out 
of order; and every body knows the intimate connexion between 
its functions and the nervous system. But why he should see 
spectra — why they should assume and retain the figure of a dog, 
and of such an uncanine colour too — and why it should so per- 
tinaciously attach itself to him , and be seen precisely the same, 
at the various intervals after which it made its appearance — and 
why he should hear, or imagine he heard it utter sounds, — all 
these questions I am as unable to answer as Mr. D— was , or as, 
possibly, the reader will be. He may account for it in whatever 
way his ingenuity may enable him. I have seen and known other 
cases of spectra , not unlike the one above related; and great 
alarm and horror have they excited in the breasts of persons blessed 
with less firmness and good sense than Mr. D— displayed. 



A perusal of the foregoing narrative occasioned its corrobora- 
tion, by the following account of a similar spectrum , seen by one 
of my scientific friends. As the reader will doubtless consider it 
interesting, I here subjoin the letter from my friend. 
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Blackhkath, December ±93^ 
Mt dear Sir, — Though the ** Spectral Dog" is somewhat 
laughable , in quality of tailpiece to the melancholy — the truly 
sorrowful narrative immediately preceding it, I have read it with 
nearly equal interest, because it forcibly reminds me of a similar 
incident In my own life. 

In my early days , I was , as you have often heard me say , an 
infatuated searcher after the philosopher's stone ! I then resided 
near Bristol ; and had a back parlour fitted up according to my 
fancy, in a very gloomy style. I soon filled it with the apparatus 
of my craft, — crucibles, furnace, retorts, drc. Ac. 4rc. without 
end. I never allowed the light of day to dissipate the myste- 
rious gloom which pervaded my laboratory ; but had an old Roman 
lamp, suspended from the ceiling, kept continually burning, 
night and day. I had three different locks on the door; and took 
such precautions as enabled me to satisfy myself, than no one 
ever entered the room for nearly three years, except a singular and 
enthusiastic old man, who first inspired me with my madness, as I 
may well call it. — You know too well, my dear Sir, how niuch of 
my little fortune was frittered away in running after that ridicu- 
lous Will 0* the Wisp. But to my tale. 

One Sunday evening, after dining hastily at five o'clock, I took 
my candle in my hand , aod hurried back to my laboratory, which 
I had quitted only half an hour |)efore, for dinner. On unlocking 
the door, and entering, to my equal alarm and astonishment, I 
distinctly saw the figure of a little old stooping woman , in a red 
cloak , and with a very pale face. She stood near the fire-place, 
and leaned with both hands on a walking-stick. I was nearly 
letting fall the candlestick I held. However, I contrived to set it 
down pretty steadily on the table, which stood between my myste- 
rious guest and me, and spoke to her. I received no answer. The 
figure did not move — nay, it did not even look at me. I stamped 
with my foot — I knocked my knuckles on the table — I shook it 
with both my hands — I called out to the old woman, — but in 
vain ! A bottle of spirits ~ brandy , if I recollect right — and a 
wine glass, stood on a shelf of the cupboard , which was close at 
my elbow. I poured out a glassful, and drank it. Still the figure 
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conUoued there, standing before ipe as distinct, as motionless 
as e?er. I began to snspeet it was merely an ocular spectrum. I 
rubbed my eyes , I pushed them inward with my fingers , till cor- 
ruseations of light seemed to flash from them. But when I 
directed them again towards tlie spot where the apparition had 
stood, there it still was! I wallted up to her somewhat falteringly. 
She stood exactly in the way of my arm-chair , as though she were 
on the point of sitting down upon it. I actually walked clean 
THKOuefi the figure, and sat down. After a few moments, I 
opened my eyes, (which I had closed on sitting down,} and behold, 
the figure stood fronting me , about six feet off! I rose — ft 
moved farther off; I lifted up my right arm in a threatening 
manner — so did the figure ; I raised my other arm — so did the 
old woman ; I moved towards her — she retreated , all the while 
never once looking at me. She got towards the spot where I had 
formerly stood; and so the table. was once more between us. I 
got more agitated than ever; but, when the figure began to 
approach me in a direct line , walking apparently right through 
the table, even as the Israelites through the Red Sea , I <luite lost 
my presence of mind. A giddiness , or sickness , came over me, 
and, sinking into my seat, I fainted. When I recovered, the 
spectre had disappeared. 

I have never. since seen it, nor any thing similar. Such spectra 
are by no means rare among studious men, if of an irritable, ner- 
vous temperament, and an imaginative turn. I know a learned 
Baronet , who has his study sometimes crowded with them ; and 
he never feels so much at home , as when surrounded by these 
airy spirits ! 

Tou may make any use you like of (his letter. I am , my dear 
Sir, ever faithfully yours, 

W. 6. 
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CHAPTER XL 

THE FORGER. 

A GROOM , ID plain livery , left a card at my house , one tfter- 
ooon during my absence , on which was the name , '*Mr. Gloo- 
CBSTKR, No. -", RseBNT Street;" and in pencil, the words-— 
'* Will thank Dr. — to call this evening." As my red book was 
lying on the table at the time, I looked in it, from mere casual 
curiosity, to see whether the name of ^'Gloucester" appeared 
there — but it did not. I concluded, therefore, that my new 
patient must be a recent comer. About six o'clock that evening, 
I drove to Regent Street, sent in my card , and was presently 
ushered by the man-servant into a spacious apartment, somewhat 
showily furnished. The^ mild retiring sunlight of a July evening 
was diffused over the room; and ample crimson window-curtains, 
half drawn, mitigated the glare of the gilded picture-frames which 
hung in great numbers round the walls. There was a large round 
table in the middle of the room, covered with papers, magazines, 
books, cards, a^c; and, in a word, the whole aspect of things 
indicated the residence of a person of some fashion and fortune. 
On a side-table lay several pairs of boxing-gloves , foils , &c. The 
object of my visit, Mr. Gloucester, was seated on an elegant 
ottoman, in a pensive posture, with his head leaning on his hand, 
which rested on the table. He was engaged with the newspaper 
when I was announced. He rose , as I entered , politely — I 
should rather say obsequiously — handed me a chair, and then 
resumed his seat on the ottoman. His countenance was rather 
pleasing, fresh-coloured, with regular features, and very light 
auburn hair, which was adjusted with a sort of careless fashionable 
negligence. I may perhaps be laughed at by some for noticing 
such an apparently insignificant circumstance ; but the observant 
humour of my profession must sufficiently account for my detect- 
ing the fact, that his hands were not those of a bom and bred 
gentleman — of one who , as the phrase is , *' has never done any 
thing" in his life; but they were coarse, large, and clumsy-look- 
ing. As for his demeanour also, there was a constrained and 
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over-aniious display of politeness — ao assumption of fashionable 
ease and indifference, that sat iU on him, lilce a court dress 
fastened on a vnigar fellow. He spoke with a would-be jaunty, 
free-and-easy, small swagger sort of air, and changed at times 
the tones of his voice to an offensive cringing softness, which, I 
dare say, he toolc to be vastly insinuating. All these little circuip- 
stances, put together, prepossessed me with a sudden feeling of 
dislike to the mad. These sort of people are a great nuisance to 
one ; since there is no knowing exactly how to treat them. After 
some hurried expressions of civility, Mr. Gloucester informed me 
that he had sent for me on account of a deep depression of spirits, 
to which he was latterly subject. He proceeded to detail many o{ 
the symptoms of a disordered nervous system. He was tormented 
with vague apprehensions of impending calamity; could not divest 
himself of an unaccountable trepidation of manner, which, by 
attracting observation , seriously disconcerted him on many oc- 
casions; felt incessantly templed to the commission of suicide; 
loathed society; disrelished his former scenes of amusement; had 
lost his appetite; passed restless nights; and was disturbed with 
appalling dreams. His pulse, tongue, countenance, ^c. corro- 
borated the above statement of his symptoms. I asked him 
whether any thing unpleasant had occurred in his family? — no- 
thing of the kind. Disappointment in an affaire du cceur? — Oh, 
no. Unsuccessful at play? — By no means — he did not play. 
Well — had he any source of secret annoyance which could ac- 
count for his present depression? He coloured , seemed embar- 
rassed , and apparently hesitating whether or not he should com- 
municate to me what weighed on bis spirits. He, however, seeme<f 
determined to keep me in ignorance ; and with some alteration ot 
manner, said suddenly, that it was only a constitutional nervous- 
ness — his family were all so ; and he wished to know whether it 
was in the power of medicine to relieve him. I replied, that I 
would certainly do all that lay in my power, but that he most not 
expect any sudden and miraculous effect from the medicines I 
might prescribe; that I saw clearly he had something on Ms mind 
which oppressed his spirits; that he ought to go iuto cheerful so- 
eiety — he sighed; seek change of air — that, he said) waS| 
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under circumstatices , impossible. I rose to go. He gave me 
two guineas, and begged me to call the next eyeniDg. I left, not 
koowing'what to make of him. To tell the plain truUi, I began 
to suspect that he was neither more nor less than a systematic 
London sharper — a gamester — a hanger-on about town — and 
that he had sent for me in consequence of some of those sudden 
alternations of fortune to which the lives of such men are subject. 
I was by no means anxious for a prolonged attendance on him. 

About the same time next evening I pafd him a second visit. 
He was stretched on the ottoman , enveloped in a gaudy dressing* 
gown, with his arms folded on his breast, and his right foot hanging 
over the side of the ottoman , and dangling about, as if in search 
of a stray slipper. 1 did not like tills elaborately careless and con- 
ceited posture. A decanter or two, with some wine glasses, stood 
on the table. He did not rise on my entering, but, with a languid 
air, begged me to be seated in a chair opposite to him. '*Good 
evening , Doctor — good evening " said he , in a low and hurried 
tone; **I'm glad you are come, for if you had not, I'm sure I 
don't know what I should have done. I 'm deucedly low to- 
night." 

**Have you taken the medicines I prescribed, Mr. Gloucester?" 
I inquired, feeling his pulse, which fluttered irregularly, indicating 
a high degree of nervous excitement. He had taken most of the 
physic I had ordered , he said , but without perceiving any effect 
from it. *'In fact, Doctor," he continued, starting from his 
recumbent position to his feet, and walking rapidly three or four 
paces to and fro — **d — n me if I know what 's come to me. I feel 
as if I could cut my throat." I insinuated some quesUons, for the 
purpose of ascertaining whether there was any hereditary tendency 
to insanity in his family; but it would not. do. *'He saw," be 
said , '* what I was driving at" but I was * ' on a wrong scent." 

'*Come, come, Doctor! after all there 's nothing like t0£n« for 
low spirits, is there? D~e, Doctor, drink, drink. Only taste 
that daret; " — and, after pouring out a glass for me , whfch ran 
over the brim on the table— his hand was so unsteady — he in- 
stantly gulped down two glasses himself. There was a vulgar 
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offeasive familiarity In his manner, from which I fielt inclined to 
stand off; but I thought it better to conceal my feelings. I was 
removing my glove from my right hand , and putting my hat and 
sticic on the table , when , seeing a thin slip of paper lying on the 
spot where I intended to place them — apparently a bill or pro- 
missory-note — I was going to hand it over to Mr. Gloucester; 
but, to my astonishment, he suddenly sprang towards me, 
snatched from me the paper, with an air of ill-disguised alarm, 
and crumpled it up into his pocket , saying hurriedly — *' Ha, ha. 
Doctor! — this same little bit of paper — didn't see the name^ eh? 
'T is the bill of an extravagant young friend of mine , whom I \e 
just come down a cool hundred or two for; and it wouldn't be the 
handsome thing to let his name appear — ha — you understand?" 
He stammered confusedly, directing to me as anxious, sudden, 
and penetrating a glance as I ever encountered. 1 felt excessively 
uneasy, and inclined to take my departure instantly. My suspi- 
cions were now confirmed — I was sitting familiarly with a swindler 
— a gambler — and the bill he was so anxious to conceal, was evi- 
dently wrung from one of his ruined dupes. My demeanour was 
instantly firozen over with t^e most distant and frigid civility. I 
begged him to be reseated , and allow m^ to put a very few more 
questions to him, as I was in great haste. I was thus engaged, 
when a heavy knock was heard at the outer door. Though there 
was nothing particular in it, Mr. Gloucester started , and turned 
pale. In a few moments I heard the sound of altercation — the 
door of the room in which we sat was presently opened , and two 
men entered. Recollecting suddenly a similiar scene in my own 
early history, I feU faint. There was no mistaking the character 
or errand of the two fellows, who now walked up to where we were 
sitting: they were two sullen Newgate myrmidons, and — gracious 
God ! — had a warrant to arrest Mr. Gloucester , for Forgert ! I 
rose from my chair, and staggered a few paces, I knew not whither. 
I could scarcely preserve myself from falling on the floor. Mr. 
Gloucester , as soon as he caught sight of the officers, fell back on 
the ottoman — suddenly pressed his hand to his heart — turned 
pale as death , and gasped , breathless with horror — 
** Gentlemen — what — what — - do you want hercJP" 
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** Isn't your name E— T— ?" asked the elder of the two, coolly 
and unconcernedly. 

<» N — — nay name is Glou— ces — ter," stammered the wretched 
young man , almost inaadibly. 

*^ Gloucester, eh? — oh, ho! — none of that there sort of 
blarney! Come, my kiddy — caged at last, eh? We 've been long 
arter you , and now you must be oflF with us directly. Here 's your 
passport," said one of the officers , pointing to the warrant. The 
young man uttered a deep groan, and sank senseless on the sofa. 
One of the officers, I cannot conceive how, was acquainted with 
my person ; and , taking off bis hat, said, in a respectful tone, -^ 
*^ Doctor, you'll bring him to his wits again, an't'please you — 
We mmt have him off directly! " Though myself but a trifle re- 
moved from the state in which he lay stretched before me, I did 
what I could to restore him , and succeeded at length. I unbut- 
toned his shirt-collar , dashed in his face some water brought by 
his man-servant, who now stood looking on shivering with affright 
— and endeavoured to calm his agitation by such soothing expres- 
sions as 1 could command. 

"Oh, Doctor, Doctor! what a horrid dream it was! — Are 
they gone? — are they?" he inquired , without opening his eyes, 
and clasping my hand in his , which was cold as that of a corpse. 

** Come , come — none of these here tantrums — you must ojf 
at once — that 's the long and short of it," said an officer, approach- 
ing, and taking from his coat-pocket a pair of handcuffs, at sight 
of which , and of a large horse-pistol projecting from his breast- 
pocket, my very soul sickened. 

** Oh , Doctor , Doctor ! — save me ! save me I " groaned their 
prisoner, clasping my hands with convulsive energy. 

" Come — curse your cowardly snivelling ! — Why can't you 
behave like a man , now, eh ? — Come ! — Off with this peacock's 
covering of yours — it was never made for the like of you^ I 'm 
sure — and put on a plain coat, and off to cage like a sensible bird," 
said one of the two , proceeding to remove the dressing-gown very 
roughly. 

♦*0h! my God — oh! my God — have mercy on me! — Oh, 
strike me dead at onpe!" nearly shrieked their prisoner, falling 
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en his knees on the floor, and glaring towards the ceiling with an 
almost maniac eye. 

'' I hope you Ml not treat your prisoner with unnecessary seve- 
rity ,** said I , seeing them disposed to be very unceremonious. 

'*No — not by no manner of means, if as how he behaves him- 
self," replied one of the men, respectfully. Mr. Gloucester's 
dressing-gown was quickly removed, and his body-coat — himself 
perfectly passive the while — drawn on by his bewildered servant, 
assisted by one of the officers. It was nearly a new coat, cut in 
the very extreme of the latest fashion, and contrasted strangely 
with the disordered and affrighted air of its wearer. His servant 
placed his hat on his head, and endeavoured to draw on his gloves 
— showy sky-coloured kid. He was standing with a stupilied air, 
gazing vacantly at the officers, when he started suddenly to the 
window , manifestly with the intention of leaping out! 

*' Ha, ha ! that *s your game, my lad, is it?" coolly exclaimed 
one of the officers , as he snatched him back again with a vice-like 
grasp of the collar. **Now, since that *s the sport you 're for, why, 
you must be content to wear these little bracelets for the rest of 
your journey. It 's your own seeking, my lad; for I didn't mean 
to have used them, if as how you 'd only behaved peaceably; " and 
in an instant the young man's hands were locked together in the 
handcuffs. It was sickening to see the frantic efforts — as if he 
would have severed his hands from the wrists — he made to burst 
the handcuffs. 

" Take me — to Hell, if you choose ! " he gasped, in a hoarse, 
hollow tone, sinking into a chair, utterly exhausted, while one of 
the officers was busily engaged rummaging the drawers, desks, Ac. 
in search of papers. When he had concluded his search, Oiled his 
pockets, and buttoned his coat, the two approached, and told him 
to rise and accompany them. 

**Now, covey! are you for a rough or a quiet passage, eh?" 
said one of them, seizing him not very gently by the collar. He 
received no answer. The wretched prisoner was more dead than 
alive. 

^' I hope you have a hackney-coach in waiting, and don't in- 
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tend to drag the young man through the streets, on foot?" I 
inquired. 

*' Why, true, true, Doctor — it mighthe as well for us all; but 
who 's to stump up for it?" replied one of the o£Bcers. I gave him 
five shilliogs, and the servant was instantly despatched for a hack- 
ney-coach. While t^ey were waiting its arrival , conceiving I 
could not be of any use to Mr. Gloucester , and not choosing to 
be seen leaving the house with two police-officers and a hand- 
cuffed prisoner , I took my departure , and drove home in such a 
state of agitation as I have never experienced before or since. The 
papers of the next morning explained all. The' young man * ' living 
in Regent Street, in first rate style," who had summoned me to 
visit him, had committed a series of forgeries, for the last eighteen 
months, to a great amount, and with so much secrecy and dex- 
terity , as to have > till then , escaped detection ; and had for the 
last few months, been enjoying the produce of his skilful villany in 
the style I witnessed , passing himself off, in the circles where he 
associated , under the assumed name of Gloucester. The imme- 
diate cause of his arrest was forging the acceptance of an eminent 
mercantile house to a bill of exchange for 45/. Poor fellow! it 
was short work with him afterwards. He was arraigned at the 
next September sessions of the Old Bailey — the case clearly 
proved against him — he offered no defence — was found guilty, 
and sentenced to death. Shortly after this, while reading the 
papers one Saturday morning, at breakfast, my eye lit on the 
usual gloomy annunciation of the Recorder's visit to Windsor, and 
report to the King in Council of the prisoners found guilty at the 
last Old Bailey Sessions — '^all of whom," the paragraph con^ 
eluded , ^* his Majesty was graciously pleased to respite during his 
royal pleasure , except £— T— , on whom the law is left to take 
its course, next Tuesday morning." 

Transient and any thing but agreeable as had been my intimacy 
with this miserable young man , I could not read this intelligence 
with indifference. He whom I had so very lately seen surrounded 
with the life-bought luxuries of a man of wealth and fashion , was 
nowshivering the few remaining hours of his life in the condemned 
cells of Newgate! The next day (Sunday) I entertained a party of 
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friends at my house to dinner; to which I was just sittkigdown 
when one of the servants pot a note into my hand , of which the 
following is a copy : — 

'*The Chaplain of Newgate has been earnestly requested by 
£ — T-~, (the young man sentenced to suffer for forgery next 
Tuesday morning,) to present his humble respects to Doctor — , 
and solicit the favour of a visit from him in the course of to-morrow 
(Monday). The unhappy convict, Mr. — believes, has something 
on his mind, which he is anxious to communicate to Dr. ~ . 

''Newgate, September %%, \%%^ r 

I felt it impossible, after perusing this note, to enjoy the com- 
pany I had invited. What on earth could the culprit have to say 
to me? — what unreasonable request might he put me to the pain 
of refusing? — ought I to see him at all? — were questions which 
I incessantly proposed to myself during the evening, but felt 
unable to answer. I resolved, however, at last, to afford him the 
desired interview, and be at the cell of Newgate in the course of 
the next evening, unless my professional engagements prevented 
me. About six o'clock , therefore , on Monday , after fortifying 
myself with a few extra glasses of wine — for why should I hesitate 
to acknowledge, that I apprehended much distress and agitation 
from witnessing so unusual a scene? — I drove to the Old Bailey, 
drew up opposite the Governor's house , and was received by him 
very politely. He despatched a turnkey to lead me to the cell 
where my late patient, the soi-disant Mr. Gloucester, was immured 
in chilling expectancy of his fate. 

Surely Horror has appropriated those gloomy regions for her 
peculiar dwelling-place I Who that has passed through them once, 
can ever forget the long , narrow , lamp-lit passages^ — the se- 
pulchral silence, save where the ear is startled with the clangour 
of iron doors closing harshly before and behind — the dimly seen 
spectral tignre of the prison patrol gliding along witli loaded blun- 
derbuss — and the chilling consciousness of being surrounded by 
so many fiends in human shape -*■ inhaling the foul atmosphere c) 
all the concentrated misery and guilt of the metropolis I My heart 
leaped within me to listen even to my own echoing footfalls : and I 
felt several times inclined to return without fulfilling the purpose 
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of my visit. My YacilJatioD , however, was abruptly pat an end 
to by my guide exclaimlDg, ''Here we are, Sir." While he was 
unbarring the cell door, I begged him to continue at the outside of 
the door during the few moments of my interview with the convict. 

''Holloa ! young man ! — Within there ! — Here 's Dr. — come 
to see you!" said the turnkey, hoarsely, as he ushered me in. 
The cell was small and gloomy ; and a little lamp , lying on the 
table, barely sufficed to show me the persons of the culprit, and 
an elderly, respectable-looking man, muffled in a drab great-coat, 
and sitting gazing in stupified silence on the prisoner. Great God, 
it was his Father ! He did not seem conscious of my entrance ; 
but his son rose , and feebly asked me how I was , muttered a few 
words of thanks , sank again — apparently overpowered by his 
feelings — into his seat , and fixed his eyes on a page of the Bible, 
which was lying open before him. A long silence ensued; for 
none of us seemed either able or inclined to talk. I contemplated 
the two with feelings of lively interest. How altered was the young 
culprit before me, from the gay **Mr. Gloucester," whom I had 
visited in Regent Street I His face had now a ghastly , cadaverous 
hue; his hair was matted, with perspiration, over his sallow fore- 
head; his eyes were sank and bloodshot, and seemed incapable 
of distinguishing the print to which they were directed. He was 
dressed in a plain suit of mourning, and wore a simple black stock 
round his neck. How I shuddered, when I thought on the rude 
hands which were soon to unloose it! Beside him, on the table, 
lay a white pocket-handkerchief, completely saturated, either 
with tears, or wiping the perspiration from his forehead, and a 
glass of water, with which he occasionally moistened his parched 
lips. I knew not whether he was more to be pitied than his 
wretched, heart-broken father. The latter seemed a worthy , re- 
spectable person, (he wasan industrious tradesman in the country,) 
with i few thin grey hairs scattered over his otherwise bald head, 
and sat with his hands closed together, resting on his knees, 
gafing on his doomed son with a lack-lustre eye, which , together 
with his anguish-worn features , told eloquently of his safferings ! 

''Well, Doctor! " exclaimed the young man, at length, dosing 
the Bible, "I have now read that blessed chapter to the end; and, 
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I thank God, I think l/eeiiU — But now, let me thank yott, 
Doctor, for your good and kind attention to my request. I have 
something particular to say to you , but it must be in prirate /' he 
continued, looking significantly at his father, as though be wished 
him to take the hint, and withdraw for a few moments. Alast 
the heart-broken parent understood him not , but continued with 
his eyes riveted, vacantly, as before. 

*' We mtiH be left alone for a moment," said the young man, 
rising and stepping to the door. Ue knocked, and when it was 
opened, whispered the turnkey to remove his father gently, and 
let him wait outside for an instant or two. The man entered for 
that purpose , and the prisoner took hold tenderly of his father's 
band , and said , '' Dear — dear father ! — you must leave me for 
a moment, while I speak in private to this gentleman;" at the 
same time endeavouring to raise him from the chair. 

** Oh ! yes — yes — What? — Of course," stammered the old 
man, with a bewildered air, rising; and then, as it were wilha 
sudden gush of full returning consciousness, flung his arms round 
bis son, folded him convulsively to his breast, and groaned — 
*' Oh, my son, my poor son ! " Even the iron visage of the turnkey 
seemed darkened with a transient emotion , at this heart-breaking 
scene. The next moment we were left alone ; but it was some 
time before the culprit recovered from the agitation occasioned 
by the sudden ebullition of his father's feelings. 

" Doctor ," he gasped at length , * * we 've but a few — very few 
moments, and I have much to say. God Almighty bless you," 
squeezing my hands convulsively , *^for this kindness to a guilty, 
unworthy wretch like me; and the business I wanted to see you 
about is sad , but short. I have heard so much of your goodness, 
Doctor, that I 'm sure you won't deny me the only favour I shall 
ask." 

*' Whatever is reasonable and proper, if it lie in my way, I 
shall certainly" — said I, anxiously waiting to see the nature of 
the communication he seemed to have to make to me. 

**Thankyou, Doctor; thank you. It is only this — in a word 
— guilty wretch that I am ! — I have " — he trembled violently — 
*' seduced a lovely , but poor girl I -^ God forgive me I — And — » 

Diary of a Physician. I. JO 
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iod — : she is qow — ofiarly oo the verge of her cor^finement / ** He 
snddealy covered his foce with his handlierchief , and sobbed bit- 
terly for some moments. Presently he resumed — **Aliis! she ^ 
knows me not by my real name; so that, when she reads the ac- * 
connt of — of — my eiecation in the papers of Wednesday — she 
won't know it is her Edward ! Nor does she know me by the name 
I bore in Regent Street. She is not at all acquainted with my 
frightful situation ; but she mt^f be, when all is over I Now, dear 
kind, good Doctor,*' he continued, shaking from head to foot, 
and grasping my hand , *' do , for the love of God , and the peace 
of my dying moments, promise me that you will see her, (she 
lives at — ;) visit her in her confinement, and gradually break the 
news of my death to her; and say my last prayers will be for her, 
and thsX my Maker may forgive me for her ruin ! You will find In 
this little bag a sum of 30/. , — the last I have on earth. I beg 
you will take five guineas for your own fee, and give the rest to 
my precious — my ruined Mary ! " He fell down on his knees, and 
folded his arms round mine , in a supplicating attitude. My tears 
fell on him, as he looked up at me. ** Oh , God be thanked for 
these blessed tears ! — they assure me you will do what I ask — 
may I believe you will?" 

** Yes — yes -^ yes, young man ," I replied with a quivering 
lip; 'Mtisa painful task; but I will do it — give her the money, 
and add ten pounds to the thirty, should it be necessary." — 
**0h. Doctor, depend on it, God will bless you and yours for 
ever, for this noble conduct! — And now I have one thing more 
to ask — yes — one thing" — he seemed choked — "Doctor, 
your skill will enable you to inform me — I wish to know — is — 
the death I must die to-morrow" — he put his hand to his neck, 
and shaking like an aspen leaf, sank down again into the chair 
from which he had risen — '*is hanging — a painful — a te- 
dious — " He could utter no more , nor could I answer him. 

'^Do not," I replied, after a pause, **do not put me to the 
torture of listening to questions like these. Pray to your merciful 
God; and, rely on it, po one ever prayed sincerely in vain. The 
thief on the cross —" I faltered ; then feeling, that iff continued 
in the cell a moment longer, I should faint, I rose, and shook 
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the joong man's eold bands; he could not speak, bat sobbed and 
gasped coDvnlsif ely ^ and in a few moments I was driving home. 
As soon as I was seated in my carriage, I conld restrain my feel- 
ings no longer, bat barst into a flood of tears. I prayed to God I 
might never be called to pass through such a bitter and aiilicting 
scene again , lo the latest hour I breathed ; I ought to have visited 
several patients that evening, but finding myself utterly unfit, I 
sent apologies and went home. My sleep in the night was troubled ; 
the distorted image of the convict I had been visiting flitted in hor- 
rible shapes round my bed all night long. An Irresistible and most 
morbid restlessness and oviosity took possession of me, to wit- 
ness the end of this young man. The first time the idea presented 
itself, it sickened me; I revolted from it. How my feelings 
changed, I know not; but I rose at seven o'clock, and, without 
hinting it to any one, put on a great-coat, slouched my hat over 
my eyes , and directed my hurried steps towards the Old Bailey. 
I got into one of the houses immediately opposite the gloomy gal- 
lows, and took my station, with several other visitors, at the 
window. They were conversing on the subject of the execution, 
and unanimously execrated the sanguinary severity of the laws 
which could deprive a young man, such as the said E — T — was, 
of his life , for an offence of merelf civil criminality. Of course, 
I did not speak. It was a wretched morning; a drixzUng shower fell 
incessantly. The crowd was not great , but conducted themselves 
most indecorously. Even the female portion — by far the greater 
— occasionally vociferated joyously and boisterously, as they re- 
cognised their jic^uaintance among the crowd. At length, St. 
Sepulchre's bell tolled the hour of eight — gloomy herald of many 
a sinner's entrance into eternity ; and as the last chimes died away 
on the ear , and were succeeded by the muffled tolling of the pri- 
son bell, which I could hear with agonizing distinctness, I caught 
a glimpse of the glistening gold-tipped wands of the two under- 
sheriffs, as they took their station under the shed at the foot of the 
gallows. In a few moments, the Ordinary, and another grey- 
haired gentleman, made their appearance; and between them was 
the unfortunate criminal. He ascended the steps with consider* 
able firtnness* His arms were pinioned before and behind; and 

10* 
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when be stood on the gallows , I coald hear the exciamatioosofthe 
crowd — "Lord, Lord! what a fine young man! Poor fellow!" 
He was dressed in a suit of respectable mourning , and wore black 
kid gloves. His light hair had evidently been adjusted with some 
care, and fell in loose curls over each side of his temples. His 
countenance was much as I saw it on the preceding evening — fear- 
fully pale ; and his demeanour was much more composed than I 
bad expected , from what I had witnessed of his agitation in the 
condemned cell. He bowed twice ^ery low , and rather formally, 
to the crowd around — gave a sudden and ghastly glance at the 
beam over his head, from which the rope was suspended, and 
then suffered the executioner to place him on the precise spot 
which he was to occupy, and prepare him for death. I was shocked 
at the air of sullen , brutal indifference , with which the hangman 
loosed and removed his neckerchief, which was white, and tied 
with neatness and precision — dropped the accursed noose over 
his head , and adjusted it round the bare — the creeping neck — 
and could stand it no longer. I staggered from my place at the 
window to a distant part of the room, dropped into a chair, shut 
my eyes, closed my tingling ears with my fingers, and, with a 
hurried aspiration for God's mercy towards the wretched young 
crindinal , who , within a very few yards of me , was perhaps that 
instant surrendering his life into the hands which gave it^ con- 
tinbed motionless for some minutes, till the noise made by the^ 
persons at the window , in leaving, convinced me all was over. I 
rose and followed them down stairs; worked my way through the 
crowd , without daring to elevate my eyes , lest they should en- 
counter the suspended corpse; threw myself into a coach, and 
hurried home. I did not recover the agitation produced by this 
scene for several days. — This was the end of a Forobr! 

In conclusion , I may just inform the reader, that I faithfully 
executed the commission with which he had intrusted me, and a 
bitter, heart-rending business it was ! 
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CHAPTER XIL 

A MAN ABOUT TOWN. 

[The London Medical Gazette having, io somewhat aneoiirtlf 
terms, preferred an accusatioD of plagiarism against the original 
writer of this Diary — with reference to the citation (in the case 
**Intnguing and Madness") of the passage from Shalispeare, af- 
firming memory to be the test of madness, (''Bring me to the 
test/' <|rC.;) — asserting, in downright terms , that the iliustra* 
tion in qoestion was ** borrowed without scruple or aoknowlod^ 
ment, from Sir Henry Halford," — and was '* truly a little too 
barefaced ; " — the Editor of these passages simply assures the 
reader, that, from circumstances, this is impossible; and the 
reader would know it to be so, could these circumstances be com- 
municated consistently with the Editor's present purposes. And 
farther, the Editor immediately wrote to Sir Henry Halford, dis- 
proving the truth of the assertion in the Medical Gazette , and has 
received a note from Sir Henry , stating his '* perfect satisfaction " 
with the explanation given. The other allegations contained in the 
article in question, are not such as to require an answer. 
LoKDOff , November 12, 1830.] 



I hate humbug, and would eschew that cant and fanaticism 
which are at present tainting extensive portions of society, as sin- 
cerely as I venerate and wish to cultivate a spirit of sober, manly, 
and rational piety. It is not, therefore, to pander to the morbid 
tastes of overweening saiutliness, to encourage its arrogant as- 
sumptioas, sanction its hateful, selGsh exclusiveness , or advo- 
cate that spirit of sour, diseased, puritanical seclusion from the 
innocent gaieties and enjoyments of life, which has more deeply 
injured the interest of religion than any of its professed enemies; 
it is not, I repeat, with any such unworthy objects as these that 
this melancholy narrative is placed on record. But it is to show, 
if it ever meet Uieir eyes , your '* men about town ," as the dlite of 
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^6 rakish fools and flatterers of the day are significantly termed, 
that some portions of the page of profligacy are black — black with 
horror, and steeped in the tears — the blood , of anguish and re^ 
morse » wrung from ruined thousands ! — That often the ''iron is 
entering the very soul " of those who present to the world's eye an 
exterior of glaring gaiety and recklessness — that gilded guilt must, 
one day, be stripped of its tinselry , and flung into the haze and 
gloom of outer darkness : these are the only objects for which this 
black passage is laid before the reader; in which I have unden- 
taken to describe pains and agonies , which these eyes witnessed, 
and that with all the true frightfulness of reality. It has , indeed, 
cost nie feelings of little less than torture to retrace the leading 
features of the scenes with which the narrative concludes. 



«« Hit him — pitch it into him! Go it, boys — go it I Right into 
your man each of you, like good 'uns I — Top sawyers these ! — 
Hurra I Tap his claret cask •— draw his eork 1 — Go it — go it — 
beat him, big one! — lick him, little one ! Hurra — Slash, smash 
— fib away — right and left! — Hollo 1 — Clear the way there! — 
Ring! ring!" 

These, and many similar exclamations , may serve to bring be- 
fore the reader one of those ordinary scenes in London — a street 
row; arising, too, out of circumstances of equally frequent re- 
currence. A gentleman (I) prowling about Piccadilly, towards 
nightfall, in the month of November, in quest of adventures of a 
certain description, had been offering some impertinence to a fe- 
male of respectable appearance, whom he had been following for 
some minutes. He was in the act of putting his arm round her 
waist, or taking some similar liberty, when he was suddenly seized 
by the collar from behind, and jerked off the pavement so violently, 
that he fell nearly at full length in the gutter. This feat was pei^ 
formed by the woman's husl>and, who had that moment rejoined 
her, liaring quitted her only a very short time before, to leave a 
message at one of the coach-offices, while she walked on , being in 
baste. No man of ordinary spirit could endure such rough ban- 
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dliof tamelj. The instant, therefore, that the prostrate man had 
recovered his footing , he sprang towards his assailant , and struck 
him farioHslj over tlie face with liis urabreHa. For a moment the 
man seemed disinclined to return the blow, owing to the passionate 
dissuasions of his wife; but it was useless — his English blood 
begau to boil under the idea of submitting to a blow, and, hurriedly 
exclaiming, *' Wait a moment, Sir," — he pushed his wife into the 
shop adjoining, telling her to stay till he returned. A small crowd 
stood round. **Now, by — , Sir, we shall see which is the 
better man ! " said he, again making his appearance , and putting 
himself into a boiing attitude. There was much disparity between 
the destined combatants, in point both of skill and size. The man 
last named was short in stature , but of a square iron build; and it 
needed only a glance at his posture to see be was a scientific, per- 
haps a thoroughbred , bruiser. His antagonist, on the contrary, 
was a tall, handsome, well-proportioned , gentlemanly man, appa* 
rently not more than twenty-eight or thirty years old. Gifing his 
umbrella into the hands of a bystander, and hurriedly drawing off 
his glof es, he addressed himself to (he encounter with an unguarded 
impetuosity, which left him wholly at the mercy of his cool and 
practised opponent. 

The latter seemed evidently inclined to play a while with his 
man, and contented himself with stopping several heavily dealt 
blows, with so much quickness and precision , that every one saw 
** the big one lutd caught a Tartar" in the man he bad provoked. 
Watching his opportunity, like a tiger crouching noiselessly in pre- 
paration for the fatal spring, the short man delivered such a slaugh- 
tering left-handed hit full in the face of his tall adversary, accom- 
panied by a tremendous **doubling-up" body-blow, as in an in- 
stant brought him senseless to the ground. He who now lay 
stunned and blood-smeared on the pavement, surrounded by a 
rabbit jeering the fallen ** swell," and exulting at seeing the 
punishment he had received for his impertinence, was, as the 
conqueror pithily told them , standing over his prostrate foe , the 
Honourable St. John Henry £ffingstone, presumptive heir to a 
marquisate; and the victor, who walked coolly away as if nothing 
had happened, was Tom — , the prizefighter. 
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Sach was the oc^asioiiof my Srst iiafoductjofi to Mr. Effing* 
stone; for I was driving by at the time this occurrence took place; 
and my coachman , seeing the crowd , slackened the pace of his 
horses , and I desired hio^ to stop. Hearing some voices cry, 
**Take him to a doctor/' 1 let myself out, announced my pro- 
fession, and, seeing a man of very gentlemanly and superior 
appearance, covered with blood, and propped against the knee of 
one of the people round , I had him brought into my carriage, say- 
ing I would drive him to his residence close by, which his card 
showed me was in — Street. Though much disfigured , and in 
great pain , he had not received any injury likely to be attended 
with danger. He soon recovered; but an infinitely greater 
annoyance remained after ail the other symptoms had disappeared 
— his left eye was sent into deep mourning, which threatened to 
last for some weeks ; and could any thing be more vexatious to a 
gay man about town? for such was Mr. Effingstone — but no 
ordinary one* 

He did npt belong to that crowded class of essenced fops, of 
silly coxcombs, hung in gold chains, and bespangled with a pro- 
fusion of rings, brooches, pins, and quizzing-glasses*, who are to 
be seen In fine weather glistening about town, like fire-flies in 
India. He was no walking advertisement of the superior articles 
of his tailor, mercer, and jeweller. No — Mr. Effingstone was 
really a mau about town , and yet no puppy. He was worse — an 
abandoned profligate, a systematic debauchee , an irreclaimable 
reprobate. He stood preeminent amidst the throng of men of fa- 
shion — a glaring tower of guilt, such as Milton represents Satan, 

In shape and gesture proudly eminent, 

among his gloomy battalions of fallen spirits. He had nothing in 
common with the set of men I have been alluding to , but that he 
chose to drink deeper from the same foul and maddening cup of 
dissipation. Their minor fooleries and ^* naughtiness, "as he termed 
them, he despised. Had he not neglected a legitimate exercise 
of his transcendent talents, he might have become, with little 
eflTort, one of the first men of his age. As for knowledge, his 
powers of acquisition seemed unbounded. Whatever be read he 
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niMie bis owo ; good or bad, he neyer forgot it. He was equally 
intiinale with ancient and modern scholarship. His Icnowledge of 
the varieties and distinctions between the ancient sects of philoso- 
pbers was more minnteiy accurate , and more saccessfally iKooght 
to bear upon the modern, than I am aware ofhaviog ever known 
in another. Few, very few, that I have been acquainted with, 
could malie a more imposing and effective display of the *^ dazzling 
fence of logic." Fallacies , though never so subtle , so exquisitely 
vraisemblani — so ** twin-formed to truth" — and calculated to 
etade the very ghost of Aristotle himself, melted away instan- 
taneously before the first glance ^ his eye. His powers were 
acknowledged and feared by all who knew him — as many a dis- 
comfited sciolist now living can bear testimony. His acuteness of 
perception was not less remarkable. He anticipated all you meant 
to convey , before you had uttered more than a word or two. It 
was useless to kick or wince under such treatment — to find your 
own words thrust back again down your own throat as useless, 
than which few things are more provoking to men with the slightest 
spice of petulance. A conviction of his overwhelming power kept 
you passive beneath bis grasp. He had , as it were, extracted and 
devoured the kernel , while you were attempting to decide on the 
best method of breaking the shell. His wit was radiant , and, fed 
by a fancy both lively and powerful , it flashed and sparkled on all 
sides of you like Ugbtning. He had a strong bent towards sar- 
casm , and that of the bitterest and fiercest kind. If you chanced 
unexpectedly to become its subject, you sneaked away consciously 
seared to your very centre. If, however, you really wished to 
acquire information from him, no one was readier to open the 
storehouses of his learning. You had but to start a topic requiring 
elucidation of any kind, and presently you saw, grouped around it, 
numerous , appropriate , and beautiful illustrations , from almost 
every region of knowledge. But then you could scarcely fail to 
observe the spirit of pride and ostentation which pervaded the 
wliole. If he failed anywhere — and who living is equally excel- 
kat in all things? — it was in physics. Yes , here he was foiled. 
He lacked the patience , perseverance , and almost exclusive atten- 
tioD, which the cold and haughty goddess presiding over them in* 
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Tariablj eiacts from her soitors. Still, however, he had tiiat 
showy general intimacy with its ontUnes, and some of its leading 
features , which earned hiifi greater applause than was dc^ed out 
reluctantly and suspiciously to the profoundest masters of science. 
Yet Mr. EfiSngsione, though such as I have described him, 
gained no distinctions at Oxford; and why? because he knew that 
all acknowledged his intellectnal supremacy ; that he had but to 
extend his foot ^ and stand on the proudest pedestal of academical 
eminence. This satisfied him. And another reason for his con- 
duct once slipped out in the course of my intimacy with him: EUs 
overweening, I may say, almost unparalleled pride, could not 
brook the idea of the remotest chance of failure ! The same thing 
accounted for another manifestation of his peculiar character: No 
one could conceive how, when, or where, he came by his won- 
derful knowledge. He never seemed to be doing any thing; no 
one ever 9aw him reading or writing , and yet he came into society 
au/ait at almost every thing! All this was attributable to his 
pride, or, I should say more correctly, his vani(y. ^'ReeuUs^ not 
processes, are for the pubUc eye," he was fond of saying. In 
plain English, he would shine before men, but would not that they 
should know the pains and expense with which his lamp was fed. 
And this highly gifted individual it was who chose to track the 
waters of dissipation, to career among their sunk rocks , shoals, 
and quicksands, even till he sank and perished in them ! By some 
strange omission in his moral conformation, his soul seemed 
utterly destitute of any sympathies for virtue: and whenever I 
looked at him, it was with feelings of concern, alarm, and wonder, 
akin to those with which one might contemplate the frightful crea- 
ture brought into being by Frankenstein. Mr. Effiogstone seemed 
either wholly incapable of appreciating moral excellence, or wil- 
fully contemptuous of it. While reflecting carefully on his 
idtoavfUQioiai which several years' intimacy gave me many oppor- 
tunities of doing, and endeavouring to account for his fixed incli- 
nation towards vice , and that in its most revolting form , and most 
frantic excesses, at a time when he was consciously possessed of 
such capabilities of excellence of every description, — it has struck 
me that a little incident, which came to my knowledge casually^ 
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afforded a clew to the whole — a key to his character. He one 
day chanced to overhear a distin^iahed friend of his father's 
lamenting that a man <*of Mr. St. John's vast powers" could pro- 
stitote them in the manner he did; and the reply made by his 
father was, with a sigh, that *' St. John was a qf Undid sinner , and 
he knew it«" From that hour, the key-stone was fixed in the 
arch of his unalterable, irreclaimable depravity. He felt a satanic 
satisiaction in the conscioasoess of being an object of regret and 
wonder among those who most enthusiastically acknowledged 
his intellectaal supremacy. How infinitely less stimulating to his 
morbid sensibilities would be the placid approvals of virtue — a 
common-place acquiescence in the ordinary notions of virtue and 
religion! He wished rather to stand out from the multitude — to 
be severed firom the herd* *' Better to reign in hell than serve 
in heaven," he thought; and, he was not long in sinking many 
fathoms lower into the abyss of atheism. In fact, he never pre^ 
tended to the possession of religious principle ; he had acquiesced 
in the reputed truths of Christianity like his neighbours; or, at 
least, kept doubts to himself, till he fancied his reputation required 
him to join the Crew of fools, who blaion their unbelief. Th£s 
wa» **damnedjinej^ 

Conceive, now, such a man u I have truly, but perhaps imper- 
fectly, d^cribed Mr. Sfflngstone — in the possession of 3000/. 
a-year — perfectly his own master — with a fine person and most 
fascinating manners — capable of acquiring with ease every 
fashionable accomplishment — the idol , the dictator of all he met 
— and with a danling circle of friends and relatives; — conceive, 
for a moment , such a man as this let loose upon town! Will it oc- 
casion wonder, if the reader is told how soon nocturnal studies, 
and the ambition of retaining his intellectual character which 
prompted them , were supplanted by a blind, absorbing, reckless 
devotion — for he was incapable of any thing but in extremes — ^ 
to the gaming-table — the turf, the cockpit, the ring, the theatres, 
and daily and nightly attendance on those haunts of detestable de- 
bauchery, which I cannot foul my pen with naming? — that a 
two or three years' intimacy with such scenes as these had con- 
duced , in the first insUnce , to shed a haze of indistinctness over 
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the maltifarfoas acqoiremeDts of bis earlier and better days, and 
finally to blot oat large portions witb blank oblivion? — tbat bis 
sonl's son sbone in dim discoloured rays tbrongfa the fogs — tbe 
Tanlt-yaponrs of profligacy? — that prolonged desuetade was 
gradually, thougb anheededly, bennmbing and palsying his in- 
tellectual faculties? — that a constant ^* feeding on garbage" had 
vitiated and depraved his whole system, both physical and mental? 
— and that, to conclude, there was a lamentable, and almost 
incredible , contrast between tbe glorious being, Mr. Effingstone, 
at twenty-one, and that poor faded creature, that prematurely 
superannuated debauchee, Mr. EflQngstone , at twenty-seven? 

I feel persuaded I shall not beaccused of travelling out of the 
legitimate sphere of these ** Passages," — of forsaking tbe track 
of professional detail, — in having thus attempted to give the 
reader some faint idea of the intellectual character of one of the 
most extraordinary young men, that have ever flashed, meteor- 
like, across the sphere of my own observation. Not that, in the 
ensuing pages , it will be in my power to eihibit him such as be 
has been described , doing and uttering things worthy of his great 
powers. Alas, alas! he was ^* fallen, fallen, fallen" from that 
altitude long before it became my province to know htm pro^ 
fessionally. His decline and fall are alone what remain for me to 
describe. I am painting from the life , and those are living who 
know it, — that I am describing tbe character and career of him 
who once lived , but who deliberately immolated himself before 
the shrine of debauchery , — and they can , with a quaking heart, 
attest the few bitter and black passages ofhis remaining history, 
which here follow. 

The reader is acquainted witb the circumstances attending my 
first professional acquaintance with Mr. Effingstone. Those of the 
Second are in perfect keeping. He had been prosecuting an enter- 
prise o( seduction, the interest of which was, in his eyes, enhanced 
a thousand-fold , on discovering that the object of his illicit atten- 
tions was married. She was , 1 understood , a very handsome, 
fashionable woman ; and she fell — for Mr. Effingstone was irre- 
sistible! He was attending one of their assignations one night, 
which she was unexpectedly unable to keep; and be waited so long 
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at the place of meeting, bat slightly clad, in the cold and inclefDent 
weather, that when he retaroed home at an tarly hour in the 
morning , intensely chagrined , he began to feel ill. He could not 
rise to breakfast. He grew rapidly worse; and when I was sum- 
moned to his bedside , he exhibited all the symptoms of a \ery 
scYere inflammation of the lungs. One or two concurrent causes 
of eicitemeot and chagrin aggravated his illness. He had been 
very unfortunate in betting on the Derby; and was threatened 
with an arcest from his tailor, whom he owed some hundreds of 
pounds, which he could not possibly pay. Again, — a wealthy 
remote member of the family, his godfather, haying heard of his 
profligacy, altered his will, and left every farthing he had in the 
world, amounting to upwards of fifty or siity thousand pounds, to 
a charitable institution, the whole of which had been originally 
destined to Mr. EfBogslone. The only notice taken of him in the 
old gentleman's will was, *'To St. John Henry Effingstone, my 
unworthy godson , I bequeath the sum of five pounds sterling , to 
purchase a Bible and Prayer-book, believing the time may yet 
come when he will require them." — These circumstances, I say, 
added to one or two other irritating concomitants, such as will 
sometimes succeed in stinging even your men about town into 
something like reflection, brief, bitter, and futile though it be, 
contributed to accelerate the inroads of his dangerous disorder. 
We were compelled to adopt such powerful antiphlogistic treat- 
ment as reduced him to within an inch of his life. Previous to, 
and in the course of, this illness , he eihibited one or two cha- 
racteristic traits. 

** Doctor ~ is delirium usually an attendant on this disorder?" 
be inquired one morning. I told him it was — very frequently. 

** Ah! then, I 'd better become ayXoyatoq, with one of old , and 
bite out my tongue ; for, God knows! my life won't bear ripping 
up ! I shall say what will horrify you all ! Delirium blackens a poor 
fellow sadly among his friends , doesn't it? Babbling devil — what 
can silence it? If you should hear me beginning to let out^ suffo- 
cate me, — do. Doctor." 

^^ Any chance of my giving the great cut this time, Doctor, 
eb?J' he inquired the same evening, with great apparent noncha- 
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lance. Seeing my pazzled air — for I did not exactly comprehend 
the expression , *' great cat ," — he asked quickly , * * Doctor sha II 
I die, d'ye think?" I Cold him I certainly apprehended great 
danger, for his symptoms began to look very serioas. **Then the 
ship must be cleared for action. What is the best way of ensuring 
recovery, provided it h to bef* I told him that, among other 
things, he must be kept very quiet — must not have his mind 
excited by visitors. 

*'Nurse, ring the bell for George," said he, suddenly Inter- 
rupting me. The valet in a few moments answered the summons. 
" George , d'ye value your neck, eh ? " The man bowed ' * Then , 
harkee , see you don't let in a living soul to see me, except the me- 
dical people. Friends, relatives, mother, brothers, sisters, 
harkee , sirrah ! shut them all out — And , duns — mind — duns 
especially. If — should come , and get inside the door, kick him 
out again ; and if — comes, and — , and — , tell them, that if they 
don't mind what they are about, I II die, if it 's only to cheat 
them." The man bowed and retired. "And — am} — Doctor, 
what else?" 

" If you should appear approaching your end, Mr. Effingstone, 
you would allow us , perhaps , to call in a clergyman to assist yon 
in your devo — " 

**What — eh~ a parson? Oh, — it! no, no — out of the 
question — non ad rem, I assure you," he replied hastily. **D'ye 
think I can't roll down to hell fast enough , without having my 
wheels oiled by tJteir hypocritical humbug? Don't name it again. 
Doctor, on any account, I beg." 

* * * He grew rapidly worse, but ultimately recovered. His 
injunctions were obeyed to the letter; for his man George idolized 
his master, and turned a deaf ear to a^ applications for admission 
to his master's chamber. It was well there was no one of his 
friends or relatives present to listen to his ravings ; for the dis- 
gorgings of his polluted soul were horrible. His progress towards 
convalescence was by very slow steps; for the energies of both 
mind and body had been dreadfully shaken. His illness, however, 
had worked little or no alteration in his moral sentiipeots — or, if 
any thing, for the worse. 



A MAN ABOUT TOWNi 159 

''It won't do at all, wfllit, Doctor?" said Mr. Effingstooe, 
when I was ¥i^itiDg him, one morning, at the house of a titled 
relation in — Square, whither he had been removed to prepare for 
a jaunt to the Continent. '^ What do you allude to,Mr.Effingstone? 
— ^hat won't do?" I asked , for I knew not to what he alluded, 
as the question was the first break of a long pause in our conTer* 
sation, which had been quite of a miscellaneous character. ^^/Fkat 
won't do? Why , the sort of life I have been leading about town 
these two or three last years," he replied. '*Egad! Doctor, it 
has nearly wound me up , has not it? ** 

** Indeed , Mr. Effingstooe , I think so. Ton have had a very, 
very narrow escape — have been within a hair's breadth of your 
grave." — "Ay," he exclaimed , with a sigh , passing his hand ra- 
pidly over his noble forehead , '* 't was a complete tou up whether 
I should go or stay ! I look somewhat shaken — tme roue qui te 
tlSraie — do I not , faith? — But come , come , the good ship has 
weathered the storm bravely , though she has been battered a little 
in her timbers ! " said he , striking his breast ; ** and she 's fit for 
sea again already, — with a little caulking, that is, Heigho ! what 
a fool illness makes a man ! I 've had some of the strangest, oddest 
twlngings — such gleams and visions ! — What d'ye think , Doc- 
tor, I 've had dingin^n my ears night and day, like a dismal 
church bell? Why, a passage flrom old Persius, and this is it, 
(you know I was a dab at Latin , once , Doctor,) rotunda ore^ — 

MagnePaierdiviiinl ssvos punire tyrannoa • 

Hand aliA ratlone velis, quum dira libido 
Uoverii ingeoium, ferventi tinota veneno; 
— Yirtutem videant — intabescantque reliclAI • 

Tme and forcible enough , isn't it?" 

*^ Tes," 1 replied ; and expressed my satisfaction at his altered 
sentiments. **He might rely on it," I ventured to assure him, 
*^ that the paChs of virtue , of religion — " I was getting on too fast ! 

^' Pho , pho , Doctor ! No humbug , I beg — come , come , no 
Humbug — no nonsense of that sort ! I meant nothing of the kind, 

• Pbrs. Sat.Wi. 
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I can assure you 1 I 'm a better Bentley than you, I see ! What d'ye 
think is my reading oCvirtutem videant?* -^ Why, let them get 
wives when they 're worn out and want nursing — ali^ ha ! — Curse 
me ! I 'd go on raking— ay, I would, stern as you look about it! — 
but I 'm too much the worse for wear at present — I must recruit a 
little." 

<'Mr. EffiAgstone, I 'm really confounded at hearing you talk 
in so light a strain ! Forgive me , my dear Sir, but — " 

** Fiddle-de-dee, my dearDoetor ! Of course, I *11 forgive you, 
if you won*t repeat the offence. 'T is unpleasant — a nuisance — 
'tis, upon my soul! Well, however, what do you think is the 
upshot of the whole — the practical point — the winding up of af- 
fairs — the balancing of the books'* — he delighted in accumula- 
tions of this sort — *'the shutting up of the volume, eh? I 'm 
going to get married — I am by — ! I 'm at dead-low watermark 
in money matters; and, in short , I repeat it, I intend to marry 
— a gold bag! A good move, isn't it? But, to be candid, I can't 
take all the credit of the thing to myselfeither, having been a trifle 
bored , bullied , badgered into it by the family. They say the 
world cries shame on me ! Simpletons , why listen to the world !^- 
I only laugh, ha, ha, ha! and cry, curse on the world! and so 
we are quits with one another ! * — By the way , the germ of that 's 
to be found in that worthy old fellow Plautus ! " 

All this, uttered with Mr. Effingstone's characteristic emphasis 
and rapidity of tone and manner, conveyed his real sentiments ; 
and it was not long before he carried them into effect. He spent 
two or three months in the south of France ; and not long after his 
return to England , with restored health and energies , he singled 
out from among the many, many women who would have exulted 



* C^^What are the tliousands ihat have been Iau(^hing at us, but com- 
pany ?" — ^'Laard, my dear," returned he with the greatest good 
humour, ^^ you seem immensely chagrined; but b— t me! — iiohenthe 
voorld f aught at me^ I laugh at all th§ world — and so we are even,** 

GiTIZRN OP THR WORLD — Letter LIT. 

It is said that the germ of the observation in the text, is **u> be found 
in Plautus,'* I do not recollect it there t possibly Effingstone had some 
indistinct recollection of this passage from Goldsmith. — Eo.] 
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in beiogTao object of the attentioDfi of the accomplished, theif£f- 
ft/z^EiBogstone, LadyE— , the Ycry flower of English ariiiOH^ 
eratieal beauty, daughter of a distioguished peer, and sole heireii 
to the imoaepse estates of ao aged Baronei in —^shire. 

The unceasing exclusive attentions eiacted frofla her suitor by 
this haughty young beauty, operated for a vbile as a salutary check 
upon Mr. Effingstone's reviving propensities to dissipation. 80 
long as there was the most distant pessibtiity of his being rejected, 
be was her willing slave at all hours, on all occasions, yielding 
implicit obedience , and making ineeasaat sacrifices of his own 
personal cooveniencies. As soon , however, as he bad '^mn^doiKii 
the game," as he called it, and the lady was so far oompromiaed 
in the eyes of the world, as to render retreat neit to impossible, k$ 
began to slacken in his attentions; not, however, so palpably 
and visibly as to alarm either her ladyship or any of their mutual 
relations or friends. He compensated for the attentions he was 
obliged to pay her by di'V , by the most extravagant nightly «]&- 
cesseSf The pursuits of intellect, of literature , and philosophy, 
were utterly, and apparently finally, discarded — and for what? 
For wallowing swinishly in the foulest sinks of depravity , herding 
among the acknowledged outcasts, commingling intimately with 
the very scum and refuse of society , battening on the rottenness 
of obscenity, and revelling amid the hellish orgies celebrated 
nightly in haunts of nameless inlamy. Gambling, gluttony, 
drunkenness, harlotry, blasphemy! — 

• ••••• 

[I cannot bring myself to make public the shocking details 
with which the following five pages of Dr. — 's Diary are occupied. 
They are too revolting for the columns of this distinguished Maga** 
zine, and totally unfit for the eyes ^its miscellaneous readers. If 
printed , they would appear to many absolutely incredible. They 
are little else than a corroboration of what is advanced in the sen- 
tences immediately preceding this interjected paragraph. What 
follows mvat be given only in a fragmentary form -^ the cup of hor- 
ror must be poured out before the reader , only *ata gtayopa, *] 

* AUs.imJphrodhi: 
Diary of a Phytician, I. \\ 
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Mr. Effiagstooe , one naorDing, accompanied Lady E — and her 
mother to one of the fashionable shops , for the purpose of aiding 
the former in her choice of some beautiful Chinese toys, to com- 
plete the ornamental department of her boudoir. After having 
purchased some of the most splendid and costly articles which had 
been exhibited , the ladies drew on their gloves , and gave each an 
arm to Mr. Effingstone to lead them to the carriage. Lady E — 
was in, a flutter of unusually animated spirits, and was compli- 
menting Mr. Efflngstone , in enthusiastic terms , on the taste with 
which be had guided their purchases. They had left the shop door, 
and the footman was letting down the carriage steps , when a very 
ybung wcnnan , elegantly dressed , who happened to be passing at 
that moment, seemingly in a state of deep dejection, suddenly 
started on seeing and recognising Mr. Effingstone , placed herself 
between them and the carriage, and, lifting her clasped hands, 
exclaimed, in piercing accents , **0h, Henry, Henry, Henry! 
how cruelly you have deserted your poor ruined girl 1 What have I 
done to deserve it? I'm broken-hearted, and can rest nowhere! 
I 've been walking up and down M — Street nearly three hours 
this morning to get a sight of you , but could not ! Oh , Henry, 
how differently you said you would behave before you brought me 
up from — shire ! " All this was uttered with the impassioned ve- 
hemence and rapidity of highly excited feelings, and uninterrupt- 
edly; for both Lady E— and her mother seemed perfectly petri- 
fied, and stood pale and speechless. Mr. Effingstone , too, was 
for a moment thunderstruck ; but an instant's reflection showed 
him the necessity of acting with decision one way or another. 
T1iou{^ deadly pale , he did not disclose any other symptoms of 
agitation ; and , with an assumed air of astonishment and irre- 
oognition, exclaimed, concernedly, ** Poor creature! unfortu- 
nate thing! Some strange mistake this!" — **0h, no, no, no, 
Henry , it 's no mistake ! You know me well enough — I 'm your 
own poor Hannah ! " 

**Pbo, pho! nonsense, woman! /never saw you before." 
** Never saw me! never saw me!" almost shrieked the girl; 
and is it to come to this?" 
* 'Woman , don't be foolish — cease , or we must give you over 
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to an officer as an impostor »" said Mr. EifiDgstone, the perspira- 
tion bursting from every pore. *'Come, come, your ladjsliips 
had better allow me to band you into the carriage. See , there 's 
a crowd collecting." 

**No, Mr.Effingstone," replied Lady £-~'s mother, with ex- 
cessive agitation ; '' this very singular — strange affair — if it if a 
mistake — had better be set right on the spot. Here, young 
woman, can you tell me what is the name of this gentleman?" 
pointing to Mr. Effingstone. 

**£filng5tone — Effingstone, to be sure, Ma'am," sobbed 
the girl , looking imploringly at him. The instant she had uttered 
his name> the two ladies, dreadfirily agitated, withdrew their 
arms from his, and, with the footman's assistance, stepped into 
their carriage, and drove off rapidly, leaving Mr. Effingstone 
bowing, kissing his hand, and assuring them that he should 
**soon settle this absurd affair," and be at — Street before thehr 
ladyships. They heard him not, however; for the instant the car- 
riage had set off. Lady E — fainted. 

*' Young woman , you 'te quite mistaken in me — I never saw 
you before* Here is my card — come to me at eight to-night," he 
added, in an under tone, so as to be heard by none but her he 
addressed. She took the hint, appeared pacified , and each with- 
drew different ways — Mr. Effingstone almost suffocated with sup- 
pressed execrations. He flung himself into a hackney-coach , and 
ordered it to — Street, intending to assure Lady E — , with a 
smile , that he had ** instantly put an end to the ridiculous affair." 
His knock, however, brought him a prompt '*Not at home," 
though their carriage had but the instant before driven from the 
door. He jumped again into the coach , almost gnashing his teeth 
with fury , drove home , and despatched his groom with a note, 
and orders to wait an answer. He soon brought it back , with the 
intelligence that Lord and Lady — had given their porter orders to 
reject all letters or messages ^om Mr. Effingstone ! So there was 
an end of all hopes from that quarter. This is the history of what 
was * mysteriously' hinted at in one of the papers of the day, as a 
strange occurrence in high life , which would * probably break off 
a matrimonial affair long opnsidered as settled.' — But how did 

11* 
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lUr. Efflngstone receive his ruined dupe at the appointed hour of 
eight? He answered her etpected knoek himself. 

**Now, look, — 1" said he, fiercely, extending his arm with 
clenched fist towards her, *Mf ever you presume to darken my 
doors again , by — , I *11 murder you ! I give you fair warning. 
You 've ruined me — you have , you accursed — ! '* 

^^Oh , my God I What am I to do to live? What is to become 
of me?" groaned the victim. 

**Do? Why, go and be — ! iind here 's something to hdp yoo 
on pur way — there I " and flinging her a check for 50^., he shut 
the door violently in her face. 

Mr. EfBngstone now plunged into profligacy with a spirit of al- 
most diabolical desperation. Divers dark hints — stinging inuen- 
does — appeared in tbe4)apers of his disgraceful notoriety in cer- 
tain scenes of an abominable description. But he laughed at them. 
His family at length cast him off, and refused to recognise him till 
he chose to alter his courses — to make the * amende' to society. 
• ••••• 

Mr. Effingstone was boiing one morning with Belasco — I think 
it was — at the latter*s rooms; and was preparing to plant a hit 
which the fighter had defied him to do , when he suddenly dropt 
his guard , turned pale , and , in a moment or two , fell fainting 
into the arms of the astounded boxer. He had , several days pre- 
viously, suspected himself the subject of indisposition ~ bow 
could it be otherwise , keeping such hours , and living such a \ih 
as he did — but not of so serious a nature as to prevent him from 
going out as usual. As soon as be had recovered , and swallowed 
a few drops of spirits and water, he drove home, intending to have 
sent immediately for Mr. — , the well-known surgeon; but on 
arriving at his rooms, he found a travelling carriage-and-four 
waiting before the door, for the purpose of conveying him instantly , 
to the bedside of his dying mother, in a distant part of England, 
as she wished personally to communicate to him something of ioi- 
portance before she died. This he learnt ft'om two of his relatives, 
who were up stairs giving directions to his servant to paek up his 
clothes, and make other preparations for his journey, so that 
nothing might deuin him Arom setting off the instant he arrived at 
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hh rooms. He was startled — alaraned — confounded it all lhli« 
Good God! he thought, what was to become of him? Me was 
utterly unfit to undertake a journey, re^riof instant medical 
attendance , which had been too long deferred ; for his dissipation 
had really made rapid inroads on his constitution. Yet wharl was 
to be done? His situation was such as could not be coaunnnleated 
to his relatives, for he did not choose to encounter their sarcastic 
reproaches* He had nothing for it but to get into the carriage with 
them, go down to — shire, and, when there, devise' some plau- 
sible preteit for returning instantly to town. That, however, he 
found impracticable. His mother would not trust him oat of her 
sight one instant, pight or day , but kept his hand close locked in 
hers ; he was also surrounded by the congregated members of the 
family, and could literally scarce stir out of the house an insCant. 
He dissembled his illness with tolerable success, till hisaggratated 
agonies drove him almost beside himself. Without breathing a 
syllable to any one but his own man , whom he took with him , he 
suddenly left the house, and, without even a change of clothes, 
threw himself into the first London coach; and, by two o'clock 
the next day , was at his own rooms in H — Street, in a truly de^ 
plorable condition , and attended by Sir ~ and myself. The con- 
sternation of his family in — shire may be conceived. He coined 
some story about being obliged to stand second in a duel, — but 
his real state was soon discovered. Nine weeks of unmitigated 
agony were passed by Mr. Effingstone — the virulence of his dis* 
order for a long time setting at defiance all that medicine could do. 
This illness, also, broke him down sadly, and we recommended 
to him a second sojourn in the south of France — for which he set 
out the instant he could undertake the journey with safety. Moth 
of his peculiar character was developed in this illness ; that hangh^ 
reckless spirit of defiance, ^ that contemptuous disregart) of the 
sacred consolations of religion, ^ that Sullen indifflerence as to the 
event which might await him , — which his previous character 
wotdd have warranted me in predicting. 

• •••*• 

About seven months from the period last mentioned, I received, 
one Sunday evening, a note, written in hurried charseters: tod 
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a hasty glaace at the seal, which bore Mr. EffiDgstone's crest, 
filled me with sadden vague appreheasioos that some misfortune 
or other had befallen him. This was the note : — 

** Dear Doctor, — For God's sake, come and see me imme- 
diately, for I have this day arrived in London from the Continent, 
and am suffering the tortures of the damned both in mind and 
body. Come , come — in God's name, come instantly, or I shall 
go mad, or destroy myself. Not a word of my return to any one 
till I have seen you. You will find me — in short, my man will 
accompany you. Yours in agony, 

** St. J, H. Effingstonb. 

'* Sunday evening, November, 18—." 

Tongue cannot utter the dismay with which this note filled me. 
His vnexpected return from abroad — the obscure and distant part 
of the town (St. George's in the East) where he had established 
himsdf — the dreadful terms in which his qote was couched, 
revived , amidst a variety of vague conjectures , certain fearful 
apprehensions for him which I had begun to entertain before he 
quitted England. I ordered out my chariot instantly ; his groom 
mounted the box to guide the coachman , and we drove down ra- 
pidly. A sudden recollection of the contents of several of the 
letters he had sent me latterly from the Continent, at my request, 
served to corroborate my worst fears. I had given him over for 
lost, by the time my chariot drew up opposite the house where he 
had so strangely taken up his abode. The street and neighbour- 
hood, though not clearly discernible through the fogs of a Novem- 
ber evening , contrasted strangely with the aristocratical regions 
to which my patient had been accustomed. — Row was narrow, 
and the houses were small , yet clean and creditable looking. On 
entering No. — , the landlady , a person of quite respectable ap- 
pearance , told me that 3fr. Hardy — for such , it seems, was the 
name he chose to go by in these parts — bad just retired to rest, as 
he felt fatigued and poorly , and she was just going to make him 
some gruel. She spoke in a tone of flurried excitation , and with 
an air of doubt, which were easily attributable to her astonishment 
at a man of Mr. Effingstone.'s appearance and attendance, with 
such superior travelling equipments , dropping into such a house 
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aod neighbourhood as hers. I repaired to his bed-chamber imme- 
diatelj* It was a small comfortably furnished room ; the fire was 
lit, and two candles were burning on the drawers. On the bed, 
the plain chintz curtains of which were only half drawn , lay St. 
John Henry Effingstooe. I must pause a moment to describe his 
appearance, as it struck me on first looking at him. It may be 
thought rather far-fetched , perhaps , but I could not help com- 
paring him, in my own mind, to a gem set in the midst of faded 
tarnished embroidery. The coarse texture of the bed-furniture, 
the ordinary style of the room, its constrained dimension, con- 
trasted strikingly with the indications of elegance and fashion 
afforded by the scattered clothes, toilet, and travelling equipment, 
^e. — together wiCh the person aod manners -^ of its present 
occupant, who lay on a bed all tossed and tumbled, with only a 
few minutes' restlessness. A dazzling diamond ring sparkled on 
(he little finger of his left hand, and was the only ornament he ever 
wore. There was something, also, in the snowiness , simplidty, 
and fineness of his linen , which alone might have evidenced the 
superior consideration of its wearer, even were that not sufficiently 
visible in the noble , commanding outline of his features , faded 
though they were, and shrinking beneath the inroads of illness 
and dissipation. His forehead was white and ample; his eye had 
lost none of its fire, though it gleamed with restless energy; in a 
word , there was that ease and loftiness In his bearing — that in- 
describable maniire tPSire — which are inseparable from high 
birth and breeding. So much for the appearance of things on my 
entrance. 

"How are you, Mr. Effingstone— how are you, my dear Sir 1 " 
said I, sitting down by the bedside. 

" Doctor — the pains of hell have got bold upon me. I am u^* 
done," he replied gloomily, in a broken voice, and extended tp 
me a hand as cold as marble. 

"Is it as you suspected in your last letter to me from Rouen, 
Mr. Effingstone?" I inquired, after a pause. He shook his head 
and covered his face with both hands, but made me no answer* 
Thinking he was in tears , I said , in a soothing lone , -^ " Cprnq, 
come, my dear Sir, don't be carried away : don't — " 
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*'F80gh ! Do you take me for a [MiIiDg child, or a woman, Doc^ 
tor? I)oD*t suspect me again of such contemptible pusillaDimily, 
low as I am fallen/' he replied, with startling sternness, removing 
bis hands from his face. 

**I hope, after all, that matters are not so desperate as your 
fears wonld persuade you," said I, feeling his pulse. 

*' Doctor, don't delude me; all is over, I know it is. A horrible 
de^ath is before me; but I shall meet it like a man. I have made 
my bed, and must lie upon it. I have not only strewn , but lit, 
the pile of my own immolation I " — 

**Come, come, Mr. Effingstone, don't be so gloomy — so 
fiopeless; the exhausted powers of. nature maty yet be revived," 
said I , after having asked him many questions. 

*' Doctor — , X *I1 soon put an end to that strain of yours. T is 
absurd — pardon me — but it is. Reach me one of those 
candles, please.'' I did so. *'Now, I '11 show yon how to translate 
a passage of Persins : 

Teniemus filioes; ^ tenant iatet uicuiin or* 
Putre, quod baud deoeat plebeia radere beta I 

Eh, yon recollect it? Well, look! — What say you to this? 
isn't it frightful?" he asked bitterly, raising the candle that I 
might look into his mouth. It was, alas, as he said ! In fact, his 
whole constitution had been long tainted, and exhibited symptoms 
of soon breaking up altogether. I feared , from the period of my 
attendance on him during the illness which drove him last to the 
Continent, that it was beyond human power tb dislodge the harpy 
that had fixed his cruel fangs deeply , inextricably , in hfs vitals. 
Could it be wondered at, even by himself? Neglect, in the first 
instance, added to a persevering course of profligacy, had doomed 
htm , long , long before , to premature and horrible decay ! And 
though it can scarceTy be credited, it is nevertheless the fact, — 
that even on the Continent, in the character of a shattered invalid, 
fhe infatuated man resumed those dissolnte courses which in 
England had already hurried him almost to death's door! 

•' My good God, Mr. EflBngslone," I inquired, almost paralyzed 
with amazement at hearing him describe recent scenes in which he 
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bid minf^ed, whkb would haye made even satyrs sktilk ashamed 
into the woods of old , ** how could yoa have been so Insane — so 
stark staring mad , to say nothing else of it?" 

'' By instinct, Doctor -~ by instinct ! The nahtre of the beast ! " 
he replied, through his closed teeth, and with an unsconscious 
cleDching of his hands. Many inquiries into his past and present 
symptoms forewarned me that his case would probably be marked 
by more appalling features than any that bad ever come under 
my care ; and that there was not a ray of hope that he would sur- 
vive the long, lingering y and maddening agonies, which were 
'* measured out to him from the poisoned chalice ," which he had 
** commended to his own lips.** At the time I am speaking of — I 
mean when I paid him the visit above described — his situation 
was not far from that of Job, described in chap. xx. 



He shed no tears, and repeatedly strove, but in vain, to repress 
sighs with which his breast heaved, nearly to bursting, while I 
pointed out, in obedience to his determination to know the worst, 
some portions of the dreary prospect before him. 

** Horrible! hideous I" he exclaimed, in a low broken tone, his 
flesh creeping from head to foot. ** How shall I endure it? — 0, 
Epietetus, how?" He relapsed into silence, with his eyes fixed on 
the ceiling, and his hands joined over bis breast, and pointing 
upwards, in a posture which I/considered supplicatory. I rejoiced 
to see it, and ventured to say, after much hesitation, that I was 
delighted to see him at length looking to the right quarter for sup- 
port and consolation.. 

*'Bah!" he exclaimed impeluonsly, removing his hands and 
eyeing me with sternness, almost approaching fury, *^why will 
you persist in pestering your patients with twaddle of that sort? — 
eamdem sender eanens camtilenamy ad nauseam usque — as though 
yoa carried a psalter in your poeket? When I want to listen to 
any thing of that kind, why, I '11 pay a pai^sonl Haven't I a tide 
enough of horror to bear up against already , without your bring- 
ing a sea of superstition upon me? No more of it -^ no more— 't is 
foul." I felt roused myself, at last, to something like corre- 
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spondeot emotion ; for there was an iosoleoce of assumption in his 
tone which I could not broolc. 

**Mr. Effingstone,*' said I, calmly, ''this silly swagger will not 
do. 'T is unworthy of you — unscholarly — UDgentlemanlj. You 
foret me to say so. I beg I may hear no more of it , or you and I 
rapst part. I have never been accustomed to such treatment, and ' 
I cannot now learn how to endure it from you. From what quarter 
can you expect support or fortitude," said I, in a milder tone, 
seeing him startled and surprised at my tone and manner, ^* ex- 
cept the despised consolations of religion ? " 

** Doctor, you are too superior to petty feeh'ngs not to overlook 
a little occasional petulance in such a wretched fellow as I am ! 
You ask me whither I look for support? I reply , to the energies 
of my own mind — the tried disciplined energies of my own mind. 
Doctor - a mind that never knew what fear was — that no 
disastrous combinations of misfortune could ever yet shake from 
its fortitude ! What but this is it , that enables me to shut my ears 
to the whisperings of some pitying fiend , who , knowing what 
hideous tortures await me, has stepped out of hell to come and 
advise me to suicide — eh?'' he inquired, his eye glaring on me 
with a very fearful expression. "However, as religion, that is, 
your Christian religion , is a subject on which you and I can never 
agree — an old bone of contention between us — why, the less 
said about it the better. It 's useless to irritate a man whose mind 
is made up. I shall never — I will never — be a believer. May 
I perish first ! " he concluded, with angry vehemence. 

The remainder of the interview I spent in endeavouring to per- 
suade him to relinquish his presentunsuitablelodgings, and return 
to the sphere of his friends and relations — but in vain. He was 
fixedly determined to continue in that obscure hole, he said, till 
there was about a week or so between him and death, and then, 
he would return, *^and die in the bosom of his family, as the 
phrase was." Alas, however, I knew but too well , that, in the 
event of his adhering to that resolution , he was fated to expire in 
the bed where he then lay ; for I foresaw but too truly that the 
termination of his illness would be attended with circumstances 
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rendertfig removal utterly impossible. He made me pledge my 
word that I would uot, without his express request orsauction, 
apprize any member of his family, or auy of his frieods, that he 
had returned to England. It was in vain that I expostulated — that 
I represented the responsibility imposed upon me; and reminded 
hhn, that, in the event of any thing serious and sudden befalling 
him , the censure of all his relatives would be levelled at me. He 
was Immovable. *' Doctor, you know well I dare not see them, 
as well on my own account as theirs," said he, bitterly. He begged 
me to prescribe him a powerful anodyne draught, for that he 
could get no rest at nights — that an intense , racking pain was 
gnawing all his bones from morning to evening — from evening to 
morning: and what with this and other dreadful concomitants, 
he ''was," he said, '^suffering the tortures of the damned, and 
perhaps worse." 1 complied with his request, and ordered him 
also many other medicines and applications , and promised to see 
him soon in the morning. I was accordingly with him about 
twelve the next day. He was sitting up, and in his dressing-gown, 
before the fire , in great pain , and suffering under the deepest de- 
jection. He complained heavily of the intense and unremitting 
agony he had endured all night long, and thought, that, from some 
cause or other , the laudanum draught I ordered , had tended to 
make him only more acutely sensible of the pain. ** It is a pecu- 
liar and horrible sensation ; and I cannot give you an adequate 
idea of it," he said : *' it is as though the marrow in my bones were 
transformed into something animated — into blind-worms, wri- 
thing, biting, and stinging incessantly" — and he shuddered, as did 
I also, at the revolting comparison. He put me upon a minute 
exposition of the rationale of his disorder: and if ever I was at a 
loss for adequate expressions or illustrations, he supplied them 
with a readiness, an exquisite appositeness, which, added to his 
astonishing acuteness in comprehending the most strictly technical 
details, filled me with admy*ation for his great powers of mind, 
and poignant regret at their miserable desecration. 

** Well, 1 don't think you can give me any efficient relief, Doc- 
tor ," said he , ' ^ and I am therefore bent on trying a scheme of my 
own." 
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**Andwbat, pray, may that be?'' I inquired, curiously, with 
a sigh. 

** I '11 tell you my preparations. I 're ordered — by — ! — 
nearly a hundred weightof the strongest tobacco that's tobebouglit, 
and thousands of pipes; and with these I intend tosmoi[e myself 
into stupidity, or rather, insensibility, if possible, till I can't under- 
take to say whether I live or not; and my good fellow, George, Is 
to be reading me Don Quixote the while." Oh , with what a sor- 
rowful air of forced gaiety was all this uttered ! 

One sudden burst of bitterness I well recollect. I was saying, 
while putting on my gloves to go, that I hoped to see him in better 
spirits the next time I called. 

* ' Better spirits ! Ha ! ha I How the ~ can I be in better spirits 
— an exile from society — and absolutely ro^>t^ away here — in 
such a contemptible hovel as this, among a set of base-born brutal 
savages? — faugh ! faugh ! It does need something here — here," 
pressing his hand to his forehead , ** to bear it — ay, it doea' *' I 
thought his tones were tremulous , and that for the first time I had 
ever known them so ; and I could not help thinking the tears came 
into his eyes , for he started suddenly from me , and affected to be 
gazing at some passing object in the street. I sawhewasbeginiitng 
to droop under a consciousness of the bitter degradation into 
which he had sunk — the wretched prospect of his *' sun's going 
down at noon — and in darkness ! " I saw that the strength of mind 
to which he clung so pertinaciously for support, was fast disap- 
pearing, like snow beneath the sunbeam. * • * 

[Then follow the details of his disease, which are so sbockiag 
as to be unfit for any but professional eyes. They represent all 
tbe energies of his nature as shaken beyond the possibility of res- 
toration — his constitution thoroughly polluted — wholly under- 
mined. That the remedies resorted to had been almost more 
dreadful than tbe disease — and yet exhibited in vain ! In the next 
twenty pages of tbe Diary , tbe sbade^of horror are represented as 
gradually closing and darkening around this wretched victim of 
debauchery ; and the narrative is carried forward through three 
months. A few extracts only , from this portion , are fitting for 
the reader.] 
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Priday , January 5. — Mr. Effingstone continues in the same 
deplorable state described in my former entry. It is absokitelj 
revolting to enter ^his room, the efiSuvia are so sickening — so 
oferpowering. I am compelled to use a vinaigrette incessantly, 
as weU as eaii de Cologne, and other scents, in profusion. I 
found bim engaged , as usual , deep in Peironius Arbiter 1 — He 
sdll makes the same wretched show of reliance on the strength and 
firmsess of his mental powers ; but his worn and haggard features 
-^ the burning brilliance of his often half-fVenzied eyes — the 
broken, hollow tones of his voice — his sudden starts of ap- 
prehension — belie every word he utters. He describes his bodily 
sufferings as frightful. Indeed, Mrs. — hasoften told me, that 
his groans both disturb and alarm the neighbours, even as far as 
on the other side of the street ! The very watchman has several times 
been so much startled in passing, at hearing his groans, that he 
has knocked at the door to inquire about them. Neither Sir — nor 
I can think of any thing that seems likely to assuage his agonies. 
Even laudanum has failed us altogether, though it has been given 
in unprecedented quantities. I think I can say, with truth and 
sincerity , that scarce the wealth of the Indies should tempt me 
to undertake the management of another such case. I am losing 
my appetite — loathe animal food — am haunted day and night by 
the piteous spectacle which I have to encounter daily in Mr. Ef- 
fingstone. Oh ! that heaven would terminate his tortures — surely 
be has suffered enough \ I un sure be would hail the prospect of 
death with ecstasy! 

Wednesday, 10. — Poor, infatuated, obstinate Effingstone, 
will not yet allow me to communicate with any of his family or 
friends, though he knows tbey are almost distracted at not hear- 
ing from him , fancying him yet abroad. Colonel — asked me (he 
other day, earnestly. When I last heard from Mr. Effingstone! 1 
wonder my conscious looks did not betray me. I almost wish they 
had. Good God! in what a painful predicament I am placed! 
What am I to do?, Shall I tell them all about him , and disregard 
consequences? Oh — no — no! — how can that be, when my 
word and honour are solemnly pledged to the contrary? 
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Saturday y 20. — Poor EflSngstone has experienced a signal 
instance of the ingratitude and heartlessness of mere men of the 
world. He sent his man , some time ago , with a confidential note 
to Captain — ,^ formerly one of his most intimate acquaintances, 
stating briefly the shocking circumstances in which he is placed, 
and begging him to call and see him. The Captain sent bade a 
vivdvoce (!) message , that he should feel happy in calling on Mr. 
Effingstone in a few days' time , and would then , but that he was 
busy making up a match at billiards, and balancing his betting- 
book, ACy ffi-c, ^c. ! — This day the fellow rode up to the door, 
and — left a card for Mr. Effingstone^ without asking to see 
him! Heartless, contemptible thing! — I drove up about a 
quarter of an hour after this gentleman had left. Poor Effingstone 
could not repress tears, while informing me of the above. ** Would 
you believe it. Doctor," said he, **that Captain — was one of 
my most intimate companions — that he has won very many 
hundred pounds of my money — and that I have stood his second 
in a duel?" 

** Oh , yes — I could believe it all , and much more ! " 
*'My poor man, George," he resumed, *Ms worth a million 
of such puppies ! Don't you think the good, faithful fellow looks 
ill? He is at my bedside twenty times a-night! Pray try and do 
something for him ! I 've left him a trifling annuity out of the 
wreck of my fortune , poor fellow ! " and the rebellious tears again 
glistened in his eyes. His tortures are unmitigated. 

Friday^ 26. — Surely, surely, I have never seen, and sel- 
dom heard or read of, such sufiferings as the wretched Effing- 
stone's. He strives to endure them with the fortitude and patience 
of a martyr; or rather, is struggling to exhibit a spirit of sullen, 
stoical submission to his fate, such as is inculcated in Arrian's 
Discourses of Epictetus, which he reads almost all day.* His ^ 

* Though it may be thought far-fetched and improbable, to repre- 
sent my patient engaged in the perusal of such works as are mentioned in 
the text, 1 can assure the reader, that 1 have known- several men of the 
world — especially if with any pretension to scholarship ~ endeavouring 
10 steel themselves against the pain and terrors of the deathbed, by an 
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HDguish is so excruciating and aDiDterrupted, that I am astonished 
how he retains the use of his reason. All power of locomotion has 
disappeared long ago. The only parts of his body he can move 
DOW, are his fingers, toes, and head — which latter he some- 
times shakes about, in a sudden ecstasy of pain, with such fright- 
ful violence as would, one would think , almost suffice to sever it 
from his shoulders ! The flesh of the lower extremities — the flesh 
— * * Horrible ! All sensation has ceased in them for a fort- 
night! — He describes the agonies about his stomach and bowels, 
to be as though wolves were ravenously gnawing and mangling all 
within. 

Oh, my God! if **men about town," in London, or else- 
where, could but see the hideous spectacle Mr. Effingstone pre- 
sents , surely it would palsy them in the pursuit of ruin, and scare 
them into the paths of virtue ! 

Mrs. — , his landlady , is so ill with attendance on him — al- 
most poisoned by the foul air in his chamber — that she is gone to 
the house of a relative for a few weeks , in a distant part of the 
town , having first engaged one of the poor neighbours to supply 
her place as Mr. Effingstone's nurse. The people opposite , and 
on each side of the house , are complaining again , loudly, of the 
strange nocturnal noises heard in Mr. Effingstone's room. They 
are his groanings ! * * 

Tuesday, 30. — Again I have visited that scene of loathsome- 
ness and horror, Mr. Effingstone's chamber. The nurse and 
George told me he had been raving deliriously all night long. I 
found him incredibly altered in countenance , so much so , that I 
should hardly have recognised his features. He was mumbling 
with his eyes closed , when I entered the room. 

** Doctor ! " he exclaimed in a tone of doubt and fear such as I 
had never known from him before, *'you have not heard me abuse 
the Bible lately, have you?" 

"Not wry lately, Mr. Effingstone ," I replied, pointedly. 



earnent study of the old stoio philosophy; anything, of course, being 
better than the mild and glorious consolations of Christianity. 
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**Good," said he, with his usual decision and energy of 
manner. ** There are awful things in that book — aren't ihere, 
Doctor?" 

**Many very fiwful things there are indeed/' I replied, with 
a sigh. 

''I thought so — I thought so. Pray" — his manner grew 
suddenly perturbed, and he paused for a moment, as if to re- 
collect himself — **Pray — pray" — again he paused, but could 
not succeed in disguising his trepidation, '^do you happen to re- 
collect whether there are such words in the Bible as — as — 

* MANY STRIPES?*" 

**Yes, there are; and they form part of a very fearful pas- 
sage , ** said I , quoting the verse as nearly as I could. He listened 
silently. His features swelled with suppressed emotion. There 
was horror in his eye. 

** Doctor, what a —a — remark— able — nay, hideous dream 
I had last night ! 1 thought a iiend came and took me to a gloomy 
belfry , or some other such place , and muttered * Many stripes — 
many stripes/ in my ear ; and the huge bell tolled me into mad- 
ness, for all the damned danced around me to the sound of it; ha, 
ha!" He added, with a faint laugh, after a pause, *' There's 
something cu — cur — cursedly odd in the coincidence ^ isn't 
there? How it would have frightened some!*' he continued, a 
forced smile flitting over his haggard features as if in mockery. 
''But it is easily to be accounted for — the intimate conneiion — 
symi^athy — between mind and matter, reciprocally affecting each 
other -^ affecting each — ha, ha, ha! — Doctor, it 's no uaa 
keeping up this damned farce any longer. Human nature won't 
bear it! D — n! I'm going down to h£ll! I am!" said he, al- 
most yelling out the words. I had never before witnessed such a 
fearful manifestation of his feelings 1 I alqiost started from the 
chair on which I was fitting. 

'* Why" — he continued, in nearly the same tone and manner, 
as if he had lost all self-control, ''what is it that has maddened 
me all my life, and left me sober only at this ghastly hour — too 
lato?" My agitation would not permit me to do more than whisper 
a few unconnected words of encouragement, almost inaudible to 
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myself. lo about five miootes' time , neither of as having broken 
the silence of the interval, he said in a calmer tone, ''^Doctor, be 
good enongh to wipe mj forehead -^ will you?" I did so* ** Yon 
know better, Doctor, of coarse, than to attach any importance 
to the nonsensical rantings extorted by deathbed agonies, eh? 
Don't dying people, at least those who die in great pain, almost 
always express themselves so? How apt superstition is to rear its 
disibal Qag over the prostrate energies of one's sool, when the body 
is racked by tortures like mine ! Oh , -* oh , •— oh , — that mad- 
dening sensation about the centre of my stomach I Doctor ," — he 
added, after a pause, with a grim air — '*go home, and forget 
all the stufit you have heard me utter to-day -— * Richard 's himsell 
again!'" 

Thursday^ Ut February. — On arriving this morning at — 
Row, I was shown into the back parlour, where sat the nurse, 
very sick and faint. She begged me to procure a substitute, for 
that she was nearly killed herself, and nothing should tempt her 
to contioue in her present situation. Poor thing! I did net 
wonder at it. I told her I would send a nurse from one of the 
hospitals that evening; and then inquired wl^at sort of a night Mr. 
Effingstone had passed. *' Terrible," she said; *' groaning, 
shaking, and roaring all night long, — *Hany stripes,' ^Ifany 
stripes,' * Oh, God of mercy ! * and inquiring perpetually for you." 
I repaired to the fatal chamber immediately, though latterly my 
spirits began to fail me whenever I approached the door. I was 
going to take my usual seat in the arm*chair by the bedside. 

** Don't sit there — don't sit there ," groaned, or rather gasped, 
Mr. Effingstone, **for a hideous being sat in that chair all night 
long," — every muscle in his face crept and shrank with horror,— 
'* muttering, * many stripes!' Doctor, order that blighted chair to 
be taken away, broken up, and burnt, every splinter of it! Let 
no human being ever sit in it again! And give Instructions to the 
people about me never to desert me for a moment — or — or — 
carry me off ! ~ they will ! • • • My frenzied fancy conjures up the 
ghastliest objects that can scare man into madness." He paused. 

** Great God, Doctor! suppose, after all^ what the Rible saye 

Dia-ry of a Physician* I. \2 
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should prove tnie!" ^ he literally gnashed his teeth, and looked 
a truer image of Despair than 1 have ever seen represented in pic- 
tures, onthesUge, or in real life. **Why, Hr. Effingstone , if 
it fAoti^, it need not be to your sorrow, unless you choose to 
make It so ,*' said I , in a soothing tone. 

'<Needn'tit, needn't it?" with an abstracted air ~ «< Needn't 
it? Oh, good! — hope — There, there it sat, all night long — 
there! I've no recollection of any distinct personality, and yet I 
thought it sometimes looked like — Of course," he added , after 
a pause, and a sigh of eihaustion — '* of course, these phantoms, 
or similar ones, must often have been described to you by dying 
people — eh?" 

Friday 2rf. — • * * He was in a strangely altered mood to- 
day; for though his condition might be aptly described by the 
words '*dead alive," his calm demeanour, his tranquillized fea- 
tures, and the mild expression of his eye , assured me he believed 
what he said, when he told me that his dlsoi:der had *' taken a 
tum,** — that the "crisis was past;" and he should recover! 
Alas ! was it ever known that dead mortified flesh ever resumed its 
life and functions! To save himself from the spring of a tiger, he 
could not have moved a foot or a finger, and that for the last week ! 
Poor, poor Mr. Effingstone began to thank me for my attentions 
to him during his illness; said, he **owed his life to my consum- 
mate skill;** and he would ''trumpet my fame to the Andes, if I 
succeeded in bringing him through." 

*'It has been a very horrible affair, Doctor — hasn*t it?" 
said he. 

"Very, very, Mr. Effingstone; and it is my duty to tell you 
there is yet much horror before you ! ** 

*' Ah! well , well ! I see you don't want me to be too sanguine 
— too Impatient: It 's kindly meant — very ! Doctor, when I leave 
here, lleaveitana/^ere^finan/ Come, does not that gratify you, 
eh?" 

I could not help a sigh. He would be an altered many and that 
very shortly ! He mistook the feelings which prompted the sigh. 
.*'Mind — not that I *m going to commence saint — far , oh very 
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far from it; but — but — I don't despair of being at some time or 
other a Christian. I don't, upon my honour! The New Testa-* ' 
ment is a sublime — a — I believe — a revelation of the Almighty* 
My heart is quite humbled ; yet — mark me — I don't mean 
exactly to say I 'm a belierer — not by any means; but I ean't help 
thinking that my inquiries might tend to make me so." I hinted 
that all these were indications of bettered feelings. I could say no 
more. 

*'I 'm bent on leading a different life to what I have led before, 
at all events ! Let me see — I '11 tell you what I 've been chalking 
out during the night. I shall go to Lord — 's villa in — whither I 
have often been invited , and shall read Lardner and Paley , tod 
get them up thoroughly — I will , by — l" 

'^ Mr. Effingstone , pardon me — " 

**Ah ! I understand — 't was a mere slip of the tongue; what 's 
bred in the bone » you know — " 

'*I was not alluding to the oath, Mr. Effingstone ; but — but 
it is my duty to warn you — " 

*• Ah ! (hat I 'm not going the right way to work— eh? Well, at 
all events , I *ll consult a clergyman. TheBishop of — is a distant 
connexion of our family, you know, — I 'II ask his advice ! • • • 
Oh , Doctor , look at that rich — that blessed light of the sun ! Oh, 
draw aside the window curtain — let me feel it on me! What an 
image of the beneficence of the Deity ! — a smile flung from His 
face over the universe ! " * I drew aside the curtain. It was a cold, 
clear, frosty dav, and the sun shone Into the room with cheerful 
lustre. Oh, how awAilly distinct were the ravages which his 
wasted features had sustained ! His soul seemed to expand beneath 
the genial influence of the sunbeams; and he again expressed his 
confident expectations of recovery. 



* A proyincial critic gravely says of this,— '^A fine, a noble conceit, 
it must be owned; but only an expansion of one of Moore's, InLalla 
Rookh , — * T was a bright smile the Angtl threw from Heaven's gate.* " 
Whatever may be the merit of the expression in the text, it cannot be 
truly charged with plagiarism. 1 never read Lalla Rookh in my life, nor 
even saw or heard of the above eited passage, till It was pointed out by 
the Bristol critic 

12* 
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<'Mr. Effiogstone, do not persist io cherishing false hopes! 
Onee for all," said I, with all the deliberate solemnity I could 
throw into my manner, *'I assure you, In the presence of God, 
that, onless a miracle takes place , it is utterly impossible for yon 
to recover, or even to last a week longer ! *' I thought it had killed 
him. His features whitened visibly as I concluded ; his eye seemed 
to sink, and the eyelids fell. His lips presently moved, but 
uttered no sound. I thought he had received his death-stroke, 
and was immeasurably shocked at its having been from my hands, 
even though in the strict performance of my duty. Half an hour's 
time, however, saw him restored to nearly the same state in 
which he had been previously. I begged him to allow me to send 
a clergyman to him, as the best means of sooothing and quieting 
his mind ; but he shook his head despondingly. I pressed my 
point, and he said deliberately , **iVb/" He muttered some such 
words as, ** The Deity has determined on my destruction , and is 
permitting his devils to mock me with hopes of this sort — let me 
go, then, to my own place!" In this awful state of mind I was 
compelled to leave him. I sent a clergyman to him in my chaise 
— the same whom I had called to visit Mr. — , (alluding to the 
** Scholar's Deathbed;") but he refused to see him, saying, that 
if he presumed to force himself into the room, he would spit in his 
face , though he could not rise to kick him out ! The temper of his 
mind had changed into something perfectly diabolical since my in- 
terview with him. 

Saturday t Zd. — Really my own health is suffering — my 
spirits are Sinking through the daily horrors I have to encounter at 
Mr. Effingstone's apartment. This morning , I sat by his bedside 
full half an hour, listening to him uttering nothing but groans that 
shook my very soul within me. He did not know me when I spoke 
to him , and took no notice of me whatever. At length his groans 
wore mingled with such expressions as these, indicating that his 
disturbed lancy had wandered to former scenes : — 

'*0h! oh! — ' Pitch it into him. Bob! Ten to two on Crib! 
Horrible! — These dice are loaded, Wilmington; by—, I know 
they are! Seven's the main! Ha! — done, by — I • • Hector, 
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yes — (be yiM alluding to a favoarite race-horse) —-wobH 'bate* 
ponDd of his price ! Tour Grace shall have him for six hundred — 
Fore legs, only look at ihem! — There, there, go it! away, 
away! neck and neck — In, in, by — ! * • Hannah! what the 
— ^'s become of her? — drowned? No, no, no! What a fiend in- 
carnate that Bet — is! • • Oh! horror, horror, horror 1 Rotten- 
ness ! Oh , that Some one woald knock me on the head and end 
mcl ♦ • Fire, fire! Stripes, many stripes — Stuff! Tou didn't 
fire fair. By — , you fired before your time — (alluding, I sup- 
pose, to a duel in which he had been concerned) — Corse your 
cowardice!" 

Such wal the substance of what he uttered. — It was in tsIb 
that I tried to arrest the torrent of vile recollections. 

«< Doctor, Doctor, I shall die of fright !" he exclaimed an hour 
afterwards *— *' What do you think happened to me last nighlt I 
was lying here , with the fire burnt very low , and the candles gone 
out. George was asleep, poor fellow, and the woman gone out 
to get an hour's rest. also. I was looking about, and suddenly 
saw the dim outline of a table, set, as it were, in the middle of 
the room. There were four chairs, faintly visible, and three 
ghostly figures came through that door and sat in them , one by 
one , leaving one vacant. They began a sort of horrid whispering, 
more like gasping : they were devils , and talked about — my 
damnation ! The fourth chair was for me, they said , and all three 
turned and looked me in the face. Oh 1 hideous — shapeless — 
damned!" He uttered a shuddering groan. • • • • 

[Here follows an account of his interview with his two brothers, 
the only members of the family — whom he had at last permitted 
to be informed of his frightful condition — that would come and 
see him.] ••••••••♦• 

He did little else than rave and howl, in a blasphemous manner, 
all Ibe while they were present. He seemed hardly to be aware 
of their being his brothers, and to forget the place where he was. 
He eursed me — then Sir — , and his nMn George, and charged 
OS with compassing his death, concealing his case from his family, 
and execrated os for not allowing him to be removed to the west 
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end of the town. In vain we assured him that his removal was 
atterlj impossible — the time was pastel had offered it onee. He 
gnashed his teeth , and spit at us all ! •* What ! die — die — Dib 
in this damned hole? — I won't die here — I will go to — Street. 
Take me off! — Devils^ then do too come and carry me there I — 
Come — out, out, out upon you ! — • * * — You have killed me, 
all of you ! — You 're throttling me I — You 've put a hill of iron on 
me — I 'm dead I — all my body is dead ! — • • ♦ — George , you 
monster I why are you ladling fire upon me? — Where do you get 
it? ^ Out — out — ■ out I — I 'm flooded with fire ! — Scorched 
— Scorched! — • • Now — now for a dance of devils — Ha — I 
see! I see! , — There's — , and — , and ^, among them! — 
What! all three of you dead — and damned before me? — W — ! 
where are your loaded dice? — Filled with fire, eh? — • • — So, 
TO0 were the three devils I saw silting at the table, eh? -- Well, 
I shall be last — but by —, I '11 be the chief of you! - 111 be king 
in hell ! — • * —What — what 's that fiery owl sitting at the bottom 
of the bed for, eh? — Kick it off— strike it! — Away — out on 
thee, thou imp of hell ! — I shall make thee sing presently! — Let 
in the snakes — let the large serpents in — I love them ! I hear 
them writhing up stairs — they shall twine about my bed ! " He 
began to shake his head violently from side to side, his eyes glaring 
like coals of fire, and his teeth gnashing. I never could have 
imagined any thing half so frightful. What with the highly excited 
state of my feelings, and the horrible scents of death which were 
diffused about the room , and to which not the strongest salts of 
ammonia, used incessantly, could render me insensible, I was 
obliged to leave abruptly. I knew the last act of the black tragedy 
was closing that night ! I left word with the nurse , that so soon as 
Mr. Effingstone should be released from his misery, she should 
get into a hackney-coach , and come to my house. 

• •••••••• 

I lay tossing in bed ail night long — my mind suffused with the 
horrors of the scefie of which I have endeavoured to give some 
faint idea above. Were I to record half what I recollect of his 
hideous ravings, it would scare myself to read it! — I will not! 
Let them and their memory perish! Let them never meet the eye 
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or ear of maul — I faocled myself lying side by side with the loalh'^ 
some thing bearing the name of Effingstone ; that I coald not move 
away from him ; that his head, shaking from side to side, as I have 
mentioned above^ was battering my chee&s and forehead; in short, 
I was almost beside myself 1 I was in the act of uttering a fervent 
prayer to the Deity , that even in the eleventh hour — the eleventh 
hoar — when a violent ringing of the night-bell made me spring 
out of bed. It was as I suspected. The nurse had come; and, 
already, all was over. My heart seemed to grow suddenly cold 
and motionless. I dressed myself, and went down iQto the draw« 
ing-room. On thd sofa lay the woman : she had fainted. On re- 
covering her senses, I asked her if all was over; she nodded with 
an affrighted expression ! A little wine and water restored her sel^ 
possession. *'When did it occur?" I asked. ^'Exactly as the 
clock struck three," she replied. ^* George and I, and Mr. — , 
the apothecary, whom we had sent for out of the next street, were 
standing round the bed. Mr. Hardy lay tossing his head about for 
nearly an hour , saying all manner of horrible things. A few mi-* 
nates before three he gave a loud howl, and shouted, ^Here, 
you wretches — why do you put the candles out? — Here — here 
I'm dying!' 

** * God's peace be with you , Sir ! — The Lord have mercy on 
you 1 ' — we groaned , like people distracted. 

***Ha, ha, ha I— D— n you! — D— n you all! — Dying — 
D — n me! I won't die! — I won't die! — No— No! — D — n me — 
I won't — won't — won't' — he gasped and made a noise as if he 
was choked. We looked. Yes, he was gone!" 

He was interred in an obscure dissenting burying ground in the 
immediate neighbourhood, under the name of Hardy, for his fa- 
mily revised to recognise him. 

So lived — so died , a ** man about town ; " and so , a)asl will 
yet live and die many another man about towh 1 



Notwithstanding the scrupulous and anxious care with which 
the foregoing fearful narrative was prepared for the public eye, so 



184 ^ MAN ABOUT TOWN. 

thtt a lively pidare of the horrors of vice might be drawn , at the 
same time that a veil was thrown over the more ghastly and revolt- 
ing features, in the particular instance, — the Editor regrets to 
state, that loud, and, in some instances , an^r^ complaints have 
been made against it, in one or two influential and respectable 
quarters ; and in others , such atrocious misrepresentations of the 
author's design, accompanied by insulting, nay, beastly, insinua^ 
tions, as have, he fears, succeeded in exciting suspicion and 
disgust in the minds of those who did not read the paper till after 
they read the cruel and lying character fixed upon it. All those 
with whom the Editor has conversed, have, without exception, 
declared they read the paper with feelings of simple unmitigated 
grief and agony — in the spirit aimed at by Ihe writer. The Editor 
forther states, that the^ketch had in its favour the suffrages of most 
of the leading prints in town and country, some of whom were 
pleased to express themselves in terms of such flattering eulogy, as 
even the vrriter of the Diary might consider extravagant. Three 
other such attacks were made upon it by London Journals, as sink 
their perpetrators beneath the desert of notice. Woe be to those 
polluted minds and degraded hearts, that could attach such 
meanings as would fain have been fastened on certain portions of 
** the Man about Town ! " 

Sincerum est nisi vas , quodcumque infundis acescit. 

A word to those who may think its statements exaggerated i 
Would to Heaven that he who suspects as much , but once had 
been beside the frightful deathbed of Effingstone ! Talk of exaggera- 
tion ! — that '* the experience of mankind does not, nor ever did, 
furnish such scenes I"* Why, the Editor knows of such a tale^ 
as, if told, might make a devil to leap with horror in the fires ! — 
one , that a man might listen to with quaking heart and creeping 
flesh , and prayers to God it might be forgotten ! 

In conclusion, the Editor knows well, that, despite the small 
cavillers above spoken of, this narrative has wrought the most 
satisfactory effects upon minds and hearts by themselves thought 

* American paper. 
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irredakMbly lost: good eyidence of which lies now ki his eseni- 
toire, aad may possibly be appended to some taiure editioii of this 
work.* Aod he Itnews farther, that *' The Mao aboat Town" will 
continue long to be a beacon , waming off from guilt and rain the 
** simple-hearted, the unwary, the beguiled.'* If there were no- 
thing else in these volumes, the thought of writing *'The Man 
about Town" would bring consolation to the deathbedof its writer, 
as having endeavoured to render lasting service to society. 

CHAPTER XUI. 
DEATH AT THE TOILET. 

''TIS no use talking to me, mother, I will go to Mr. P — 's 
party to-night, if I die for it — that 's flat ! You know as well as I 
do, that Lieutenant N — is to be there, and he '^oing to leave 
town to-morrow — so up I go to dress." 

** Charlotte, why will you be so obstinate? You know how 
poorly you have been all the week ; and Dr. — says, late hours are 
the worst things in the world for you." 

** Pshaw, mother! nonsense, nonsense." 

'*Be persuaded for once, now, I beg! Oh, dear, dear, what 
a night it is too — it pours with rain, and blows a perfect hurricane ! 
You 11 be wet, and catch cold, rely on it. Come now, won't 
you stop and keep me company to-night? That 's a good girl 1 " 

*' Some other night will do as well for that, you know; for now 
I '11 go to Mrs. P — ^'s if it rains cats and dogs. So up— up — ^up I 
go!" singing jauntily 

Oh. sho shall dance all dress'd in white. 
So ladylike. 

Such were, very nearly, the words, and such the manner, in 
which Miss J — expressed her determination to act in defiance of 
her mother's wishes and entreaties. She was the only child of her 
widowed mother, and had,^ but a few weeks before, completed 
her twenty-«ixth year, with yet no other prospect before her than 

* I am not at liberty to do so, yet. — Ed. [Sd ed.] 
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bleak siogle blessedoess. A weaker, more frJYoloas, and con- 
ceited creature never breathed — the torment of her amiable 
parent, the nuisance of her acquaintance. Though her mother's 
circumstances were very straitened, sufficing barely to enable 
them to maintain a footing in what is called the middling genteel 
class of society , this young woman contrived , by some means or 
other, to grati^ her penchant for dress, and gadded about here, 
there, and every where, the most showily dressed person in the 
neighbourhood. Though far from being even pretty-faced, or 
having any pretensions to a good figure — for she both stooped 
and was skinny — she yet believed herself handsome; and by a 
vulgar, flippant forwardness of demeanour, especially when in 
miied company, extorted such attentions, as persuaded her that 
others thought so. 

For one or two years she had been an occasional patient of 
mine. The settled pallor — the tallowiness of her complexion, 
conjointly with other symptoms, evidenced the existence of a liver 
complaint; and the last visits I had paid her, were in consequence 
of frequent sensations of oppression and pain in the chest, which 
clearly indicated some organic disease of her heart. I saw enough 
to warrant me in warning her mother of the possibility of her 
daughter's sudden death from this cause, and the imminent peril 
to which she exposed herself by dancing, late hours, d:c.; but 
Mrs. — 's remonstrances , gentle and affectionate as they always 
were, were thrown away upon her headstrong daughter. 

It was striking eight by the church clock, when Miss J — , 
humming the words of the song above mentioned, lit her chamber- 
candle by her mother's, and withdrew to her room to dress, soundly 
rating the servant-girl by the way, for not having starched some 
article or other which she Intended to have worn that evening. As 
her toilet was usually a long and laborious business, it did not 
occasion much surprise to her mother, who was sitting by the fire 
in their little parlour, reading some book of devotion, that the 
church chimes anqounced the first quarter past nine o'clock, 
without her daughter's making her appearance. The noise she had 
made overhead, in walking to and fro to her drawers, dressing- 
table, #e. had ceased about half an hour ago, and her mother 
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supposed she was then engaged at her glass, adjustiog htr hair, 
and prepaiiDg her complexion. 

**Well, I wonder what can make Charlotte so yery careful 
aboQt her dress to-night! " exclaimed Mrs. J. — , removiog her 
eyes from the book , and gazing thoughtfully at the fire; '*0h! it 
must be because young Lieutenant N — is to be there. Well , I 
was young myself once , and it 's yery excusable in Charlotte — 
heigho!" She heard the wind howling so dismally without, that 
she dtew together the coals of her brisk fire , and was laying down 
the poker, when the clock of — church struck the second quarter 
after nine. 

*^Why, what in the world can Charlotte be doing all this 
while''" she again inquired. She listened — **I haye not heard 
her moving for the last three quarters ofanhourl I '11 call the 
maid and ask." She rang the bell , and the servant appeared. 

"Betty, Miss J — is not gone yet, is she?" 

**La, no, Ma'am," replied the girl, "I took up' the curling 
irons only about a quarter of an hour ago, as she had put one of 
her curls out; and she said she should soon be ready. She 's 
burst her new musim dress behind, and that has put her into a 
way. Ma'am." 

** Go up to her room, then, Betty, and see ifshe wants any 
thing; and tell her it 's half-past nine o'clock," said Mrs. J—. 
The servant accordingly went up stairs, and knocked at the. bed- 
room door, once, twice, thrice, but received no answer. There 
was a dead silence , except when the wind shook the window. 
Could Miss J — have fallen asleep? Oh, impossible! She 
knocked again, but unsuccessfully, as before. She became a 
little flustered; and, after a moment's pause, opened the door, 
and entered. There was Miss J — sitting at the glass. "Why, 
la, Ma'am!" commenced Betty in a petulant tone, walking up 
to her, " here have I been knocking for these five minutes, and — " 
Betty sUggered, horror-struck, to the bed, aod, uttering a 
loud shriek, alarmed Mrs. J — , who instantly tottered up stairs, 
almost palsied with fright. — Miss J -*- was dead! 

I was there within a few minutes , for my house was not more 
than two streets distant. It was a stormy night in March : and the 
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desolate aspect of things without — deserted streets — the dreary 
howling of the wind , and the incessant pattering of the rain, eon- 
tribnted to cast a gloom over my mind , when connected with the 
intelligence of the awful event that had summoned me out, which 
was deepened into horror by the spectacle I was doomed to wit- 
ness. On reaching the house , I found Mrs. J — In violent hyste- 
rics, surrounded by several of her neighbours, who had been 
called in to her assistance. I repaired instantly to the scene of 
death , and beheld what I shall never forget. The room was occu- 
pied by a white-curtained bed. There was but one \(indow, and 
before it was a table, on which stood a looking-glass, hung with 
a little white drapery: and various articles of the toilet lay scat- 
tered about— pins, brooches, curling-papers, ribands, gloves, ^c. 
An arm-chair was drawn to this table, and in it sat Miss J — , stone 
dead. Her head rested upon her right hand , her elbow supported 
by the table; while her left hung down by her side, grasping a 
pair of curling irons. Each of her wrists was encircled by a showy 
gilt bracelet. She was dressed in a white muslin frock , with a 
little bordering of blonde. Her face was turned towards the glass, 
which, by the light of the expiring candle, reflected with fright- 
ful fidelity the clammy fixed features, daubed over with rouge and 
carmine — the fallen lower jaw — and the eyes directed full into 
the glass, with a cold, dull stare, that was appalling. On exa- 
mining the countenance more narrowly, I thought I detected the 
traces of a smirk of conceit and self-complacency , which not even 
the palsyingHouch of Death could wholly obliterate. The hair of 
the corpse, all smooth and glossy, was curled with elaborate pre- 
cision; and the skinny sallow neck was encircled with a string of 
glistening pearls. The ghastly visage of Death thus leering through 
the tinselry of fashion --- the **Tain show" of artificial joy — was 
a horrible mockery of the fooleries of life ! 

Jndeed, ft was a most humiliating and shocking spectacle. 
Poor creature! struck dead in the very act of sacrificing at the 
shrine of female yanity! — She must have been dead for some 
time, perhaps for twenty minutes, or half an hour, when lai^ 
rhred , for nearly all the animal heat had deserted the body , which 
was rapidly stiffening. 1 attempted , but in vain , to draw a little 
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blood from the arm. Two or three women present proceeded to 
remove the corpse to the bed , for the purpose of laying it out. 
What strange passiveness! No resistance offered to them while 
straightening the bent right arm , and binding the jaws together 
with a faded white riband , which Miss J~ had destined for her 
waist that evening ! 

On examination of the body , we found that death had been oc- 
casioned by disease of the heart. Her life might have been pro- 
tracted possibly for years , had she but taken my advice , and that 
of her mother. I have seen many hundreds of corpses , as well in 
the calm composure of natural death, as mangled and distorted by 
violence; but never have I seen so startling a satire upon human 
yanity, so repulsive, unsightly, and loathsome a spectacle as a 
corpse dre^edfor a ball I 

CHAPTER XIV. 

THE TURNED HEAD. 

Htpochohdriasis/ Janus-like, has two faces — a melancholy 
and a laughable one. The former, though oflener seen in actual 
life, does not present itself so frequently to the notice of the medi- 
cal practitioner as the latter; though, in point of fact, one as im- 
peratively calls for his interfei^ence as the other. It may be safely 
asserted, that a permanently morbid mood of mind invariably in- 
dicates a disordered state of some part or other of the physical 
system; and which of the two forms of hypochondria will manifest 
itself in a particular case , depends altogether upon the mental 
idiosyncrasy of the patient. Those of a dull , phlegmatic tempera- 
ment, unstirred by intermixture and collision with the bustling 
activities of life , addicted to sombrous trains of reflection, and by 
a kind of sympathy, always looking on the gloomy side of things, 
generally sink, at some period or other of their lives, into the 



* Arltingf •» Itf name imports, from disease in the kifpockondr— 
(vno xovdqoq*') L «. the viscera lying under the cartilage of the breast* 
bone and false ribs, the Uotr, tpUen, &c 
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*'S]oiigli of Despond'' — aseldBonyan significantly terms it — 
from whence they are seldom altogether extricated. Religious 
enthusiasts constitute by far the largest portion of those afflicted 
with this species of hypochondria — instance the wretched Cowper ; 
and such I have never known entirely disabused of their dreadful 
phantasies. Those , again , of a gay and lively fancy , ardent tem- 
perament, and droll, grotesque appetencies, exhibit the laughable 
aspect of hypochondriasis. In such, you may expect conceits of 
the most astounding absurdity that could possibly take possession 
of die topsyturvied intellects of a confirmed lunatic; and persisted 
in with a pertinacity — a dogged defiance of evidence to the con- 
trary — which is itself as exquisitely ludicrous as distressing and 
provoking. There is generally preserved an amazing consistency 
in the delusion , in spite of the incessant rebuttals of sensation. 
In short, when once a crotchet, of such a sort as that hereafter 
mentioned, isfairly entertained in (he fancy, the patient t&i7/ not 
let it go ! It is cases of this kind which baffle the adroitest medical 
tactician. For my own part, I have had to deal with several during 
the course of my practice, which if described coolly and faithfully 
on paper, would appear preposterously incredible to a non-pro- 
fessional reader. Such may possibly be the fate of the Tollowing. 
I have given it with a minuteness of detail, in several parts, which 
J think is warranted by the interesting nature of the case , by the 
rarity of such narratives, and, above all, by the peculiar character 
and talents of the well-known individual who is the patient; and 
I am convinced that no one would laugh more heartily over it than 
himself — had he not long lain quiet in his grave! 

Tou could scarcely look on N — without laughing. There was 
a sorry sort of humorous expression in his odd and ugly features, 
which suggested to you the idea that be was always struggling to 
repel some joyous emotion or other, with painful effort. There 
was a rich light of intellect in his eye, which was dark and full, you 
feU when its glance was settled upon you — and there it remained 
concentrated at the expense of all the other features; for the 
clumsy ridge of eye-bone impending sullenly over his eyes — the 
Pitt-like nose , looking like a finger-and-thumb-full of dough 
drawn oat from the pliant mass, with two ill-formed holes inserted 
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in the bulbous extremity — and his large, liquorish, shapeless 
lips , — looked , altogether , any thing but refined or intellectual. 
He was a man of fortune ~ an obstinate bachelor — and educated 
at Cambridge, where he attained considerable distinction; and 
at the period of his introduction to the reader, was in his thirty* 
eighth or fortieth year. If I were to mention his name , it would 
recall to the literary reader many excellent, and some ad- 
mirable portions of literature, for the perusal of which be has to 
thank N— . 

The prevailing complexion of his mind was sombrous; but 
played on, occasionally, by an arch humorous fancy, flinging its 
rays of fun and drollery over the dark surface , like moonbeams 
on midnight waters. I do believe he considered it sinful to smile ! 
There was a puckering up of the corner of the mouth , and a forced 
corrugation of the eye-brows , the expression of which was set at 
nought by the comicality — the solemn drollery — of the eyes. 
You saw Momus leering out of every glance of them I He said many 
very witty things in conversation , and had a knack of uttering the 
quaintest conceits with something like a whine of compunction in 
his tone , which ensured him roars of laughter. As for his own 
laugh — when he did laugh — there is no describing it — short, 
sudden, unexpected was it, like a flash of powder in the dark. 
Not a trace of real merriment lingered on his features an instant 
after the noise had ceased. You began to doubt whether he had 
laughed at all , and to look about to see where the explosion came 
from. Except on such rare occasions of forgetfulness on his part, 
his demeanour was very calm and quiet. He loved to get a man 
who would come and sit with him all the evening, smoking, and 
sipping wine in cloudy silence. He could not endure bustle or 
obstreperousness ; and when he did unfortunately fall foul of a 
son of noise, as soon as he had had *'a sample of his quality," 
he would abruptly rise and take his leave, saying, in a querulous 
tone, like that of a sick child, **I '11 go!" (probably these two 
words will at once recall him to the memory of more than one of 
my readers) —and he was as good as his word ; for all his acquaint- 
ance — and I among the number -^ knew his eccentricities, and 
excused them. 
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Sach was the coJin — at least as to the more prominent points 
of his character — whose chattering black servant presented him- 
self hastily to my notice one morning, as I was standing on my 
door steps^ pondering the probabilities of wet or fine for the day. 
He spoke in such a spluttering tone of trepidation , that it was 
some time before I could conjecture what was the matter. At 
length I distinguished something like the words, '*0h, Docta, 
Docta, com-a, and see-a a Massa ! Com-a! Himsogashly — him 
so ill — ver dam bad — him say so — Oh, lorra-Iorra-Iorra ! Come 
see-a a Massa him yet orrid ! " 

** Why , what on earth is the matter with you , you sable , eh? 
Why cau't you speak slower, and tell me plainly what 's the mat- 
ter?" said I impatiently, for he seemed inclined to gabble on in 
that strain for some minutes longer. '*fFkat *s the matter with 
your master, sirrah, eh?" I inquired, jerking his striped morn- 
ing jacket. 

**0h, Docta! Docta! com-a — Massa ver bad! Him say so! 
— Him head turned I Him head turned ! " 

^* B\m what ^ sirrah?" said I, in amazement. 

^* Him head turned, Docta — him head turned , " replied the 
man, slapping his fingers against his forehead. 

*'0h, I see how it is, I see ; ah, yes," I replied, pointing to my 
forehead in turn , wishing him to see that I understood him to say 
his master had been seized with a fit of insanity. 

*^ Iss, iss, Docta — him Massa head turned — him head turned ! 
Dam bad I" 

" Where is Mr. N—, Nambo, eh?" 

**Him lying all 'long in him bed, Massa — him dam bad. But 
him 'tickler quiet — him head turned" — 

"Why, Nambo, what makes you say your master's head 's 
turned, eh? What d'ye mean , Sir?" 

*'Him Massa self say so — him did — him head turned. 
D — m!" I felt as much at a loss as ever; it was so odd for a 
gentleman to acknowledge to his Negro servant that bis head was 
turned, 

'*Ah! he ^s gone mad, you mean, eh? — is that it? Hem! 
Had — is it so?" said I , pointing , with a wink , to my forehead. 
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*'No, no, Docta — himhetdtoraed! — hknAtfaif,'' replied 
Nambo; tod raising both his bands to his bead, be seemed tr|iog 
to twist it round ! 1 could make nothing of his gesticulations , so 
I dismissed him, telling him to take word, that I should make his 
roaster's my first call. I may as well say , that | was on terms of 
friendly familiarity with Mr. N— , and puzzled myself all the way 
I went, with attempting to conjecture what new crotchet he had 
taken into his odd, and, latterly, I began to suspect, half-addled 
head. He had never disclosed symptoms of what is generally 
understood by the word hypochondriasis; but I often thought 
there was not a likelier subject in the world for it. At length I 
found myself knocking at my friend*s door , fully prepared for 
some specimen of amusing eccentricity — for the thought never 
crossed my mind, that he might be really ill. Nambo instantly 
answered my summons, and, in a twinkling, conducted me to 
his master's bed-room. It was partially darkened , but there was 
light enough for me to discern that there was nothing unusual in 
his appearance. The bed was much tossed to be sure , as if with 
the restlessness of the recumbent, who lay on his back, with his 
head turned on one side, buri<$d deep in the pillow, and his arms 
folded together outside the counterpane. His features certainly 
wore an air of exhaustion and dejection, and bis eye settled on me 
with an alarmed expression from the moment that he perceived 
my entrance. 

** Oh, dear Doctor I — Isn't this frightfulT — Isn't it a dreadful 
piece of business?" 

** Frightful! — dreadful business!" I repeated with much 
surprise. ^*fFhat is frightlul? Are you ill — have you had an 
accident, eh?" 

**Ah, ah! — you may well ask that!" he replied; adding, 
after a pause, *Mt took place this morning, — about two hours 
ago!" 

"You speak in parables, Mr. N — ! Why, what in the world 
is the matter with you ?" 

* * About two hours ago — yes ," he muttered , as if be had not 
heard me. ** Doctor, do tell me truly now, for the curiosity of 
Diary o/ a Physician. I. 13 
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the thing; what did you think of me on first entering the room, 
ehY ~ Feel inclined to laugh , or be shocked — which? " 

**Mr. N — , I really have no time for triiling, as I am particu- 
larly busy to-day. Do, I beg, be a little more explicit! Why 
have you sent for me? fThat is the matter with you ? " 

**Why, God bless me, Doctor!" he replied, with an air of 
angry surprise in his manner which I never saw before, ** I think, 
indeed, ii*8 you vfho are trifling! Have you lost your eye-sight 
this morning? Do you pretend to say that you do not see I have 
undergone one of the most extraordinary alterations in appearance 
that the body of man is capable of — such as never was heard or 
read of before?" 

*'Once more, Mr. N — ," I repeated, in a tone of calm 
astonishment, **be so good as to be explicit. What are you raving 
about?" 

** Raving! — Egad, I think it 's you who are raving, Doctor ! " 
he answered; ** or you must wish to insult me ! Do you pretend 
to tell me you do not see that my head is turned?" and he looked^ 
me in the face steadily and sternly, 

**Ha, ha, ha! Upon my honour , N — , I 've been suspecting 
as much for this last five or ten minutes ! I don't think a patient 
ever described his disease more accurately before." 

*' Don't mock me. Doctor — ," replied N—, sternly. "Ton 
my soul , I can't bear it ! It 's enough for me to endure the horrid 
sensations I do!" 

*'Mr.N— , what rfo you — - ^ 

"Why, confound it, Doctor — ! you '11 drive me mad ! Can't 
you see that the back of my head is in front , and my face looking 
backwards ! Horrible ! " I burst into loud laughter. 

"Doctor — , it 's time for you and me to part — high time ," 
said he , turning his face away from me. " I 'II let you know that 
I '11 stand your nonsense no longer! I called you in to give me 
your advice , not to sit grinning like a baboon by my bedside ! 
Once more — finally, Doctor — , are you disposed to be serious 
and rational? If you are not , my man shall show you to the door 
the moment you please." He said this in such a sober, earnest 
tone of indignation , that I saw he was fully prepared to carry his 
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threat into execQtioD. I determfned, therefore, to hmnoiir him 
a little , direwdly snspecting some temporary sospensioil of his 
sanity — not exactly madneu but at least some extraordinary 
hallucination. To adopt an expression which I have several times 
heard him use, — "I saw what o'clock it was, and set my watch 
to the time." 

«• Oh — well ! — I see now how matters stand ! — The fact is, 
I did ohl^nre the extraordinary posture of aifalrs you complain of, 
immediately 1 entered the room , but supposed you were joking 
with me, and twisting your head round in that odd ^y for the 
purpose of hoaxing me ; so I resoWed to wait and see which of us 
could play our parts in the force longest! Why, good €vod! 
how 's aH this, Mr. N — ? — Is it then really the case? — Are yon 

— in — in earnest — in having your head turned?" 

'*fn earnest^ Doctor!" replied Mr. N— , in amasement. 
*' Why, do you suppose this happened by my own will and agency? 

— Absurd!" 

*^ Oh, no , no — most assuredly not — it is a phenomenon ^^ 
hem ! hem ! — a phenomenon — not unfrequendy attending on 
the night-mart" 1 answered , with as good a grace as possible. 

**Pho , pho , Doctor ! — Nonsense ! — Tou must really think 
me a child, to try to mislead me with such stuff as that ! I tell you 
again , I am in as sober possession of my senses as ever I was in 
my life; and, once more, I assure you, that, in truth and reality, 
my head is turned — literally so." 

**Wcll, well! -i- So I see! — It is, indeed, a very extra- 
ordinary case — a very unusual one; but I don't, by any means, 
despair of bringing all things round again ! — Pray tell me how 
this singular and afflicting accident happened to you ? ** 

** Certainly," said he, despondingly. ** Last night, or rather 
this morning, I dreamed that I had got to the West Indies -^ to 
Barbadoes — an island where I have, as you know, a little estate, 
left me byimy uncle C— ; and that a few moments after I had 
entered the plantation , for the purpose of seeing the slaves at 
work, there came a sudden hurricane, a more tremendous one 
than ever was known in those parts, — trees — canes — huts — 
all wf re swept before it ! Even the very ground on which we stood 

13* 
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seemed whirled away beneath us! I turned my head a moment to 
look at the direction |d which things were going, when, in the 
very act of turning, the blast suddenly caught my head , . and — 
oh, my God! — blew it completely round on my shoulders, till 
my face looked quite — directly behind me — over my back ! In 
vain did I almost wrench my head off my shoulders, in attempting 
to twist it round again; and what with horror, and — and — 
altogether — in short, I awoke — and found the frightful reality 
of my situation ! — Oh , gracious Heaven ! " continued Mr. N — , 
clasping his hands, and looking upwards, ^* what have I done to 
deserve such a horrible visitation as this!" 

Humph! it is quite clear what is the matter Aere, thought I; 
so assuming an air of becoming professional gravity, I felt his 
pulse, begged him to let me see his tongue , made many inquiries 
9bout his general health , and then proceeded to subject all parts 
of his neck to a most rigorous examination; before, behind, on 
each side, over every natural elevation and depression — if such 
the usual varieties of surface may be termed — did my fingers 
pass; he all the while sighing, and cursing his evil stars, and 
wondering how it was that he had not been killed by the '* dis- 
location!" This little farce over, I continued silent for some mo- 
ments, scarcely able, the while, to control my inclination to 
burst into fits of laughter, as if pondering the possibility of being 
able to devise some means of cure. 

'*iii, thank God!" said I, abruptly, — '^ have it, I 
have it, — " 

**What! — what — eh? — what is it?" he inquired with 
anxiety. 

''I \e thought of a remedy, which, if— if — if any thing in the 
world qin bring it about , will set matters right again — will bring 
back your head to its former position." 

•* Oh , God be praised ! — Dear - dear Doctor ! — if you do 
but succeed , I shall consider a thousand poimds but the earnest 
of what I will do to evince my gratitude ! " he exclaimed , squee- 
zing my hand fervently. *' But I am not absolutely cerUin that we 
shall succeed," said I cautiously. " We will , however, give the 
medicine a twenty-four hours' trial ; during all which time you 
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must be in perfect repose , and consent to lie in utter darkness. 
Will you abide by my directions ! *' 

**0b, yes — yes — yes! — dear Doctor! — What is the in- 
estimable remedy? Tell me *- tell me the name of my ransomer. 
I '11 never divulge it — never ! " 

** That is not consistent with my plans at present, Mr. N — /' 
I replied, seriously ; ** but, if successful — of which I own I have 
very sanguine eipectations — 1 pledge my honour to reveal the 
secret to you." 

**Well — but — at least you '11 explain the nature of its 
operation — eh? is it internal — external — what?" The remedy, 
I told him, woald be of both forms; the latter, however, the more 
immediate agent of his recovery ; the former , preparatory — pre- 
disposing. I may tell the reader simply what my physic was to 
be : three bread-pills (the ordinary placebo in such cases) every 
' hour: a strong laudanum draught in the evening; and a huge 
bread-and-water poultice for his neck , with which it was to be 
environed till the parts were sufficiently mollified to admit of the 
neck's being twisted back again into its former position ! — and, 
when that was the case — why — to ensure its permanency, he 
was to wear a broad band of strengthening plaster for a week ! ! 
This was the bright device, struck out by me ~~ all at a heat ; and 
which explained to the poor victim, with the utmost solemnity and 
deliberation of manner — all the wise winks and knowing nods, 
and hesitating '^hems" and **has" of professional usage — 
sufficed to inspire him with some confidence as to the result. I 
confess I shared the most confident expectations of success. A 
sound night's rest — hourly pill-taking — and the clammy satu- 
rating sensation about his neck , I fully believed would bring him, 
or rather his head , round : and , in the full anticipation of seeing 
bim disabused of the ridiculous notion he had taken into his head, 
I promised to see him the first thing in (he morning , and took my 
departure. After quitting the house , I could not help laughing 
immoderately at the recollection of the scene I had just witnessed ; 
and a Mrs. M — ^ by the way — who happened to be passing on the 
other side of the street, and observed my involuntary risibility, 
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took oceasioo to spread an iU-natured rumour, that I was \n the 
habit of * * making myself merry at the expense of my patients ! " 

I foresaw, that should this *' crick in the neck" prove perma- 
nent, I stood a chance of listening to innumerable conceits of the 
most whimsical and paradoxical kind imaginable — for I knew 
N — ^'s natural turn to humour. It was inconceivable to me how 
such an extraordinary delusion could bear the blush of daylight, 
resist the evidence of his senses, and the unanimous simultaneous 
assurances of all who beheld him. Though it is little credit to me, 
and tells but small things for my self-control — I cannot help 
acknowledging, that at the bedside of my next patient, who was 
within two or three hours of her end, the surpassing absurdity of 
the *' turned head'' notion glared in such ludicrous extremes be- 
fore me, that I was near bursting a bloodvessel with endeavours 
to suppress a perfect peal of laughter I 

About eleven o'clock the next morning, I paid N — a second 
visit. The door was opened as usual by his black servant Nambo ; 
by whose demeanour I sa^ that something or other extraordinary 
awaited me. His sable swollen features , and dancing white eye- 
balls , showed that he was nearly bursting with laughter. * ' He ~ 
he — hel" he chuckled, in a sort of sotto voce, *'him Massa 
head turned ! — Him back in front ! Him waddle ! — he — he — 
hel" — and he twitched his clothes — jerking his jacket and 
pointing to his breeches , in a way that I did not understand. On 
entering the room where N— , with one of his favourite silent 
smoking friends, (M~, the late well known counsel ,) were sitr- 
ting at breakfast, I encountered a spectacle which nearly made me 
expire with laughter. It is almost useless to attempt describing it 
on paper — yet I will try. Two gentlemen sat opposite each other 
at the breakfast table, by the fire : the one with his face to me was 
Mr. M— ; and N~ sat with his back towards the door by which I 
entered. A glance at the former sufficed to show me , that he was 
sitting In tortures of suppressed risibility. He was quite red in 
the lace — his features were swollen and puffy — and his eyes fixed 
strainingly on the fire, as though through fear of encounteiing the 
ludicrous figure of his friend. They were averted from the fire, 
for a moment, to welcome mj entrance — and then re-directed 
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tbither with such a painful effort — such a comical air of < 
pulsory seriousness — as , added to the preposterous fashion after 
which poor N— bad chosen to dress himself, completely overcame 
me. The thing was irresistible; and my utterance of that pe- 
culiar choking sound , which indicates the most strenuous efforts 
to suppress one's risible emotions , was the unwitting signal for 
each of us bursting into a long and loud shout of laughter. It was 
in Tain that I bit my under lip , almost till it brought blood, and 
that my eyes strained till the sparks flashed from them , in the 
futile attempt to cease laughing ; for full before me sat the CKciting 
cause of it, in the shape of N— , his head supported by the palm 
of his left hand , with his elbow propped against the side of the 
arm-chair. The knot of his neckerchief was tied with its custo- 
mary formal precision — but behind — at the nape of his neck; 
his coat and waistcoat were buttoned down his back; and his 
trowsers, moreover, to match the novel fashion, buttoned behind, 
and, of course, the hinder parts of them bulged out ridiculously 
in front I Only to look at the coat-collar fitting under the chin, 
like a stiff military stock — the four tail buttons of brass glistening 
conspicuously before, and the front parts of the coat buttoned 
carefully over his back — the compulsory handiwork of poor 
Nambo! 

N — , perfectly astounded at our successive shouts of laughter 
— for we found it impossible to stop — suddenly rose up in his 
chair, and, almost inarticulate with fury, demanded what we 
meant by such extraordinary behaviour. This fury, however, 
was all lost on me; I could only point in an ecstasy of laughter, 
almost bordering on frenzy, to his novel mode of dress as my 
apology. He stamped his foot, uttered volleys of imprecations 
against us, and then ringing his bell , ordered the servant to shdw 
us both to the door. The most violent emotions , however , must 
in time expend their violence , though in the presence of the same 
exciting cause ; and so it was with Mr. M— and myself. On see- 
ing how seriously affronted N — was, we both sat down, and I 
entered into examination , my whole frame -aching with the pro- 
longed convulsive fits of irrepressible laughter. 

It would be in vain to attempt a recital of one of the drollest 
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coDTersaUoos in which f ever bore part. N — *s temper was tho- 
roagbly soared for some time. He declared that my physic was 
all a humbog, and a piece of quaclcery ; and the ^'^lih^ pudding 
rouDd his neclc ," the absurdest farce he ever heard of; he had a 
great mind to maicePfambo eat it, for the paios he had tal^en in 
malting it and fastening it on — poor fellow ! 

Presently he lapsed into a melancholy reflective mood. He 
protested that the laws of locomotion were utterly inexplicable to 
him — a practical paradox; that his volitions as to progressive and 
retrogressive motion neutralized each other; and the necessary 
result was, a cursed circumgyratory motion — for all the world 
like that of a hen that had lost one of its wings ! That henceforward 
he should be compelled to crawl, crab-like, through life, all 
ways at once, and none in particular. He could not conceive, 
he said, which was the nearest way from one given point to 
another; in short, that all his sensations and perceptions were 
disordered and confounded. His situation , he said , was an ad- 
mirable commentary on the words of St. Paul, — *'But I see 
another law in my members warring against the law of my mind." 
He could not conceive how the arteries and veins of the neck could 
carry and return the blood, after being so shockingly twisted; or 
^'how the wind-pipe went on" affording a free course to the air 
through its distorted passage. In short , he said, he was a walk- 
ing lie I 

Curious to ascertain the censisteney of this anomalous state of 
feeling, I endeavoured once more to bring his delusion to the test 
of simple sensation, by placing one hand on his nose, and the 
other on his breast, and asking him which was which, and whether 
both did not lie lo the same direction. He wished to know why 
1 persisted in making myself merry at his expense! I repeated the 
question , still keeping my hands in the same position ; but he 
suddenly pushed them off , and asked me, with indignation , if I 
was not ashamed to keep his head looking over his shoulder in that 
way; accompanying the words with a shake of the head, and a 
sigh of exhaustion, as if it had really been twisted round into the 
wrong direction. ** Ah ! " he exclaimed , after a pause, *Mf this 
unnatural state of affairs should prove permanent — hem ! — I '11 
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put an end to the chapter! He, he, bel — He, he, he!" he 
continued, bursting suddenly Into one of those short abrupt 
laughs, which I have before attempted to describe. **He, he, 
be! — how very odd!" We both ^ed him, in surprise, what 
he meant, for his eyes were fixed on the fire in apparently a me- 
lancholy mood. 

'*He, he, he! — exquisitely odd!" he continued, without 
answering us. **He, he, he!" After repeated inquiries, he 
disclosed the occasion of his unusual cachinnations. 

**I 'to just been thinlting," said he, ** suppose — he, he, 
he ! — suppose it were to come to pass that I should be hanged — 
he, he, he! — he, he, he! — God forbid, by the way — J}ut, 
suppose I should , how old Ketch would be puzzled ! — My face 
looking one way, and my tied hands and arms poking another! 
How the crowd would stare! He, he, he! And suppose," pur- 
suing the train of thought, '* I were to be publicly whipped — how 
I could superintend operations ! And again — how the devil am I 
to ride on horseback, eh? with my face to the tail, or — to the 
mane? In short, what is to become of me? I am , in effect, shut 
out from society ! I 'm something else than a mere turn-coat ! '* 

** You have only to walk circumsjtectly ,'* said M — with an air 
of solemn waggery — ** and as for back-hilers — hem ! " 

•'That *s odd^— very — but impertinent," replied the hypo- 
chondriac, with a mingled expression of chagrin and humour. 

V'Come, come, N— , don't look so steadily on the dark side 
of things," said I. 

''The dark side of things?" he inquired; "I think it is the 
backside of things I am compelled to look at ! " 

" Look forward to better days ," said I. 

^* Look forward, again! What nonsense!" he replied, in- 
terrupting toe; ••impossible ! How can I look forward? My life 
will henceforth be spent in wretched retrospections I** and he 
could not help smiling at the conceit. Having occasion, during 
the conversation , to use his pocket handkerchief, he suddenly 
reached his band behind as usual , and was a little confbsed to 
find that the unusual position of his coat-pocket required that he 
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shoald take it from before ! This I should have conceived eoougb> 
to put an end to his delusion , but I was naistaken. 

''Ah! it will take some time to reconcile me to this new order 
of things; but practice — practice makes perfect, you know!" It 
was amazing to me, that his sensations, so contradictory to the 
absurd crotchet he had taken into his head , did not convince him 
of his error , especially when so frequently compelled to act, in 
obedience to long accustomed impulses. As, for instance, on 
my rising to go, he suddenly started from his chair, shook my 
hands , and accompanied me to the door, as if nothing had been 
the matter. 

** Well now! What do you think of that?" said I triumphantly. 

**Ah, ah!" said he, after a puzzled pause, **but you little 
know the effort it cost me ! " 

• • • • • • 

He did not persevere long in the absurd way of putting on his 
clothes which I have just described; but, even after he had dis- 
continued it, he alleged his opinion to be, that the front of his 
clothes ought to be with his face! I might relate many similar 
absurdities springing from this notion of his turned head, but 
sufficient has been said already to give the reader a clear idea of 
the general character of such delusions. My subsequent inter- 
views with him , while under this unprecedented hallucination, 
were similar to the two which I have attempted to describe. The 
fit lasted near a month. At length, however, I happened luckily 
to recollect a device successfully resorted to by a sagacious old 
English physician, in the case of a royal hypochondriac abroad, 
who fancied that his nose had swelled into greater dimensions 
than those of his whole body beside; and forthwith resolved to 
adopt a similar method of cure with N — • Electricity was to be the 
wonder-working .talisman ! I lectured him out of all opposition, 
silenced his scruples , and got him to fix an evening for the exor- 
cisation of the evU spirit — as it might well be called — which had 
taken possession of him. 

Let the reader fancy, then, N — 's sitting-room , about seven 
o'clock in the evening, illuminated with a cheerful fire, and four 
mould candles; the awful electrifying machine duly disposed for 
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action ; Mr. S — of — Hospital » Dr. — , and myself, all standing 
round it, adjusting the jars, chains, tfrc.; and Nambo busily 
engaged in laying bare bis master's neck , N— all the \vhile eyeing 
our motions with excessiye trepidation , I had infinite difficulty in 
getting bis consent to one preliminary — the bandaging of his 
eyes. I succeeded, however, at last, in persuading him to 
undergo the operation blindfolded , by assuring him that it was 
essential to success; for that if he was allowed to see the applica- 
tion of the conductpr to the precise spot requisite, he might start, 
and occasion its apposition to a wrong place! The real reason 
will be seen presently; the great manoeuYre could not have been 
practised but on such terms; for how could I give his head a 
sudden twist round, and S — give him a smart stroke on the crown 
of the head at the instant of his receiving the shock, if he saw 
what we were about? I ought to have mentioned that we also 
prevailed upon him to sit with his arms pinioned, so that he was 
completely at our mercy. None of us could refrain from an occa- 
sional titter at the absurdity of the solemn farce we were playing 
— fortunately, however, unheard by N — . At length, Nambo 
being turned out, and tiie doors locked, — lest seeing the trick, 
he might disclose it subsequently to his master — we commenced 
operations. S^- worked the machine — round y and round , and 
round, whizzing — sparkling — crackling — till the jar was 
moderately charged: it was then conveyed to N — 's neck. Dr. — 
using the conductor. N — , on receiving a tolerably smart shock, 
started out of his chair, and I had not time to give him the twist I 
had intended. After a few moments , however , he protested that 
he felt '* something loosened" about his neck, and was easily 
induced to submit to another shock considerably stronger than the 
former. The instant the rod was applied to bis neck , I gave the 
head a sudden excruciating wrench towards the left shoulder, 
S — striking him, at the same moment, a smart blow on the crown. 
PoorN—' 

*' Thank God r* we all exclaimed , as ifpanting for breath. 

•*I— i— 8 it all over?" stammered N— faintly — quite coo- 
foanded with the effects of the threefold remedy we had adopted. 
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** Yes — tbaDk God , we have at last brought your head round 
again > and your face looks forward now as heretofore ! " said I. 

** Qh , remove the bandage — remove it! Let my own eyesight 
behold it! — Bring me a glass ! " 

*' As soon as the proper bandages have been applied to your 
neck, Mr.N— ." 

**What, eh — a «ec(m^ pudding, eh?" 

* * No , merely a broad band of diachylum plaster, to prevent — 
hem — the contraction of the skin ," said I. As soon as that was 
done , we removed the handkerchiefs from his eyes and arms. 

''Oh, my God, how delightful!" he exclaimed, rising and 
walking up to the mirror over the mantelpiece. ** Ecstasy! all 
really right again — " 

^* My dear N — , do not , I beg , do not work your neck about 
in that way, or the most serious disarrangement of the — the 
parts,'* said I — 

''Oh, it's so, is it? Then, I 'd better get into bed at once , I 
think , and you '11 call in the morning." 

I did, and found him in bed. *' Well , how does all go on this 
morning?" I inquired. 

" Pretty well — middling," he replied, with some embarrass- 
ment of manner. *'Do you know, Doctor, I 've been thinking 
about it all night long — and I strongly suspect" -^ His serious 
air alarmed me — I began to fear that he had discovered the trick 
— •' I strongly suspect — hem — hem — " he continued. 

'*fFhat?*' I inquired, leather sheepishly. 

*' Why , that it was my brains only that were turned — and — 
that — that — most ridiculous piece of business — " 

♦* Why, to be sure, Mr. N—" • • •—and he was 
so ashamed about it, that he set off for the country immediately, 
and, among the glens and mountains of Scotland, endeavoured 
to forget ever having dreamed that his bead was turmbd. 



One of the papers roundly asserts, that the foregoing is *'pure 
fiction." I like the modesty an<) caution of this ; the more especially 
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when I know it is neit to impossible for the assector to know any 
thing about the matter. But mark his reasoning : — 

^*The conceit is droll and witty enough /' he says , ** but, un- 
fortunately, is too much so for truth! Who ever heard of such a 
constMtent delusion — in such a humorotu subject?" 

I leave this little argumentative chokepear for a child to nibble 
at : medical men know better. Samuel or Charles Wesley (sur- 
viving relatives of the celebrated John Wesley) , fancied himself a 
TEA-POT, and stuck to the notion strongly for some time! I know 
one whom he told of his '* misfortune." 

A medical man in Lincolnshire, a few years ago, persuaded 
himself into the notion that he had been transformed into a great- 
coat ! No one now laughs at the thing more heartily than himself; 
at the same time protesting that his delusion was complete at the 
time 1 I have heard also , that the late Mr. Nollekens fancied he 
had sunk into a pair qf shoes; and would ask people if they **put 
him on ," to keep out of the wet as much as possible ! 

The gentleman with whom I was articled had the care of the 
workhouse ; and I saw there a woman who seriously told me she 
was dead, and had been so for many j^eeks. She was taking tea 
when she told me of the strange fact. '* Well , I think yours is a 
pretty comfortable sort of death/' said 1; but she replied with a 
sigh, **It was Satan that had entered into her body the moment 
her own soul left it, and plagued her with eating, drioking, talking, 
and living, without any of the pleasure and relish of true life!" 
The woman was a Roman Catholic ; and said she was suffering the 
pains of purgatory for a wicked life. 

A metaphysical gentleman — once a member of Parliament — 
not many years ago imagined himself a spirit — an impalpable, 
intangible being. He said he had the power of pervading matter, 
and knew the secret cause of its cohesion, having, ici a manner, 
seen and known it while operating. He said he had a perfect 
knowledge of the ^^quomodo," as he called it, of the presence 
and operation o{ gravity* He was asked for an explanation of the 
phenomena, and made an answer in a long tissue of metaphysic 
rigmarole » unintelligible to any one that beard him. He said, 
that as for himself, he had the power of diffusing himself over the 
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eentre of our globe , and f oterfusiDg his inflaoDce throughout the 
whole congeries of matter, till the earth swelled to a thousand 
times its present dimensions. That all spirits had the same 
power! 

"Why, mercy onus! Mr. — ," said Sir — , with affected 
alarm, " we *re not sqfe, then ! Perhaps the world is swelling under 
us now ! What is to become of us?*' 

** Spirit is benevolent and wise , so you are safe ! " replied the 
hypochondriac, with a most singular air, as if he halfwm the 
absurdity of his notion, and was half angry with Sir — . *'Tou 
miglit cut your son^s throat — but you don* 1 1" During the same 
interview, he told his medical man that the '*soul of Kant" 
wandered ** through the uniyerse;" and once diffused itself so 
extensively, as to render its re-compression very difficult ! ** If you 
. only knew how , you could compress me into a compass infinitely 
less than that of a needle point ," said he , solemnly ! 

If the veracity of this instance should be seriously questioned, 
it is possible that the ci-devant hypochondriac himself might step 
for a moment from his elegan and profound privacy, where 
thought and imagination dwell " gloriously supreme ," and good- 
humouredly attest the truth of what I am relating. I have given 
the amusing instances above , out of a store of many similar ones : 
and, reader, if you are eitra-professional , and still a doubter, 
ask the most experienced medical friend yon have, whether, in 
the above , yon are required to put faith in improbabilities and 
figments. 

CHAPTER XV. 

THE WIFE. 

Bfonday Evening, July^fi, 18 — . — Well! the poor martyr 
has at last been released from her sufferings , and her wasted 
remains lie hid in the kindly gloom of the grave. Tes , sweet, 
abused, forgiving Mrs. T — ! I this morning attended your funeral, 
and let fall tears of unavailing regret ! Shall I tell your sad story all 
in one word or two? The blow that broke your heart was struck by 

TOUR HUSBADD ! ■ 
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Heaven grant me ealmness in recording yonr wrongs ! Let not 
tbe fi^elings of outraged hnmanity prompt me to **set down aught 
in malice." May I be dispassionately enough disposed to say but 
the ha ff, nay, eren the hundredth part only, ofwhatllinow, and 
my conseience will stand acquitted ! Let not him who shall read 
these pages anticipate any thing of romance > of high-flown rhodo- 
montade , in what follows. It is all about a poor , Ul-used , heart- 
broken wifb: and such an object is, alas! too often met with in 
all classes of society , to attract , in an ordinary case , any thing of 
public notice. The ensuing narrative will not, however, be found 
an ordinary case. It is fraught with circumstances of such pecu- 
liar aggravation , and exhibits such a moving picture of the ten- 
derness and unrepining fortitude of woman , that I am tempted to 
give it at some length. Its general accuracy may be relied upon, 
for I succeeded in wringing it ttom the lips of the poor sufferer 
herself. 1 must , however, be allowed to give it in my own way ; 
though at the risk of its being thereby divested of much of that 
sorrowful simplicity and energy — that touching naivetS which 
characterised its utterance. I shall conclude with extracting some 
poftions of my notes of visits made in a professional capacity. 

Miss Jane G — had as numerous a retinue of suitors as a pretty 
person, well-known sweetness of disposition , considerable ac-^ 
compKshments , and 10,000/. in the funds, could not fail of pro- 
curing to their possessor. She was an orphan , and was left ab- 
solute mistress of her property on attaining her twenty-first year. 
All the members of her own family most strenuously backed the 
pretensions of the curate of the parish — a young man of ascer- 
tained respectability of character and family , with a snug stipend, 
and fair prospects of preferment. His person and manners were 
agreeable and engaging; and be could not conceal his inclination 
to fling them both at Miss C— 's feet. All who knew the parties, 
said it would be an excellent match in all respects , and a happy 
couple they would make. Miss C — herself could not look at the 
curate with indifference — at least if any inference might be drawn 
from an occasional flushing of her features at church , whenever 
the eyes of the clergyman happened to glance at her — which was 
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much oflener than his duty required In short, the motherly 
gossips of the place all looked upon it as a settled thing, and had 
pitched upon an admirable house for the ftiture couple. They 
owned unanimously that ^' the girl mig/U have gone farther and 
fared worse/' and so forth ; which is a great deal for such people 
to say about such matters. 

There happened, however, to be given a great ball, by the 
lady of the ei-Mayor , where Miss C — was one of the stars of the 
evening; dnd at this party there chanced to be a young Londoner 
who had just come down on a three^weeks' holyday. He was 
training for the law, in a solicitor 's office , and was within sii or 
seven months of the expiration of his articles* He was a perso- 
nable sort of fellow to look at — a spice of a dandy — and had that 
kind of air about him which ieU&qftoton — if not of theblandness, 
ease, and elegance of the West, still — of town — which coo- 
trasted favourably with the comparative ungainliness of provin- 
cials. He was, in a word, a sort of small star; atritonamong 
the minnows ; and whatever he said or did took infallibly. Ap- 
prized by some judicious relatives, of the united charms of Miss 
C— 's purse and person , he took care to pay her the most conspi- 
cuous attentions. Alas ! the quiet claims of the curate were soon 
silenced by bis bustling rival. This young spark chattered Miss 
C — out of her calm senses. Wherever she went , he followed ; 
whatever she said or did , he applauded. He put into requisition 
all his small acquirements — he sang a little , danced more, and 
talked an infinity. To be brief, he determined on carrying the 
fort with a coup de main; and he succeeded. The poor curate 
was forgotten for ever! Before the enterprising young lawyer 
left -^ , he was an accepted suitor of Miss C— 's. The coldness 
of all her friends and acquaintances signiOed nothing to her; her 
lover had, by some means or other, obtained so powerful a hold of 
her affections, that sneers, reproaches, remonstrances, threats 
on the part of all who had previously betrothed her to the curate, 
*' passed by her as the idle wind , which she regarded not." She 
promised to become his wife as soon as his articles should have 
expired , and to live in London. 

In due time , as matters approached a crisis , friends were 
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called in to talk over preliminaries. Hr. T — proved to be com- 
paratively penniless ; bat what was that? Miss C — acted widi very 
unasaal generosity. She insisted on settling only half her fortune 
— * and left the other half entirely at his disposal. On receiving 
this intelligence from her own lips, the young man uttered the 
most frantic expressions of gratitude; promised her eternal love 
andfnthfulness; protested that he idolized her; and — took her 
at ker wonL It was in vain that cautious relatives stepped in to 
teikder their remonstrances to Miss G — on' the imprudent extent 
to which she "was placing her fortune beyond her own control. 
Opposition only consolidates apd strengthens the resolutions of a 
woman whose mind is once made up. The generous creature 
believed implicitly every word that her lover poured into her de- 
lighted ear; and was not startled into any thing like distrust, even 
when she found that her young husband had expended , at one fell 
swoop, nearly 3000/. of the 5000/. she had so imprudently placed 
at his disposal — in ** establishing themselves in London ," as he 
termed it. He commenced a rate ofliving which it would have re- 
quired an income of at least 1000/. a-year to support; and when 
an uncle of his wife's took upon him to represent to Mr. T— his 
ruinous extravagance ~ his profligate expenditure of his wife's 
funds, which all their mutual friends were lamenting and repro- 
bating, he was treated with an insolence which for ever put an end 
to his interference, and effectually prevented that of any other 
party. 

All, however, might yet have gone right, had Mr. T— paid 
but a moderate attention to his business; for his father had the 
command of an excellent town connexion , which soon put enough 
into his son's hands to keep two clerks in regular employment. 

It was not long before his wife was shocked by hearing her 
husband make incessant complaints of the drudgery of the office, 
though he did not devote , on an average , more than two or three 
hours a-day to it. He was always proposing some new party, 
some delightfal drive , some enchanting excursion , to her , and 
she dared not refuse, for he had, already, once disclosed symp- 
tonis of a most imperious temper whenever his will was interfered 
with. She began to grow very uneasy, as she saw him drawing 
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cheque after cheque on their banker, without ouce replacing a 
single sum 1 Good God! what was to become of them? He com- 
plained of the tardy returns of business; and yet he left it alto- 
gether to the management of two hired clerks ! He was beginning 
also to grow irregular in his habits; repeatedly kept her waiting 
for hours, expecting his return to dinner in vain; filled bistable 
with frequent drafts from the gayest and most dissipated of liispro- 
fea^onal acquaintance, whose uproar ^ night after night, darmed 
every one in the house , and disturbed eren the neighbours. Then 
he took to billiard playing, and its iuTariable concomitants, — 
drinking and late hours; the theatres, frequented alone for the 
purpose ~ alas ! too notorious to escape even the chaste ears of 
his unfortunate and insulted wife — of mingling with the low 
wretches — the harpies — who frequent the slips and saloons; 
then *' drinking bouts" at taverns, and midnight *' larks," in com- 
pany with a set of vulgar, ignorant young colcombs, who always 
left him to settle the reckoning. 

He sent one of the clerks to his banker's, one morning, with 
a cheque for 10/. ; which proved to be the exact amount by which 
he had '* overdrawn" his account — and worse — returned without 
the usual accommodation afforded. He was a little dismayed at 
finding such to be the state of things, and went up stairs to his wife 
to tell her, with a curse , of the "meanness," the **d — d stingi- 
ness," of Messrs. — . 

** What ! is it all spent, George?" she inquired in a gentle and 
faint tone of voice. 

** Every rap, by — , Jane!" was the reply. She turned pale, 
and trembled, while her husband, putting his hands in his 
pockets, walked sullenly to and fro about the parlour. With trem- 
bling hesitation , Mrs. T — alluded to the near approach of her 
confinement, and asked, almost inaudible with agitation , and 
the fear of offending him , whether he had made any provision for 
the necessary expenses attending it — had laid up any tidng. He 
replied in the negative , in a very petulant tone. She could not 
refrain from shedding tears. 

** Your crying can't mend matters," said he, rudely, walking to 
the window, and humming the words of some popular air. 
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''Dear, dear George! have you seen any thing in my eondact 
to displease yon?" she inquired, wiping her eyes. 

*' Why do yon ask me that, Mrs. T--?" said he, walldng 
slowly towards her, and eyeing her very sternly. She trembled, 
and had scarcely breath enough to answer, that she had feared 
such might have been the case, because he had become rathtr 
cool towards her of late. 

''D'ye mean to say. Ma'am, that I have used you ill, eh? Be- 
cause if you do, it 's a d— ." 

*'0h, no, no, George, I did not mean any thing of the kind; 
but ^ but ~ kiss me , and say you have forgiven me — do ! " and 
she rose and stepped towards him vrith a forced smile. He gave 
her his cheek with an air of sullen indifference , and said. " It 's 
no use blubbering about misfortunes, and all that sort of thing. 
The fact is, something must be done, or — , / 'm done ! Look here, 
Jane ! Bring your chair here a minute ! What do you say to these ?" 
He pulled out of his pocket a crumpled mass of papers — bills 
which had been sent in during the week, some of them of several 
months' standing — 70/. were due for wine and spirits; 90/. for 
articles of his dress; ^5/. for the use of a horse and tilbury; 10/. 
for cigars and snuffs; and, in short, the above are a sample of 
items which swelled iotp the gross amount of more than 300/. — 
all due — all from creditors who refused him longer credit, and all 
for articles which had ministered nothing to his poor wife's com- 
forts or necessities. She burst into tears, as she looked over the 
bills scattered on the table, and flinging her arms round her hus- 
band's neck, implored him to pay more attention to business. 

^'I tell you I dOy* he replied, impatleotly, suffering, not 
returning, her affectionate embrace. 

"Well, dearest George ! I don't mean to blame you — " 

"You had better not, indeed!" he replied coldly; "but 
what *s to be done, eh? — That 's what we ought to be considering. 
Do you think — hem! — Jane — Could you, do you think" — 
He paused, and seemed embarrassed. 

'* Could I whatf dear George?" she inquired, squeezing his 
hands. 

"D'ye think — d'ye think ^ but — no — I '11 ask you some 
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Other day ! " and he rose from his ebair. What will be imagioed 
was his request? — She learnt some days afterwards, that it was 
lor her to use her influence with her aunt, an old widow lady, to 
lend him 500/. To return, however. 

He was standing opposite the fire, in moody contemplation, 
when a rude puppy, dressed in the extreme of the fashion, with 
three different coloured waistcoats on — crossed and recrossed by 
a heavy pewter-looking chain — and a glossy new hat, with taper- 
ing crown , stuck with an impudent air on the left side of his head 

— burst unceremoniously into the parlour, and disturbed the 
sorrowful tSte-d-i^le of T— and bis wife , by rushing up to the 
former, shaking his hands, and exclaiming boisterously, — '* Ah! 
T— , how d'ye do d— e? Bill Bunco's Chaffer has beat — ; he has, 
by — ! I've won 15/. on itl — Oh, a thousand pardons, Ma'am 

— I didn't see you; but there 's been a great dog-flght, you see, 
and I have been luckier than what Mr. T— here has, for I 've won 
15/., and he has lost 20/. r* 

This scoundrel was one of T— 's bosom friends ! Ay, incredible 
as it may seem, it was for such worthless fellows, such despicable 
blockheads as these , that Mr. T— had squandered his generous 
wife's properly, and forsaken her company! On the present oc*- 
casion — a sample of what had occurred so often as to cause ^- no 
surprise — nothing, but a gush of bitter tears after he was gone — 
T — civilly bade her good morning, departed arm-in-arm with 
his ** friend," and did not return till past two o'clock in the morn- 
ing, almost dead drunk. Had he seen how the remainder of the 
day was spent by his poor wife — in tears and terror -^ nnsoothed 
by the thought that her husband was absent on errands of ho- 
nourable employment — content with making a scanty dinner of 
that at which the servant '^ turned up her nose," as the phrase is — 
and sitting the rest of the evening sewing, and shedding tears by 
turns, till the hour of midnight warned her to retire to a sleepless 
bed ; could he have felt the hurried beatings of her heart whenever 
her wakeful ear fancied she heard the sound of his approaching 
footsteeps on the pavement beneath ; could he have done this , he 
might not, possibly, on waking in the morning, have called her 
a — , nor strock hbr on the mouth till her under-lip was half cut 
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tbrongh, for presuming to roase him before be bad dept oiftbe 
fumes of the brandy, and all he had dmolc over night -^ to order 
that he might be in time for a consultation appointed for eleven 
o'clock. He did do this; and I was the first person on earth to 
whom she reluctantly told it — on her deathbed ! 

Though her delicate and interesting situation — within a tery 
few weeks of her accouchement — might have kindled a spark of 
tenderness and pride in the bosom of any husband, who had not 
lost all the feelings of honour and manliness, it sufficed, apparently, 
to inspire T — with a determination to treat her more unkindly 
and neglectfully than ever. She scarcely ever saw him during the 
day ; and when he came home at night — more than once con^ 
ducted by the watchman — he was almost invariably stupified with 
liquor; and if he had the power of utterance, he seemed to take a 
demoniacal pleasure in venting upon her the foulest expressions 
which he could recollect being used by the riff-raff of the taverns, 
where he spent his time. More than once was sheso horrified with 
what he said, that, at the peril of her life, she insisted on leaving 
him , and sharing the bed of the sen ant girl ! Her wretched looks 
might have broken a heart of stone; yet it affected not that of the 
wretch who called her his wife ! 

A few days after the occurrence above related , the mafd-ser- 
vant put a twopenny post letter into her mistress's hands; and 
fortunate it was for Mrs. T — that the girl happened to be in the 
room while she read it, awaiting orders for dinner. The note was 
in these words, written in a feigned, but still a lady's hand : — 

** Unfortunate Madam! — I feel it my duty to acquaint you, 
that your husband, Mr. — , is pursuing quite disgraeeful courses 
all night and day, squandering away his money among sharpers and 
blacklegs, and that he is persuaded to back one of the boxers in a 
great fight that is to be; and, above all, and what I blush to tell 
you — but it is fitting Mrs. T— should know it — in my opinion, 
Mr. T — is notoriously keeping a woman of Infamous character, 
with whom he is constantly seen at the theatres and raosi other 
public places , and she passes as his cousin. Hoping that you will 
have prudence and spirit to act in this distressing business as 
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becomes a lady and a wife , I am , Madam , with the truest respect 
and sympathy, 

'*A Real Friekd." 
Mrs. T— read this cruel letter in silence — motionless — and 
with a face that whitened sensibly as she proceeded ; till , at the 
disgraceful fact mentioned in the concluding part, she dropped the 
paper from her bands — and the servant ran to her in time to pre- 
vent her falling from her chair; for she had swooned ! It was long 
before she came to ; and, when that was the case, iti^as only that 
she might be carried to her bed — and she was confined that even- 
ing. The child was still-born ! All this came on the husband like 
a thunder-stroke , and shocked him for a time into somethiDg like 
sobriety and compunction. The admirable qualities of his wife — 
her virtues and her meekness — shone beforeliis startled eyes in 
angel hues. He forsook the scenes, a constant frequenting of which 
had rendered him unworthy to live under the same roof with her, 
and betook himself to the regular pursuits of business with great 
earnestness. He soon found out what arduous up-hill work it 
was to bring again under his control affairs which had been so long 
and shamefully neglected. He felt several times disposed to throw 
it all over in disgust; for, alas! he had lost almost every vestige 
of the patience and accuracy of business habits. He succeeded, 
with great difficulty, in appeasing the more clamorous of his cre- 
ditors, and , in a word , once more stood a chance of clearing his 
way before him. His poor wife, however, was brought several 
times to the very verge of the grave, and was destined for months 
to the monotonous hours of a bed of sickness. For nearly a month, 
she experienced the most affectionate attentions from her husband, 
that were consistent with a due attention to the business of his of- 
fice. She felt revived and cheered by the prospect of his renewed 
attachment , and trusted in its permanency. But , alas I her hus- 
band was not made of such materials as warranted her eipectations ; 
he was little else than a compound of weakness, vanity, ignorance, 
and ill-temper; and for such a one, the sober loveliness and at- 
tractiveness of domestic life had no charms. He had no sooner got 
his affairs a little into train , and succeeded in reviving the confi- 
dence of some of fais principal clients, than he began to relax his 
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efforts. One by one his old associates drew around him , and re- 
entangled him in the toils of dissipation. The first time that poor 
ill-fated Mrs. T^ came down into the parlonr to dinner, aAera 
three months' absence in her sidL chamber , she was doomed to 
dine alone — disappointed of the promised presence of her husband 
to welcome her ^ for the same low , contemptible coxcomb , for- 
merly introduced to the reader as one of her husband's most inti- 
mate friends, had called in the course of the morning, and suc- 
ceeded in enticing him away to a tavern-dinner with a ^* set of good 
'iins," who were afterwards to adjourn to one of the minor 
theatres. In vain was the little fillet of veal , ordered by her hus- 
band himself, placed on the table before his deserted wife; she 
could not taste it , nor had strength enough to carve a piece for the 
nurse ! Mr. T— had had the grace to send her a note of apology, 
alleging that his absence was occasioned by ** an affair of business!" 
This cruel and perfidious conduct, however, met with its due 
punishment. One of his principal creditors — his tailor — - hap- 
pened to be swallowing a hasty dinner in a box adjoining the one 
in which T — and his boisterous associates were dining, and 
accidentally cast eyes on his debtor T — . He saw and heard 
enough to fill him with fury ; for he heard his own name mentioned 
by the half-inebriated debtor, as one of the ^' served-out mips'* 
whom he intended to " do " — an annunciation which was received 
by the gentlemanly young men who were dining with him , with 
cries of ** Bravo, T— , do ! D— e, I — and I — and I — have done 
it before this!" 

The next morning he was arrested for a debt of 110/., at the 
suit of the very *' snip " whom he intended , in his own witty way, 
to *^do,'' and carried off to a spunging-house in Chancery Lane. 
There he lay for two days without his wife's knowing any thing of 
the true state of things. He could get no one to stand bail for him, 
till one of his wife's insulted friends , and his own brother-in-law, 
came forward reluctantly for that purpose, in order to calm her 
dreadful agitation , which had flung her again on a sick-bed. Her 
husband wrote her a most penitential letter from the spunging- 
house, imploring her forgiveness for his misconduct, and promi- 
sing amendment. Again she believed him , and welcomed him 
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home with enthusitstic demonslratioDS of fondness. He himself 
could not refrain from weeping; he sobbed and cri^d like a child ; 
for his feelings — what with the most pungent sense of disgrace, 
remorse, and conscious unworthiness of the sweet creature, whose 
affections no misconduct of his seemed capable of alienating — 
were quite overcome. Three of his chief creditors commenced 
actions against him , and nothing seemed capable of arresting the 
ruin now impending over him. Where was he to find the means 
of satisfying ttieir claims! He was in despair, and had sullenly 
and stupidly come to a resolution to let things take their course, 
when , as if Providence had determined to afford the miserable 
man one chance more of retrieving his circumstances , the sudden 
death of his father put him in possession of 800/. in ready cash ; 
and this sum, added to 200/. advanced him by two of his wife's 
friends, who could not resist her agonizing supplications, once 
more set matters to rights. 

• ••••• 

Passing over an interval of four years , spent with disgrace to 
himself, and anguish to his wife , similar to that described above, 
they must now be presented to the reader occupying, alas! a lower 
station of society. They had been compelled to relinquish an 
airy, respectable, and commodious residence, for a small, bad 
bouse, in a worse neighbourhood. His business had dwindled 
down to what was insufficient to occupy the time of one solitary 
clerk, whom he was scarcely able to pay regularly — and the more 
respectable of his friends had utterly deserted him in disgust. The 
most rigorous — nay , almost starving — economy , on the part of 
his wife, barely sufficed to '' make both ends meet." She abridged 
herself of almost every domestic comfort, of all those little ele- 
gancies, which a well-bred woman loves to keep about her, and 
did so without a murmur. The little income arising from the 
5000/., her settlement money, might surely of itself, with only or- 
dinary prudence on his part, have enabled them to maintain their 
ground with something like respectability, especially if he had at- 
tended to what remained of his business. But, alas! alas! T—'s 
temper had by this time been thoroughly and permanently 60ured. 
He hated his good wife — his business — his family — himself— 
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every tking, except liquor and low eompanyt His featureti bore 
testimooy to the sort of life he led — swelled , bloated , and his 
eyes languid and bloodshot. Mrs. T — saw less of him than ever ; 
for Qot for from bis house there was a small tavern , frequented by 
none but the meanest underlings of his profession ; and there was 
T — to be found, evening after evening, smoking and drinking 
himself into a state of stupid insensibility , till he would return 
home redolent of the insufferable stench and fumes of tobacco 
smoke, and brandy and water! In the daytime, he was often to 
be found for hours together at an adjoining billiard-room , where 
oe sometimes lost sums of money, which his poor wife was obliged 
to make up for by parting, one by one, with her little trinkets and 
jewellery I What could have infatuated him to pursue such a line 
of conduct? it may be asked , — why, as if of set purpose , ruin 
the peace of mind of one of the fondest and most amiable wives 
that ever man was blessed with? A vulgar but forcible expression 
may explain all , — it was ** the nature of the beast." He had no 
intellectual pleasures — no taste for the quiet enjoyments of home; 
and had, above all, in his wife, too sweet, confiding, and un-^ 
resisting a creature! Had she proved a termagant, the aspect of 
things might have been very different; the might have bullied him 
into something like a sense of propriety. Here, however, he had it 
all his own way — a poor creature, who allowed him to break her 
heart without remonstrance or reproach ; for the first she dared 
not — the second she could not. It would have broken a heart of 
stone to see her! She was wasted to a skeleton, and in such a 
weak , declining state of health , that she could scarcely stir out of 
doors. Her appetite was almost entirely gone ; her spirits all fled 
long ago I — Now, shall I tell the reader one immediate cause of 
such physical exhaustion? I will , and truly. 

Mr. T — had still a tolerable share of business; but he could 
scarcely be brought to give more than two hours' attendance in his 
office a-day, and sometimes not even that. He therefore im- 
prudently left almost every thing to the management of his clerk, a 
worthy young man , but wholly incompetent to such a charge. He 
had extorted from even his idle and unworthy master frequent 
acknowledgments of his obligations for the punctuality with which 
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he transacted all that was intrusted to ham, and in particular, for 
the neatness, accuracy, and celerity with which he copied drafts 
of pleadings, leases, agreements, iSrc. His master often hic- 
coughed to him has astonishment at the rapidity with which he 
'' turned them out of hand ; ** but how little did the unworthy fellow 
imagine that, in saying all this, he was uttering not his clerk's, 
but his wife's praises! For^Aeitwas^ poor creature ! who, having 
taken the pains to learn a lawyer's hand, engrossing, ^c. from the 
clerk, actually sat up , almost regularly , till two or three o'clock 
in the morning, plodding perseveringly through papers and parch- 
ments — making long and laborious extracts — engrossing settle- 
ments, indentures, ^c, and copying pleadings, till her wearied 
eyes and her little hands could no longer perform their office ! I 
could at this moment lay my hands on a certain legal instrument, 
of tiresome prolixity , which was engrossed , every word , by 
Mrs. T— ! 

IMs was the way in which his wife spent the hours of midnight, 
an\i to enable him to squander away his time and money in the 
unworthy , the infamous manner above related ! 

Was it wonderful that her health and spirits were wholly borne 
down by the pressure of so many accumulated ills? Had not her 
husband's eye been dulled , and his perceptions deadened , by the 
perpetual stupors of intoxication , he might have discerned the 
hectic flush — the coming fever-^ the blood-spitting, which fore- 
tell consumption ! But that was too much to be expected. As for 
the evenings — they were invariablyspent at his favourite tavern, 
sotting hour after hour among its lowest frequenters ; and as for 
her night-cough and blood-spitting, he was lulled by liquor into 
too profound a repose , to be roused by the sounds which were, in 
effect, his martyred wife^s death-knell! If, during the daytime, 
he was in a manner forced to remark her languor — her drooping 
spirits — the only notice , the only sympathy it called forth on his 
part, was a cold and careless inquiry, why she did not call in a 
medical man ! I shall conclude this portion of my narrative , with 
barely reciting four instances of that conduct on the part of Mrs. 
T— 's husband , which at last succeeded in breaking her heart, 



THE WIFE. 219 

and whidb , with many other similar ones, were communicated to 
me with tears of tortured sensibility. 

I. Half drunk, half sober, he one evening introduced to her, 
at tea, a female ** friend/' whose questionable appearance might, 
at first sight, have justified his wife's refusal to receive her. Her 
conversation soon disclosed her real character; and the insulted 
wife abruptly retired from the room that was polluted by the pre- 
sence of the infamous creature , whom he avowed to be his mU'^ 
tress! He sprung after her to the door, for the purpose of drag- 
ging her back; but her sudden paleness, and the faint tones in 
which she whispered, — ** Don't stop me — don't — or I shall 
die!" so shocked him, that he allowed her to retire, and imme- 
diately dismissed the wretch, whom he could have brought thither 
for no other purpose than to insult his wife ! Poor creature I did a 
portion of her midnight earnings go towards the support of the 
wretch who was kept by her husband? 

II. Having occasion, late one evening, to rummage among 
her husband's office papers, in search of something which was to 
be engrossed that night, her eye happened to light on a document, 
with a pencil superscription — "Copy, case for counsel, con* 
cpming Mrs. T—'s marriagt settlement,** A very excusable cu- 
riosity prompted her to peruse what proved to be a series of queries 
submitted to counsel on the following points , among others : — 
What present powers he had under her marriage settlement? — 
whether her own interest in it could be legally made over to 
another, with her consent, during her lifetime? and, if so, how? 
— whether or not he could part with the reversion , provided she 
did not exercise her power of willing it away elsewhere? — From 
all this, was it possible for her not to see how heartlessly he was 
calculating on the best method of obtaining possession of the 
remnant of her fortune ? 

** Oh , cruel — cruel — cruel George ! So impatient ! — Could 
you not wait a month or two? I 'm sure I shall not keep you out 
of it long! I always intended to leave it to you, and I won't let 
this alter my mind, though it is cruel of you ! " sobbed Mrs. T — , 
till her heart seemed breaking. At that moment she heard her 
husband's loud obstreperous knock at the door, and hastily 
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cnimpliDg op the paper into the drawer of the desk from which 
she had taken it, she put out the candle, and leaving her midnight 
labours , flew up stairs to bed — to a wretched and sleepless one ! 

III. Mrs. T — 's child , which was about three years and a-half 
old , was suddenly seized with convulsive fits , as she was one 
evening undressing it for bed. Fit after fit followed in such rapid 
succession , that the medical man who was summoned in prepared 
her to expect the worst. The distraction of her feelings may be 
easier conceived than described , as she held on her knee the little 
creature on whose life were centred all the proud and fond feelings 
of a mother's love deepened into exclusive intensity; for it seemed 
the only object on earth to return her love; — as she held it, I 
say, but with great difficulty, for its tiny limbs were struggling 
and plunging about in a dreadful manner. And then the fright- 
ful rolling of the eyes! They were endeavouring to poor a tea- 
spoonful of Dalby's carminative , or some such medicine , through 
the closed teeth, when the room door was suddenly thrown open, 
and in reeled Mr. T -^, more than half-seas over with liquor, and 
in a merrier mood than usual, for he had been successful at 
billiards! He had entered unobserved through the street door, 
which had been left ajar by the distracted servant girl, and hear- 
ing a bustle in the room, he had entered, for the purpose of seeing 
what was the matter. 

**Wh — wh — what is the matter, good fo — oiks, eh?** he 
stammered , reeling towards where Mrs. T — was sitting, almost 
fainting with terror at seeing the frightful contortions of her in- 
fant's countenance. She saw him not, for her eyes were fixed in 
agony on the features of her suffering babe. 

*' What the — the _ the d — 1 is the matter with all of you 
here , eh?" he inquired , chucking the servant girl under the chin, 
who, much agitated, and shedding tears, had approached to 
beg he would leave the room. He tried to kiss her , and in the 
presence of the medical man — Who sternly rebuked him for his 
monstrous conduct. 

**D— n you , Sir — who the d — 1 areyott?" he said, putting 
his arms a-kimbo — **I will know what *9 the matter! *' He came 
near-- he saw all! — the leaden-bued, quivering features, the 
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IM^oow rigid ^ tben straggliDg violently — the sUrtinf eje» 
balls. 

**Wh7, for God's sake, what's 4he matter, eh?" he sum- 
mered, almost inaudibly, while the colour fled from his face, 
and the perspiration started upon his forehead. He strove to 
steady himself, bat that was impossible. £[e had drook too 
deeply. 

** What are yoa doiog to the child — what — what?" he again 
inquired, in a feeble and faltering ?oice, interrupted by a hic^- 
cough. No notice whatever was taken of him by his wife, who 
did not seem to see or hear him. ** Jane, tell me," addressing 
her again, '*has the child had" — hickup — "an— anac — ci — 
dent?" The infant that moment gave a sudden and final plunge ; 
and Mrs. T~^ 's faint shriek, and the servant girl's wringing of 
the hands , announced that all was overt The little thing lay dead 
in the arms of its mother. 

*'Sir, your child is dead,^ said the apothecary, sternly, 
shaking Mr. T — by the arm ^- for he stood gazing on the scene 
with a sullen, vacant stare, scarcely able to steady himself. 

**Wh — wh — at! 2>— «— a— rff" he muttered, with a 
ghastly air. 

*'0h, George, my darling is — is dead!" groaned the 
afflicted mother, for the first time looking at and addressing her 
husband. The word seemed to sober him in an instant. 

"What! — Dead. AndlDRU»K!" 

The medical man, who stood by, told me he could never 
forget the scene of that evening! When Mrs. T — discovered, by 
his manner, his disgraceful condition, she was so utterly over- 
come with her feelings of mingled grief, shame, and horror, that 
she fell into violent hysterics , which lasted almost all night long. 
As for T — , he seemed palsied all the. next day. He sat alone du- 
ring the whole of the morning, in the room where the dead infant 
lay, gazing upon it with emotions which may be imagined, but 
not described. 

IV. Almost the only piece of ornamental furniture , her last 
remaining means of amusement and consolation , was her piano. 
She played with both taste and feeling, and many a time oontrivcd 
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to mdce sweet sounds poor an oblifioas'chtrm over her sorrows 
and sufferiogs, by wandering over the airs which she had lo?ed in 
happier days. Thns was she engaged one afternoon with one of 
Dr. Ame's exquisite compositions, the air beginning, *<Blow, 
blow, thou winter's wind." She made several attempts to ac- 
company the music with her voice — for she once had a very sweet 
one, and co2//(f sing — but, whenever she attempted , the words 
seemed to choke her. There was a sorrowful appropriateness in 
them, a touching echo of her own feelings, which dissolved her 
very spirit within her. Her only child had died , as the reader 
was informed , about six months before , and her husband had re- 
sumed his ill courses , becoming more and more stern and sullen 
in his demeanour — more unreasonable in his requirements. The 
words of the air, as may be easily conceived, were painfully ap- 
propriate to her situation , and she could not help shedding tears. 
At that moment her husband entered the room , with his hat on, 
add stood for some moments before the fire in silence. 

**Mrs.T — !" said he, as soon as she had concluded the last 
stanza. 

**Well, George!" said she, in a mild tone. 

** I — I must sell that piano , Ma'am — I must ! ** said he. 

*'What!" exclaimed his wife, in a low whisper, turning 
round on the music stool , and looking him in the face with an air 
of sorrowful surprise. ** Oh , you cannot be in earnest, Creorge ! " 

** 'Poo my life. Ma'am, but I am — I can't indulge you with 
superfluities while we can hardly afford the means of keeping body 
and soul together." 

** George ^ dear George — do forgive me , but I — ^I — I cannot 
parfwith my poor piano," said she. 

•*Why not. Ma'am, when /say you mcst?" 

**0h, because it was the gift of my poor mother!" she re- 
plied, bursting into tears. 

^ *' Can't help that, Ma'am — not I. It must go. I hate to hear 
its cursed noise in the house — it makes me melancholy — it does, 
Ma'am — you 're always playing such gloomy music ," replied her 
husband, in a severe and less decisive tone. 

'*Well, well! ifthat 'sail, I 'II play any thing you like—only 
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tell me , dear George ! what shall I play / 
rising from the music stool and approachi 

**PIa7 a farewell to the piano, for 1/ 
he replied, desperately. 

*'Dear, kind George! let me keej 
she, looking him beseechingly in the ff 
longer-—" L 

*' WeH , Ha'am , sit down and play away , tin i x^ 

any thing you like." 

He left the room; and in less than half an hour — oh, hard- 
ness of heart unheard of! — returned with a stranger, who proved 
to be a Aimiture broker, come to value the instrument! That 
evening it was sold to him for 15/; and it was carried away the 
first thing in the morning, before his wife came down stairs! 
What will be supposed the occasion of this cruelty? It was to 
ftirnish Mr. T — with money to pay a bill of the infamous creature 
more than onee alluded to , and who had obtained a complete 
ascendancy over him ! 

It was a long continued course of such treatment as this , that 
called me upon the scene in a professional capacity, merely, at 
first; till the mournful countenance of my patient inspired me 
with feelings of concern and friendly sympathy, which eventually 
led to an entire confidence. She came to me in the unostentatious 
character of a morning patient, in a hackney-coach, with an 
elderly female friend. She looked quite the lady, though her 
dress was of but an ordinary quality, yet exquisitely neat and 
clean ; and she had still a very interesting and somewhat pretty 
face , though long continued sorrow had made sad havoc with her 
features ! These visits , at intervals of a week , she paid me , and 
compelled me to take my fee of one guinea, on each occasion — 
though I would have given two to be enabled to decline it without 
hurting her delicacy. Though her general health had suffered se- 
verely , still I thought that matters had not gone quite so far as to 
destroy all hopes of recovery, with due attention; though her 
cheeks disclosed, almost every evening, the death-rose— the grave- 
flower — of hectic, and night-sweats, and a faint cough, were 
painfully regular in their recarrencc) ^ still I saw nothing, for 



I 
222 / ^''^ WIFE. 

to mfl^^^' ^^ ^^I'rant me in waroiog her of serious danger. I 
I her allowiog me to visit her at her own house, and she 
It permitted me, on condition that I would receive at least 
Jf-a-guinea , — poor creature ! — for every visit. That , how- 
ever, I soon dropped ; and I saw lier almost every day gratuitously, 
whenever any temporary aggravations of her symptonls required 
my attendance. The first time I saw her husband , I could not 
help taking a prejudice against him, though she had never 
breathed a syllable to me of his ill conduct. He was apparently 
about forty years old, though his real age was not mord than two 
or three-and-thirty. His manners and habits had left a sufficiently 
strong impress upon him to enable a casual beholder to form a 
shrewd conjecture as to his character. His features , once rather 
handsome than otherwise, were now reddened and swollen with 
long continued excess; and there was altogether an air of trucu- 
lenee -^ of vulgar assurance and stupid sullenne^s , about him, 
which prepossessed me strongly against him. When , long after- 
wards, Idrs. T — gave me that description of his appearance and 
manners under which he is first placed before the reader of this 
narrative , I could not help frequently interrupting her with ex- 
pressions of incredulity, and reminding her of his present ill-fa- 
voured looks; but as she went on with her sad story, my scepti- 
cism vanished. Personal deterioration was no incredible atten- 
dant on moral declension. • • • 

March 28, 18— . — There can be no longer any doubt as to the 
nature of Mrs. T— *s symptoms. She is the destined victim of 
consumption. The oftener I go to her house , the stronger are my 
suspicions that she is an unhappy woman , and that her husband 
ill-uses her. I have many times tried to hint my suspicions to her, 
but she will declare nothing. She will not understand me. Her 
settled despondency, however, accompanied with an under current 
of feverish nervous trepidation, which she cannot satisfactorily ex- 
plain , convinces me something or other is wrong. I see very 
little of her husband , for he is scarcely ever in her company when 
I call. Thongh his profession is that of an attorney, and his house 
and office are one , I see scarcely any indications of business stir- 
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ring. I am afraid tbey are io sinking drcamstancM. I am mre 
that she , at least , was born and bred for a station superior to that 
she now oceupies. Her manners have that simplicity, ease, and 
elegance, vlUch tell of a higher rank in society. I often detect 
her alone in tears, over a low fire. In a word, I am sure she is 
wretched , and that her husband is the cause of it. That he keeps 
late hours, I know — for she happened to let slip as much one day 
to me, when I was making inquiries about the time of her retiring 
to sleep. I feel a great interest in her; for, whenever I see 
her, she reminds me of ** Patience on a monument, smiling at 
Grief," — of 

** Sorrow deck'd 
In the poor faded garb of tarnisbM joy, 
111 fitting to her wasted form." 

Jprtl 5fA. — To-day I found them both together — sitting one 
on each side of the fire place, he smoking — in the parlour, — 
and she , with a little needlework io her lap. I thought he seemed 
somewhat embarrassed at my entrance ; which probably had put 
an end to some scene of unpleasantness , for her face was suffused 
with crimson. It soon retired , however , and left the wanness to 
which I had been accustomed in her. 

**So, my wife's ill, Sir, it seems?'* said Mr. T—, abruptly, 
putting his pipe on the hob. 

*• I' m sorry to say she is, Mr. T— ," I replied , ** and that she 
is worse to-day than she has been for some time." 

Mrs. T— let fall tears. 

•* Sorry to hear you say so , Doctor ; I 've just been telling her 
it's all owing to her own obstinacy in not calling earlier on — ." 

**I think you might have used a milder word, Sir," said I, with 
involuntary sternness, at the same time directing my attention ex- 
clusively to his wife — as if for the purpose of hinting the propriety 
of his retiring. 

** What 's the matter with her. Sir?" he inquired', in a more 
respectful tone than he had hitherto assumed. 

**Qeneral debility. Sir, and occasional pain ," said I, coldly. 

**What*8itowingto?" 

Diary of a Physician. I. |5 
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I looked suddeoly at Mrs. T— : our eyes met — and hers had 
an expression of apprehension. I determined, however, to give a 
hint that I suspected all was not right , and replied — " I fear she 
does not take suitable nourishment — keeps irregular hours — and 
has something or other on her mind which harasses her.'' The 
latter words I accompanied with a steady look into his face. He 
seemed a little flushed. 

"You 're mistaken. Sir," said he, with a ^rt^^^ue air; "she 
may eat what she likes — that I can afford , — may go to bed at 
what hour she likes , — and it 's all her own fault that she will sit 
moping over the fire night after night, and week after week — 
waiting for my return — till two or three o'clock in the morning — " 

**That\8, of itself, sufficient to account for her illness/' said 
I pointedly. He began to lose his temper, for he saw the shame- 
fi^ acknowledgment he had unwittingly made. "Pray, Mrs. 
T — ," he inquired , looking angrily at his wife , who sat pale and 
trembling by my side, — ''ffave you any thing on your mind — 
eh? If so — why — speak out — no sneaking!" 

"No ! " she stammered; "and I never said I had — I assure 
you. — Did I ever give you even the most distant hint of the kind. 
Doctor? " she continued , appealing to me. 

"By no means, Madam, — not in the slightest, on any oc- 
casion," I replied ; " it was only a conjecture — a suspicion of my 
own." I thought he looked as if he would have made some instant 
reply, for his eye glared furiously on me. He bit his lips, however, 
and continued silent. His conscience " pricked him." I began to 
feel uneasy about the future quiet of Mrs. T — , lest any obser- 
vations of mine should have excited her husband's suspicions that 
she had made disclosures to me of family matters, 

"What would you advise for her. Sir?" he asked coldly. 

"Removal, for a few weeks, to the sea-side — a liberal diet 
— and lively society." 

"Very well, Sir,** said he, after a puzzled pause; "very 
good , Sir — very; it shall be attended to. Perhaps you want to 
be alone — eh? — So I *11 leave you ! * and directing a peculiar 
look towards his wife , as if warning her against something or 
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Other, he left the room. She barst into tears directly he was 
gone. 

*'My dear Madam , forgiye me for saying that I suspect your 
husband's behaviour towards you is somewhat harsh , and , per- 
haps, unkind," said I, in as soothing a tone as I could command, 
and pressing her hand l&indly into mine. 

** Oh , no , Doctor, — no ! " she replied , adding abruptly, in 
an altered manner, indicating displeasure, *^What makes you 
think so, Sir?" 

** Why , Madam, simply because I cannot shut my eyes or my 
ears to what passes even while I am here; as for instance » only 
just now , Madam — just now/' 

She sighed, and made me no reply. I told her I was in earnest 
in recommending the course I had mentioned to her husband. 

**0h, dear Doctor, no, no! — we could not afford it," said 
she, with a sigh. At that moment her husband returned, and 
resumed his former seat in sullen silence. I soon after took my 
departure. 

Jpril 7th. — Does not the following make one blush for one's 
species? — I give it nearly as I received it from the lips of Mrs. 
T— . Inestimable woman! why are you fated to endure such 
pangs? 

About twelve o'clock at noon , hearing her husband come in, 
and thinking from his looks , of which she caught a casual and 
hasty glance through the window, that he was fatigued, and stood 
in need of some refreshment, she poured out a glass of port wine, 
almost the last in a solitary bottle which she had purchased, 
under my directions, for medicinal purposes, and, with a biscuit, 
brought it herself down stairs — though the effort so exhausted her 
feeble frame, that she was obliged to sit down for several moments 
on the last stair to recover her breath. At last, she ventured to 
knock at the door of the back^flSce where he was sitting, holding 
the little waiter with the glass of wine and the biscuit in her left 
hand. 

♦ "Who's there?" inquired the graff voice of T—. * 

15* 
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"It's only I, my dear. Maylcom^ki, please?" replied tfie 
geotle Toice of his wife. 

** What brings you here , eh? •— What th^ d *^Ho ytu want 
with me now?" said he, surlily. 

**! 've brought you something, my dear," she replied, aad 
ventured to open the door. T — was sitting before some papers 
or parchments , alone , and his countenance showed that he was 
in a worse humour than usual. On seeing her errand, he suddenly 
rose from his chair, exclaiming , in an angry tone , — ** What the 
— brings you here in this way , plaguing me while engaged at 
business, you — ! — Eh, woman?" and, oh, my God! in a 
sudden fit of fury, he struck the waiter, wine, biscuit and all, 
out of her trembling hands to the floor, rudely pushed her out of 
the room , and slammed the door violently in her face.. He did 
not re-open it, though he could not but have heard her fall upon 
the floor, the shock was so sudden and violent. 

There, stretched across the mat, at the bottom of the staircase, 
lay that suffering creature, unable to rise, till her stifled sobbings 
brought the servant girl to her assistance. 

" I can't help saying it 's most abominable usage of you, 
Ha'am ; it is — and I don't care if master hears me say so neither," 
said the girl, herself crying ; **for I *m sure he isn't worthy of the 
very shoes you wear — he isn't." She was endeavouribg to lift 
her mistress, when Mrs. T — suddenly burst into a loud, un- 
natural laugh , and went off into violent hysterics. Mr. T— , 
hearing the noise of talking and laughing, sprung to the door, 
threw it open , and shouted to them to be *' off with their noise — 
disturbing business ! " but the piteous spectacle of his prostrate 
wife stopped him; and, almost petrified with horror, he knelt 
down for the purpose of assisting her aii he could. * * * 

About an hour after this occurrence , I happened to call , and 
found her lyingin bed, alone, her husband having left heron busi- 
ness. When the servant told nie — and her mistress reluctantly 
corroborated what she said — the circumstances above related, 
I felt such indignation swelling my whole frame, that had he been 
within reach, I could not have resisted caning the scoundrel 
within an inch of his unworthy life! The recollection of this 



TRS WIFE. 229 

ocotrt^ce torlares me even now, and I can hsrdly beHeve tbat 
suc^ btuulitj as T— 'a could have been shown by man ! 

Mrs. T — kept ber room from tbat hour, and never left it, till 
she was carried out for burial ! But this is anticipating. 

JpfilSthy9th, iOth, IIM.— I see clearly that poor Mrs.T-^ 
Will never rise from her bed again. She has drained the bitter 
cup of grief to the dregs ! She is one of the meekest sufferers I 
ever had for a patient. She says little to me , or to any one ; and 
shows a regard — a love for her unworthy husband, which, I think, 
can be called by no other name than absolute infatuation. I have 
never yet heard her breathe a hint to his disadvantage. He is not 
much with her; and from what little I have seen , I feel convinced 
that his eyes are opening to a sense of the flagrant iniquity of his 
past condoict. And what are the effects produced by his feeling of 
shame and remorse? He endeavours to forget all in the continual 
stupor induced by liquor ! 

Jpnl i2th, — Mrs. T— delirious. Raved while I was there 
about her child — convulsions -^ said something about ** cruel of 
Mr. T— to be drunk while his child lay dying; " and said many 
other things which shoi^ed me unutterably, and convinced me 
that her primary disorder — was a broken heart. I am sure she 
must have endured a series of brutal usage from her husband. 

— * l3fA. — The whole house upside down — in disorder and 
confusion from the top to the bottom — for there is an exeettHon 
in it , and the officers and an appraiser are making an inventory of 
the furniture, -«- poor, poor Mrs. T— lying all the while on her 
deathbed! The servant told me afterwards, that her mistress, 
bearing strange steps and voices, called to know what was the 
cause; and, on receiving word of the real state of matters, lifted 
up her hands, burst into an agony of Weeping, and prayed that 
the Almighty would be pleased to remove her from such a scene 
of wr^chedness. T — himself , I learnt, was sitting cowling 
over the kitchen-fire , cryieg like a child! Brute! coward! fool! 

Such was the state of things at the time of my arrival. I was 
inconoetvably shockeid, add hurried to Mrs.T-^'s room, with 
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nDiisaal haste and trepidation. I found her in tears — sobbing, 
and exclaiming, <* Why won't they let us rest a little? why strip 
the house before I am gone? can they not wait a little? where, 
where is Mr. T—?" 

I could not for several minutes speak myself, for tears. At 
length I succeeded in allaying her excitement and agitation. At 
her request, I sent for the appraiser into the room, fle came, and 
seemed a respectable and feeling man. 

*' Are you bent upon stripping the house , Sir , while this lady 
is lying in her present dangerous state?" 

*' Indeed, Sir, indeed, Sir," replied the man, with considerable 
emotion, — *♦ I 'm sorry for it — very ; but it is my duty — duty 
— ordered " — he continued, confusedly ; '' If I had my own way, 
Sir—" 

''But at least you need not approach this chamber. Sir " said 
I, rather sternly. He stammered something like the words, ** ob- 
liged — sorry — court of law,'' Ac, Mrs. T— again burst into 
an agony of tears. 

** Retire, Sir, for the present," said I, in an authoritative 
tone, and we will send for you soon. I then entered into conver- 
sation with my poor persecuted patient, and she told me of the 
5000/. settled to her separate use, and which she intended, under 
a power in the deed of settlement, to will to her husband. I 
spontaneously promised to stand security for the satisfaction of 
the execution, provided the creditors would defer proceedings for 
three months. She blessed me for it! — This, however, I after- 
wards learned, would be illegal, at least so I was told; and I 
therefore wrote a cheque on my banker for the amount awarded by 
the court, and thus put an end to distress from that quarter. At 
Mrs. T— 's urgent request, I returned to her bedside that evening. 
I found a table, with writing materials placed before a chair, in 
which she begged me to be seated. She then dictated to me her 
will — in which , after deducting thosum I had advanced in satis- 
factioB of the execution, and leaving me, in addition, sufficient 
to purchase a plain mourning ring, she bequeathed the whole, 
absolutely and unreservedly, to her husband; and added, my 
hand shaking while I wrote it down, *< hoping that he will use it 
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{yrudenUy, and not entirely forget me when I am gone. And if he 
should — if he should " — her utterance was choked •— ** and if he 
should — marry again** — again she paused. 

*' Dear, dear Madam! compose yourself! Take time! This 
dreadful agitation will accelerate the event we are all dreading ! " 
said I. 

**No — don't fear. I beg you will go on! — If he should 
marry again, may he use her -> use her — No, no, no I — strike 
all the last clause out I Give me the pen I " I did as she directed 
me — struck out from the words, **andif he should," <fc., and 
put the pen into her hand. With trembling fingers she traced the 
letters of her name; I witnessed it, and she said, **Now, is all 
right?" — *'Yes, Madam," I replied. She then burst into a 
flood of tears, exclaiming, *< Oh George! George! this will show 
you that, however tired you may have grown of me, I have loved 
you to the end — I have — I have! " She burst into louder weep- 
ing. **0h, it 's hard, it 's very hard to part with him, though 
he might — he might have used me — No ! " She paused. I suf- 
fered her eicited feelings to grow calm; and, after some time 
spent in endeavouring to soothe her, I took my departure, aft«r 
witnessing one of the most heart-breaking scei^es I have ever en- 
countered. Her husband could not be prevailed on to enter the 
room that day; but all night long, I was tol4> he sat outside the 
door, on one of the steps of^he stairs, and more than once startled 
her with his sighs. 

Jpril lAth to May 6#A. — Sinking rapidly. I ^all be asto- 
nished if she survive a week. She is comparatively in a happy frame 
of mind , and has availed herself of the consolations of religion to 
happy purpose. On this day (May 6th) I succeeded in extracting 
from her the facts which compose the former part of this narrative. 
Her gentle palliating way of telling it , divested the conduct of her 
husband of almost all blame-worthiness ! She would not allow me 
to make a har^h or condemnatory comment all the way through 1 
She censured herself ts she went on; accused herself of want of 
firmness; said she was afraid Mr. T-- had been disappointed in 
her disposition; saidthatif he had done any thing wrong, it was 
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owing to the bad cotnpaiAioDS who had enticed him from the path 
of duty into that of dissipation ; thii he had not exactly neglected 
her, or wilfully ill-used her; bu^— but— 't was all in vain — 
she eould say nothing to eilentiat0 his guilt, and I begged her not ! 
Ilefther, in tears myself. 

Woman! woman! woman! *'We had been brutes without 
yoo/' and the mean and miserable T — was a brute with you ! 

May Sth, — Mrs. T — wasted to a shadow : all the horrors of 
consumption ! Her husband , though apparently broken-hearted, 
cannot, though probably no >pne will believe it — he cannot re- 
frain from frequenting the public-house ! He pretends that his 
spirits are so low, so oppressed, that he requires the aid of sti- 
mulating liquors! Mrs. T — made me promise this morning that I 
would see her cofGn closed ; and a small locket, containing a por- 
tion of her child's and husband's hair, placed next her heart. I 
nodded acquiescence, for my tongue refused me words. I felt 
choked. 

10/A* — I was sumntoned this evening to witness the exit from 
oar world of one of the sweetest, loveliest spirits, that it was, and 
is, unworthy of! I was sent for, not under the apprehension that 
her end was at hand, but on account of some painful symptoms 
which had manifested themselves since my visit in the morning. 
It was about nine o'clock when I arrived, and found her in a flow 
of spirits, very unexpected , and rather unusual in her situaiion. 
Her eye was bright, and she could talk with a clearness and ra- 
pi^y of Utteirafice , to which she had long been a stranger. She 
told me that she had been awakened from sleep by hearing the 
smmd of sweet singing, which, I need hardly say, was wholly 
iimginary. She was in a very happy frame of mind ; but evidently 
in a state of dangerous excitement. Her sottish husband was sit- 
ting opposite the fire, his face entirely hid in his hands; and he 
maintained a stupid sliei^ce , undisturbed even by my entrance. 
M^^T— thanked me, in almost enthusiastic terms, for my at- 
tention to her throughout her illness , and regretted that f would 
not allow her to testify hier s^nse of it, b^ le^^g ttfe a trifling 
legacy. 
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** Georgcf — George ! *' she exclaimed, i^ith sudden titid star- 
tliogeDergy—aoimpetaosityof (onei^hich brought hitti kiaD in- 
stant , with an affrighted air, to the foot of th^ ted. 

'* George, I've a message from Heavem for you! Listen — 
God will never bless you, unless you alter your courses!" The 
man shrunk and trembled under the burning, overpowering glatice 
of her eye. **Come, dearest," said he, after a pause, in an al- 
tered tone, "come — Doctor— will let you sit beside me for a 
few moments ! '* 1 removed , and made way for him. She clasped 
his hand in hers. 

•*Well, George, we must part!" said she, closing her eyes, 
and breathing softly , but fast. Her husband sobbed me a child, 
with his face buried in his handkerchief. — *^Do you forgive 
met" he murmured, half choked with emotion. 

** Yes , dear — dear — dearest husband ! — God knows I do 
from my heart! I forgive all the little you have ever grieved me 
about." 

**0h, Jane — Jane — Jane!" groaned the man, suddenly 
stooping over the bed, and kissing het* lips in an apparent ecstasy. 
He fell down on his knees , and cried bitterly. 

**Rlse, George, rise," said his wife, faintly. He obejed 
her, and she again clasped his hand in hers. 

*• George, are you there — arc Jout" she inquired, in A voice 
f^ititer and fainter. 

**Her6 1 am, love! — oh, look on me! look on me!" he 
sobbed, gazing steadily on her features. **Say once more that 
you forgive me ! Let me hear your dear , blessed voice once again 
— or— ot— " 

*'I do! Kiss me — kiss me," she murmured, almost in- 
audibly ; and her unworthy — her guilty — husband kissed away 
the last expiring breath of one of the loveliest and most injured 
women, whose hearts have been broken by a husband's bru- 
tality! 

iHtk. — This Evening 1 looked in at the house ^het^ my late 
patient lay dead, for the purpose of fulfilling my promise, and 
seeing her locket placed near her heart, and the coffin closed. I 
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then went into the parlour, where sat the bereaved hnsbaod, in 
company with his clerk, who had, ever since his engagement, 
showed a deep regard and respect for Mrs. T— • Aiter I had sat 
some moments in their company, — 

*< I 've something on. my mind, Mr. T — ," said the young man, 
suddenly, with emotion, *^ which I shall not be happy till I 've 
told you." 

** What is it?" inquired his master, languidly. 

**Do you recollect how often you used to praise my draft-copy- 
ing, and ivondered how I got through so much work?" 

"Why, yeSr curse you, yes!" replied his master, angrily; 
* * what hajp you brought that up for now , eh ? " 

'* To tell you , Sir, that I did not deserve your praises — " 

"Well, — well — no more," interrupted his master, im- 
patiently. 

"But I must, andt£;{7/ tell yon, that it was all done by poor 
Mrs. T — , who learnt engrossing, and sat up whole nights to- 
gether, writing, that you might not lose your business, till she 
was nearly blinded, poor, dear lady I and she would not ever let 
me tell you! But I shall take leave now to say," continued the 
young man, rising, and bursting into tears, — "I shall make 
free to tell you, that you have behaved shameftdly — brutally to 
her, and have broken her poor heart — you have — and God will 
remember and curse you for it ! " — And he left the room , and 
never again entered the house , the scene of his beloved mistress's 
martyrdom. 

Mr. T— listened to all this without uttering a word — his eyes 
dilated — and he presently burst into a fit of loud and lamentable 
weeping, which lasted long after I left the house; and that even- 
ing he attempted to commit suicide, like one before him, unable 
to endure the heavy smitings of a guilty conscience. 



This paper has excited some little attention , and in quarters 
where I devoutly hope it may be useful. Very many inquiries, 
also , have been made as to the veracity of its details. I would to 
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Heaveo th^t, for the honour of humanity » I could say the prin- 
cipal incidents narrated had no other basis than fiction ! I so- 
lemnly assure you, reader, that they are true; I tell you, farther, 
that, to th^ best of my belief, the wretched husband still lives I 
More about him I cannot— dare not say. There are, really , 
many drafts of pleadings, and leases, ^c. now extant, in the 
handwriting of the amiable and unfortunate lady whose sorrows 
are recorded above, and which have now met with sympathy, I 
trust, from thousands. Another incident, which has been con- 
sidered improbably atrocious and brutal — that of pushing down 
the poor wife, with her refreshments — is also true ; and the Edi- 
tor farther assures you, reader, that, even were this portion of 
the narrative fictitious , he saw in private life a brutal husband act 
similarly towards his wife, a beautiful woman, and affectionate 
wife! 

Woe, however, to the man of quick and delicate feeling, that 
looks closely on even the commonest scenes of life i How much 
must he see to shock and wound his heart — to disgust him with 
his species! But **the eyes of the swinish see not, neither do 
their hearts feel." 



CHAPTER XYI. 

GRATE DOINGS. 

Mt gentle reader — start not at learning that I have been , in 
my time, a resurrectionist. Let not this appalling word, this 
humiliating confession , conjure up in your fancy a throng of vam- 
pirelike images and associations, or earn your ''Physician's" 
dismissal from your hearts and hearths. It is your own ground- 
less fears, my fair trembler ! — your own superstitious prejudices 
that have driven me, and will drive many others of my brethren, 
to such dreadful doings as those hereafter detailed. Come , come 
— let us have one word of reason between us on the abstract ques* 
tion — and then for my tale. You expect us to cure you of disease, 
and yet deny us the only means of learning how? You would have 
us bring you the ore of skill and experience, yet forbid us to break 
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the soil, or sink a shaft! Is this kir, fair reader? Is this rea- 
sonable? 

Wlidt 1 arn now going to describe was my first and last exploit 
in (he way of body-stealing. It was a grotesque, if not a ludicrous 
scene, and occurred during the period of my *' walking the hos- 
pitals," as it is called, which occupied the two seasons imme- 
diately after my leaving Cambridge. A young, and rather interest- 
ing female, was admitted a patient at the hospital I attended ; her 
case baffled all our skill , and her symptoms even defied diagnosis. 
Nvwy'M seemed an enlargement of the heart — now, an ossification 
— then this , that , and the other ; and at last it was plain We knew 
nothing at all abx)ut the matter — no, not even Whether her dis^ 
order was organic or functional; primary or symptomatic — or 
whether it was really the heart that was at fault, She received 
no benefit at all under the fluctuating schemes of treatment we 
pursued , and at length fell into dying circumstances » As soon 
as her friends were apprized of her situation , and had an inkling 
of our intention to opeU the foody , they insisted on removing 
her inrimediately from the hospital ^ that she might ** die at home." 
In vain did Sir — and his dressers expostulate vehemently with 
them , and represent in exaggerated terms the imminent peril at- 
tending such a step. Her two brothers avowed their apprehension 
of our designs, and were inflexible in exercising their right of 
removing their sister. I used all my rhetoric on the occasion; 
but in vain , and at last said to the young men , * * Well , if you are 
afbaid only of out dissectins her, we can get hold of her, if we are 
so disposed , as easily if she die with you , as with us.** 

**Well — we'll <roy that, Measter," replied the elder, while 
his Herculean fist oscillated somewhat significantly before my 
eyes. The poor girl was removed accordingly to her father's 
house, which was at a certain village , about five miles from Lon- 
dob , and survived^ her arrival scarcely ten minutes ! We soon 
contrived to receive intelligence of the event; and as 1 aud Sir — 's 
two dressers had taken great interest in the case throughout, and 
felt intense curiosity about the real nature of the disease , we met 
together, and entered into a solemn compact, that, come what 
might , we would have her body out of the ground, k trusty spy 
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inforpMd us of tfa^ time and exact place of the girl'^ burial; and 
CD exfMressiDg to Sir — oar determiDatjoo aboi)^ tl^e matljer , he 
patted m^ on the back, saying, **Ah, my fine fellow! — if you 
haye apiitiT enough — dangerous /' See. d^c. Was it not skilfully 
said? The Baronet farther told us,, he felt himself so curious 
about the matter, that if fifty popnds would be of use to ys in 
furthering our purpose , they were at our service. It needed not 
this, qo/ a glance at the Selat with which the supcessful issue of 
the affair would be attended among our fellow students, to spur 
our resolves. 

The notable scheme was finally adjusted at my roQnas in the 
Borough. M — and E — , Sir — *s dressers , and myself, with ap 
experienced ^^grab,'* that is to say, a/»'Q/*e««207ui/ resurrectiopist 
— were to set ojBT from the Borough about a me o'clock the next 
evening — which would be the third day aft «r the burial — ■□ a 
glass coach, provided with all ** appliances and means to booL" 
During the day, however, opjr friend, the i^rab, suffered so 
severely from an overnight's excesi^, as to disappoml us of his in- 
valuable assistance. This unexpected cqntrs-t^mps nearly put fin 
end to our project; for the few other grabs ^e koew , were absent 
on prqfessional tours! Luckily, however, I bethought me of a 
poor Irish porter — a sort of ** ne'er-do- we cP' hanger-on at the 
hospital , whom I had several times hired to go on errands. This 
man I sent for to my rooms , and iP Aie preset n<^e of my two coad^ 
jutors, persuaded, threatened, and bothered into acquiescence, 
promising him half-a-guinea for his evening's work — and as much 
whisky as he could drink prudently. As Mr. Tip — that was the 
name he went by — had some personal acquaintance with the sick 
grab , he succeeded in borrowing his chief tools ; with which , in 
a sack large enough to contain our expected prize, he repaired to 
my rooms about nine o'clock , while the coach was standing at the 
door. Our Jehu had received a quiet douceur in addition to the 
hire of himself and coach. As soon as we had exhibited sundry 
doses of Irish cordial to our friend Tip, under the effects of which 
he became quite **bouncibIe," and ran/e^/ about the feat he was 
to take a prominent part in — and equipped ourselves in our worst 
clothes, and white topcoats, we entered the vehicle — four in 
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number — and drove off. The weather had been exceedingly 
capricious all the evening — moonlight, rain, thunder and 
lightning, Gtfully alternating. The only thing we were anxious 
about, was the darkness^ to shield us from all possible observa- 
tion. I must own , that in analyzing the feelings that prompted 
me to undertake and go through with this affair, the mere love of 
adventure operated quite as powerfully as the wish to benefit the 
cause of anatomical science. A midnight expedition to the tombs ! 
— It took our fancy amazingly ; and then — Sir — 's cunning hint 
about the ** danger" — and our ** spirit" 

The garrulous Tip supplied us with amusement all the way 
Aoyfn — rattle, rattle, rattle, incessantly; but as soon as we 
had arrived at that part of the road where we were to stop , and 
caught sight of — church , with its hoary steeple grey-glistening 
in the fading moonlight, as though it were standing sentinel over 
the graves around it, one of which we were going so rudely to 
violate , Tip's spirits began to falter a little. He said little — and 
that at intervals. To be very candid with the reader, none of us 
felt over much at our ease. Our expedition began to wear a some- 
what hairbrained aspect, and to be environed with formidable 
contingencies which we had not taken sufficiently into our calcula- 
tions. What , for instance , if the two stout fellows , the brothers, 
should be out watching their sister's grave? They were not likely 
to stand on much ceremony with us. And then the manual diffi- 
culties! E — was the only one of us that had ever assisted at the 
exhumation of a body — and the rest of us were likely to prove 
but bungling workmen. However, we had gone too far to think 
of retreating. We none of us spoke our suspicions, but the silence 
that reigned within the coach was tolerably significant. In con- 
templation , however , of some such contingency , we had put a 
bottle of brandy in the coach pocket; and before we drew up, had 
all four of us drunk pretty deeply of it. At length , the coach 
turned down a by-lane to the left, which led directly to the 
churchyard wall; and after moving a few steps down it, in order 
to shelter our vehicle from the observation of highway passengers, 
the coach stopped , and the driver opened the door. 

" Come , Tip ," said I , "out with you." 
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"Get out, did you say, Sir? To be sore I will — Och! to be 
sure I will.'' But there was small show of alacrity io his mote- 
ments as he descended the steps ; for while I was speaking , I was 
interrupted by the solemn clangour of the church clock announcing 
the hour of midnight. The sounds seemed to warn us against what 
we were going to do. 

***T is a cowld night, yer honours," said Tip, in an under 
tone, as we successively alighted, and stood together, looking 
up and down the dark lane , to see if any thing was stirring but 
ourselves. **Tis a cowld night — and — and — and" — he 
stammered. 

"Why, you cowardly old scoundrel , " grumbled M — , **are 
you frightened already? What 's the matter, eh? Hoist up the 
bag on your shoi^ders directly , and lead the way down the lane." 

" Och , but yer honours — och I by the mother that bore me, 
but 't is a murtherous cruel thing, I 'm thinking, to wake the 
poor cratur from her last sleep." He said this so querulously, 
that I began to entertain serious apprehensions , after all , of his 
defection ; so I insisted on his taking a little more brandy, by way 
of bringing him up to par. It was of no use , however. His re- 
luctance increased every moment — and it even dispirited us. I 
verily believe the turning of a straw would have decided us all on 
jumping into the coach again , and returning home without ac- 
complishing our errand. Too many of the students , however, 
were apprized of our expedition , for us to think of terminating it 
so ridiculously. As it were by mutual consent, we stood and 
paused a few moments, about half way down ibe Udc. M — 
whistled with infinite spirit and distinctness ; E — remarked to me 
that he "always thought a churchyard at midnight was tha 
gloomiest object imaginable;" and I talked about hitiness -^ 
"soon be over" — " shallow grave ," &c.&tc, 

" Confound it — what if those two brothers of hers should be 
there?" saidM — abruptly, making a dead stop , and folding his 
arms on his breast. 

"Powerful fellows, both of them!" muttered E— • We re- 
sumed our march — when Tip, our advanced guard — a title he 
earned by anticipating our steps about three inches — suddenly 



340 GRATE DO1N0& 

siOQit still , let down the bag from his shoulders — eleyated both 
haad^ io a listeaiog attitude — and excUiuie4 *'Whish|l •— 
vhis)it! — By my soul, iphat vas that?" Wa all p^M^ io 
silei^c^, lopkiog palely at one another — but could hear nothing 
except Ifte drowsy flutter of a bat wheeling away from us a little 
over-head. 

**Fail — an* — wasn't Jt somBhoij spakinff on the for side o' 
the hedge, I heard;" whispered Tip. 

^*P|io ^- stuff, you idiot!" I exclaimed, losing my temper. 
** Come, M— ^ aqd F — , it 's higl^ time we had done with all thi^ 
cowardly nonsense; and if we mean really to do any thing, we 
must make haste, T is past twelve t- day breaks about four — 
and it is coming on wet, you see." Several large drops of rain, 
pattering heavily among the leaves and branches, corroborated my 
words, by announcing a coming shower y, and the air was sultry 
enough to warrant the expectation of a thunder-storm. We there- 
fore buttoned up our great coats to the chin , and hurried on to the 
churchyard wall, which ran across the bottom of the lane. This 
wall we had to climb over to get into the churchyard , and it was 
uot a very high one. Here Tip annoyed us again. I told him to 
lay down his bag, mount the wall , and look over into the yard , to 
see whether all was clear before us ; and , as far as the light would 
enable him, to look about for a new-made grave. Very re- 
luctantly he complied, and contrived to scramble to the top of 
the wall. He had hardly time, however, to peer over into the 
churchyard, when a fluttering streak of lightning flashed over us, 
followed in a second or two by a loud burst of thunder! Tip fell in 
an instant to the ground , like a cockchafer shaken from an elm- 
tree , and lay crossing himself, and muttering Pater-nosters. We 
could scarcely help laughing at the manner in which he tumbled 
down, simultaneously with the flash of lightning. **Now, look 
ye, ginllemen/' said he. still squatting on the ground , *'doyou 
mane to give the poor cratur Christian burial, when ye 've done 
wid her? An' will ye put her back again as ye found her? 'Case, if 
you wpn't , blood an' oons — " 

''Hark ye, now, Tip," said I, sternly, taking out one of a 
brapp oi empty pistols I had put into my great-coat pocket, and 
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preseoliog it to his head, '*we have hired you on this business, 
for the want of a better , you wretched fellow I and if you §iTe os 
any more of this nonsense ^ by — 1 11 send a bullet through your 
brain! Do you hear me. Tip?" 

**Ocht aisy, aisywidye! don't murther me ! Bad luck to Me, 
that I ever cam wid ye ! Och , and if Mr I lire to die , won't I see 
and burjf my ould body out o' the rache of all the docihers in the 
world? If I don't , divil burn me ! '' We all laughed aloud at Tip's 
truly Hibernian expostulation. 

'*Come, Sir, mount! over with you!" said we, helping t6 
push him upwards. '*Now, drop this bag on the other side," we 
continued, giviog him the sack that contained our implements* 
We all three of us then followed, and alighted safely in the churchy- 
yard. It poured with rain; and, to enhance the dreariness and 
horrors of the time and place, flashes of lightning followed in quick 
succession , shedding a transient awful glare over the scene , re- 
vealing (he white tombstones , the ivy-grown venerable church,, 
and our own figures , a shivering group , come on an unhallowed 
errand! I perfectly well recollect the lively feelings of apprehen- 
sion — ^^ the compunctions visitings of remorse" — which the cir- 
cumstances called forth in my own breast, and which I had no 
doubt were shared by my companions. 

As no time, however, was to be lost, I left the group fbran 
instant under the wall, to search out the grave. The accurate in- 
structions I had received enabled me to pitch on the spot with little 
dilBculty; and I returned to my companions, who immediately 
followed me to the scene of operations. We had no umbrellas, 
and our great coats were saturated with wet; but the brandy we 
had recently taken did us good service, by exhilarating our spirits, 
and especially those of Tip. He untied the sack in a twinkling, 
and shook out the hoes and spades, dS'C.; and taking one of the 
latter himself , he commenced digging with such etiergy, that we 
had hardly prepared ourselves for work^ before he had cleared 
away nearly the whole of the mound. The rain soon abated , and 
the lightning ceased for a considerable interval , though thunder 
was heard occasionally grumbling sullenly in the distance , as if 
expressing anger at our unholy doings — at leftst I felt it so. Hiq 
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pitchy darkness -continued, so that we could scarcely see one an-< 
other's figures. We worked on in silence , as fast as our spades 
^could be got into the ground ; taking it in turns , two by two , as 
the grave would not admit of more. On — on — on we worked, 
till we had hollowed out about three feet of earth. Tip then hastily 
joined together a long iron screw, or borer, which he thrust into 
the ground , for the purpose of ascertaining the depth at which the 
toGin yet lay from us. To our vexation , we found a distance of 
three feet remained to be got through. '^ Sure , and bf the soul of 
St. Patrick, but we 'II not be done by the morning! " said Tip, g^s 
lie threw down the instrument, and resumed his spade. We were 
all discouraged. Oh , how earnestly I wished myself at home , in 
my snug little bed in the Borough ! How I cursed the Quixotism 
that had led me into such an undertaking! I had no time, however, 
for reflection, as it was my turn to relieve one of the diggers; so 
into the grave I jumped , and woiked away as lustily as before. 
While I was thus engaged , a sudden noise , close to our ears, so 
startled me , that I protest I thought I should have dropped down 
dead in the grave I was robbing. I and my fellow digger fet fall 
our spades, and all four stood still for a second or two, in an 
ecstasy t>f fearful apprehension. We could not see more than a 
few inches around us , but heard the grass trodden by approaching 
feet! They proved to be those of an ass, that was turned at night 
into the churchyard, and had gone on eating his way towards us; 
and , while we were standing in mute expectation of what was to 
come next, opened on us with an astounding hee-haw! hee-haw! 
hee-haw! Even after we had discovered the ludicrous nature of the 
interruption , we were too agitated to laugh. The brute was ac- 
tually close upon us , and had ^ven tongue from under poor Tip's 
elbow , having approached him from behind as he stood leaning 
on^ his spade. Tip started suddenly backward against the animal's 
head , and fell down. Away sprung the jackass , as much con- 
founded as Tip, kicking and scampering like a mad creature 
among the tombstones, and hee-hawing incessantly, as if a hundred 
devils had got into it for the purpose of discomfiting us. I felt so 
much fury, and fear lest the noise should lead to our discovery, I 
«ould have killed the brute if it had been within my reach , while 
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Tip stammered, in an affrighted irUsper — **Och, the baste! 
Och, the baste! The big black divil of a baste ! The martberous 
tliaDderiDg" — aod a great many epithets of the same sort. We 
gradually reeoyered from the agitation which this provoking inter- 
rnption had occasioned ; and Tip^ under the promise of two bottles 
of whisky as soon as we arrived safe at home with our prize, 
renewed his exertions, and dug with such energy, that we soon 
cleared away the remainder of the superincumbent earth, and 
stood upon the bare lid of the coffin. The grapplers, with ropes 
attached to them, were then fixed in the sides and extremities, and 
^e were in the act of raising the coffin, when the sound of a human 
voice, accompanied with footsteps, fell on onr startled ears. We 
heard both distinctly^ and crouched down close over the brink of 
the grave, awaiting in breathless suspense a corroboration of our 
fears. Aher a pause of two or three minutes, however, finding 
that the sounds were not renewed, we began to breathe freer, per- 
suaded that our ears must have deceived us. Once more we re- 
sumed our work , succeeded in hoisting up the coffin — not with- 
out a slip, however, which nearly precipitated it down again to the 
bottom, with all four of us upon it — and depositing it on the grave 
side. Before proceeding^ to use our screws, or wrenehers, we 
once more looked and listened, and listened and looked; but 
neither seeing nor hearing. any thing, we set to work, prized off 
the lid in a twinkling, and a transient glimpse or moonlight dis- 
closed to us the shrouded inmate — all white and damp. I removed 
the face-cloth, and unpinned the cap, while M — loosed the sleeves 
from the wrests. Thus were we engaged, when E — , who had hold 
of the feet, ready to lift them out , suddenly let them go— gasped, 
**0h, my God! there they are!" and placed his hand on my arm. 
He shook like an aspen leaf. I looked towards the quarter whither 
his eyes were directed, and, sure enough, saw the figure of a man 
— if not two — moving stealthily towards us. **Well, we Ve 
discovered, that 's clear." I whispered as calmly as I could. 
'* We shall be murdered! " groaned £ — . '* Lend me one of the 
pistols you have with you," said If — resolutely; •* by — , I *11 have 
a shot for my life, however!" As for poor Tip, who bad heard 
every syllable of this startling colloquy, and himself seen the ap- 

16* 
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proachiDg Ggares , he looked at me io silence , the image of blank 
horror! I eonld hare laughed «Ten then , to see his staring black 
eyes — hfs little cocked niby--tinted nose — his chattering teeth. 
**Hush — hushl" said I, cocking my pistol , while M~* did the 
same; for none but myself knew that they were unloaded. To add to 
our consternation, the malignant moon withdrew the small scantling 
of light she had been doling out to us, and sank beneath a vast cloud, 
** black as Erebus," but not before we had caught a gUmpse of two 
more figures moving towards us in an opposite direction. 

** Surrounded ! " two of us muttered in the same breath. We 
all rose to our feet, and stood together, not knowing what to do 
— unable in the darkness to see one another distinctly. Presently 
we heard a voice say, in a subdued tone, *' Where are they? 
where? 5t£r0 1 saw them ! Oh, there they are ! Halloa — halloa!" 

That was enough — the signal for our flight. Without an in- 
stant's pause, or uttering another syllable, off we sprung like 
small-shot from a gun's mouth , all of us in different directions, 
we knew not whither. I heard the report of a gun -^ mercy on 
me ! and pelted away, scarcely knowing what I was about, dodging 
among the graves, — now coming full-butt against a plaguy tomb- 
stone, then stumbling on the slippery grass — while some one fol- 
lowed close at my heels panting and pufllog, but whether friend 
or foe, I knew not. At length I stumbled against a larg tomb- 
stone ; and finding it open at the two ends, crept under it, resolved 
there to abide the issue. At the moment of my ensconcing myself, 
the sound of the person's footsteps who had followed me suddenly 
ceased. I heard a splashing sound, then a kicking and scrambling, 
a faint stifled cry of , . * * Ugh— oh— ugh ! " and all was still. Doubt- 
less it must be one of my companions, who had been wounded. 
What could I do , however? I did not know in what direction he 
lay — the night was pirch-dark — and if I crept from my hiding- 
place, for all I knew I might be shot myself. I shall never forget 
that hour — no, never! There was I, squatting like a toad on the 
wet grass and weeds, not daring to do more than breathe! Here 
was a predicament! I could not conjecture how the affair would 
terminate. Was I to lie where I was till daylight, that then I might 
step into the arms of my captors? What was become of my com- 
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panfons? — While tarning these thoughts in my mind» and wonder- 
ing that all was so quiet, my e^r caught the sound of the splashing 
of water, apparently at but a yard or two's distance, mingled with 
the sounds of a halMmothered human Yoice — *' Ugh 1 ugh ! Och, 
murther! murther! murther!" — another splash, — ** and isn't 
it dead and drowned and kilt I am ! " — 

Whew ! Tip in trouble, thought I, not daring to speak. Yes — • 
it was poor Tip, I afterwards found — who had followed at my 
heels, scampering after me as fast as fright could drive him , till 
his career was unexpectedly ended by his tumbling — souse — 
head over heels, into a newly opened grave in his path, with more 
than a foot of water in it. There the poor fellow remained , after 
recovering from the first shock of his fall, not daring to utter a 
word for some time , lest he should be discovered — straddling 
over the water with his toes and elbows stuck into the loose soil on 
each side , to support him. This was his interesting position , as 
be subsequently informed me, at tbe time of uttering the sounds 
which first attracted my attention. Though not aware of his situa- 
tion at the time , I was almost choked with laughter as he went on 
with his soliloquy , somewath in this strain : — 

^^Och, Tip, yeoulddivill Don't it sarve ye right, ye fool? 
Ye villanous ould (;offin Jobber! Won't ye burn for this hereafter, 
ye sinner? Ulaloo! When ye are didd yourself, may ye be trated 
like that poor cratur — and yourself alive to see it! Och, hub- 
baboo! hubbaboo! Isn't it sure that I '11 be drowned, an' then 
it 's kilt I '11 be ! " — a loud splash and a pause for a few moments, 
as if he were readjusting his footing — **Och! an' I 'm catching 
my dith of cowld! Fait, an* it 's a divil a drop o' the two bottles 
o' whisky I 'U iver see — Och , och , och ! " — another splash — 
'* Och, an' isn't this uncomfortable! Murther and oons 1 — if iv^ 
I come out of this — shan't I be dead before I do?" 

* * Tip — Tip — Tip ! '• I whispered » in a low tone. There was 
a dead silence. **Tip, Tip, where are you? What 's the nuitter, 
eh?" ^ No answer; but he muttered in a low tone to himself— 
^'fFhere am I! by my soul 1 Isn't it dead, and kilt, and drowned* 
and murthered I am — that 's all I** 

"Tip — Tip — Tip!" I repeated, a little louder. 
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"Tip, indeed! Fait, ye may call, bad lack to ye — whoever yd 
are — bat it 's divil a vord I '11 be after speaking to ye." 

"Up , you simpleton ! It *s I — Mr. — . 

In an instant there was a sound of jumping and splashing, as if 
surprise had made him slip from his standing again, and he called 
out, "Whoo! whool an' is 't you, sweet Mr. —! What is the 
matter wid ye? Are ye kilt? Where are they all? Have they 
taken ye away, every mother's son of you?" he asked eagerly. 
In a breath. 

"Why, what are 2^ot« doing, Tip? Where are yow?" 

"Fait, an' it 's being washed I am, in the feet, and in the 
queerest tub your honour ever saw ! " — A noise of scuffling, not 
many yards off, silenced us both in an instant. Presently I distin- 
guished the voice of E — , calling out — "Help, M— !" (my 
name) — "Where are you?" The noise increased, and seemed 
nearer than before. I crept from my lurking place , and aided at 
Tip's resurrection , when both of us hurried towards the spot 
whence the sound came. By the faint moonlight, I could just see 
the outlines of two figures violently struggling and grappling toge- 
ther. Before I could come up to them , both fell down locked in 
each other's arms, rolling over each other, grasping one another's 
collars , gasping and panting as if in mortal struggle. The moon 
suddenly emerged, and who do you think, reader, was E — 's anta- 
gonist? Why, the person whose appearance bad so discomfited 
and affrighted us all — our coachmam. That worthy individual, 
alarmed at our protracted stay, had , contrary to our injunctions, 
left his coach to come and search after us. He it was whom we 
had seen stealing towards us; his steps — his voice had alarmed 
us , for be could not see us distinctly enough to discover whether 
we were his fare or not. He was on the point of whispering my 
name it seems, when we must all have understood one another -- 
when, io, we all started off in the manner which has been de- 
scribed, and he himself, not knowing that he was the reason of it, 
had taken to his heels, and fled for his life ! He supposed we had 
fallen into a sort of ambuscade. He happened to hide himself 
behind the tombstone neit but one to that which sheltered E— . 
Finding all quiet, he and £ — , as if by mutual consent, were 



GRAVE DeiK«S. iA7 

groping firom their liiding places, wlien they uDexpecte<)ly fell foul 
of one another — each too affrighted to speak — and henee the 
scuffle. 

After this satisfactory denouement, we all repaired to tha 
grave's mouth , and found the corpse and coffin precisely as we 
had left them. We were not many moments in taking out the 
body, stripping it, and thrusting it into the sack we had brought. 
We then tied the top of the sack, carefully deposited the shroud, 
^c* in the coffin , re-screwed down the lid — fearful — impious 
mockery ! •— and consigned it once more to its resting place — 
Tip scattering a handful of earth on the lid , and exclaiming reve- 
rently, — "An* may the Lord forgive us for what we have done to 
ye!" The coachman ancl I then took the body between us to the 
coach, leaving H—, andE— , and Tip, to fill up the grave. 

Our troubles were not yet ended, however. Truly it seemed 
as though Providence were throwing every obstacle in our way. 
^ Nothing went right! On reaching the spot where we had left the 
coach, behold it lay several yards farther in the lane, tilted into 
the ditch — for the horses, being hungry, and left to themselves, 
in their anxiety to graze on the verdant bank of the hedge, had 
contrived to overturn the vehicle in the ditch — and one of the 
horses was kicking vigorously when we came up — his whole body 
off the ground, and resting on that of his companion. We had 
considerable difficulty in righting the coach , as the horses were 
inclined to be obstreperous. We succeeded, however — deposited 
our unholy spoil within , turned the horses' heads towards the 
high-road , and then , after enjoining Jehu to keep his place on 
the box, I went to see how my companions were getting on. They 
had nearly completed their task, and told nie that *^ shovelling m, 
was surprisingly easier than shovelling outT' We U»ok great pains 
to leave every thing as neat, and as nearly resembling what we 
found it, as possible, in order that our visit might not be suspected. 
We then carried away each our own tools, and hurried as fast as 
possible to our coach , for the dim twilight had already stolen a 
march upon us, devoutly thankful that, after so many inter- 
ruptions , we had succeeded in effecting our object. 

11 was broad daylight before we reached town — and awretehed 
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co^ch company we looked — all wearied and dirty — Tip , espe- 
cially , who nevertheless snored in the corner as comfortably as if 
he had been warm in his bed. I heartily resolved , with him , on 
leaving Ihe coach, that it should be ^' the divil's own dear self only 
that should timpt me out agin body-^matchingr* * 

CHAPTER XVIL 

THE SPECTRE-SMITTEN. 

Fbw topics of medical literatore have occasioned more wide 
and contradictory speculation than that of insanity, with reference, 
as well to its predisposing and immediate causes, as its best 
method of treatment. Since experience is the only substratum of 
real knowledge, the easiest and surest way of arriving at those 
general principles which may regulate both our pathological and 
therapeutical researches, especially concerning the subtle, almost 
inscrutable disorder, mania, — is^ when one does meet with some 
striking, well marked ease, to watch it closely throughout, and be 
particularly anxious to seize on all those smaller features — those 
more transient Indications, which are truer characteristics of the 
complaint than perhaps any other. With this object did I pay 
close attention to the very singular and affecting case detailed in 
the following narrative. I have not given the whole of my obser- 
vations — far from it; those only are recorded which seemed to me 
to have some claims to the consideration of both medical and 
general readers. ^ The apparent eccentricity of the title will be 
found accounted for in the course of the narrative. 

Mr. M~, as one of a very Urge party , had been enjoying the 
splendid hospitality of Lady — , and did not leave till a late — or 

* On examining the body, ive found that Sir ~'s suspicions were 
fully verified. It was disease of the heart — but of too complicated a 
nature to be made intelligible to general readers. I never beard that ibe 
girl's friends discovered our doings; and, for all they know, she is now 
moukleriug away in — churchyard; whereas, in point of fact, bet 
bleached skeleton adorns — *s surgery ; and a preparation of her heart 
earichea — 's museum I 
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rather, early — hour in tke momiiig. Pretty women, mosic, 
and champagne, had almost turned his head; and it was rather 
fortunate for him that a hackney-coach stand was within a stone's 
throw of the bouse he was leaving. Muffling his cloak closely 
around him, he contrived to move towards It in a tolerably dir^ect 
line, and a few moments' time beheld him driving at the usual 
snail's pace of those rickety vehicles, to Lincoln's Inn; for Mr. 
M — was a law student. In spite of the transient exhilaration pro- 
duced by the scenes he had just quitted, and the excitement eon- 
sequent on the prominent share he took in an animated , though 
accidental, discussion, in the presence of about thirty of the most 
elegant women that could well be brought together, he found lum- 
self becoming the subject of a most unaccountable depression of 
spirits. Even while at Lady — *s , he had latterly perceived him- 
self talking often for mere talking sake — the chain of his thoughts 
perpetually broken -> and an impatience and irritability of manner 
towards those whom be addressed , which he readily r^solved^ 
however, into the reaction following high excitement. M-— , I 
ought before , perhaps , to have mentioned , was a man of great 
talent, chiefly, however, imaginative; and had that evening 
been particularly brilliant on his favourite topic — diablerie and 
mysticism ; towards which he generally contrived to incline every 
conversation id which he bore a part. He had been dilatini; in 
particular on the power possessed by Mr. Maturin of exciting the 
most fearful and horrific ideas in the minds of his readers , in- 
stancing a particular passage of one of his romances — the tiUe of 
which I have forgotten — where the fiend suddenly presents him- 
self to his appalled victim , amidst the silence and gloom of his 
prison cell. Long before he had reached home , the fumes of wine 
had evaporated , and the influence of excitement subsided; and, 
with reference to intoxication, he was as sober and cali» aa e¥«r 
he was in his life. JFhy he knew not, but his heart seemed to 
grow heavier and heavier, and his thoughts gloomier, every step 
by which he neared Lincoln's Inn. It struck three o'clock «s he 
entered the sombrous portals of the ancient inn of courts The 
perfect silence — the moonlight shining sadly on the dusky build-* 
ings — the cold quivering stars — all these together combined to 
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enhance his nervousness. He described it to me as though things 
seemed to wear a strange , spectral , sopernatural aspect. Not a 
watchman of the inn was heard crying the hour — not a porter 
moving — • no living being but himself visible in the large square 
he was crossing. As he neared his staircase, he perceived his 
heart fluttering; in short, he felt under some strange, unaccountr 
able influence, which, had he reflected a litUe, he would have 
discovered to arise merely from an excitable nervous temperament, 
operating on an imagination peculiarly attuned to sympathise with 
terror. Ills chambers lay on the third floor of the staircase; and 
on reaching it, he found his door-lamp glimmering with its last 
expiring ray. He opened his door, and ^fter groping some time 
in the dark of his sitting-room , found his chamber candlestick. 
In attempting to light his candle, he put out the lamp. He went 
down stairs, but found that the lamp* of every landing had shared 
the fate of his own ; so he returned , rather irritated , thinking to 
amerce the porter of his customary Christmas-box for his niggard 
supply of oil. After some time spent in the search , he discovered 
his tinder-box, and proceeded to strike a light. This was not the 
work of a moment. And where is the bachelor to whom it is? The 
potent spark , however , dropped at last into the very centre of the 
soft tinder , M — blew — it caught — spread — the match quickly 
kindled, and he lighted his candle. He took it in his hand, and 
was making for bed , when his eyes caught a glimpse of an object 
which brought him senseless to the floor. The furniture of his 
room was disposed as when he had left it; for his laundress had 
neglected to come and put things in order: the table, with a few 
books on it, was drawn towards the fire-place, and by its side 
stood the ample-cushioned easy-chair. The first object visible, 
with sudden distinctness , was a figure sitting in the arm-chfth'. 
It was that of a gentleman dressed in dark-coloured clothes , his 
hands, white as alabaster, closed together over his fap, and the 
face looking away; but it turned slowly towards M — , revealing 
to him a countenance of a ghastly hue — the features glowing like 
steel heated to a white heat, and the two eyes turned full towards 
him , and blazing — absolutely blazing , he described it — with a 
most horrible lustre. The appalling spectre, while H— 's eyes 
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wcfre (iveted opoD it, though glazing fast with fright, slowly rose 
from its seat, stretched out both its arms , and seemed approach- 
ing him, when he fell down senseless on the floor » as if smitten 
with apoplexy. He recollected nothing more , till he found him- 
self, about the middle of the next day , in bed , his laundress, 
myself, an apothecary, and several others , standing round him. 
His situation was not discovered till more than an hour after he 
had fallen , as nearly as could be subsequently ascertained , nor 
would it then, but for a truly fortunate accident. He had ne- 
glected to close either of bis outer-doors, (I believe it is usual for 
chambers in the inns of court to have double outer-doors,) and an 
old woman, who happened to be leaving the adjoining set, about 
five o'clock , on seeing Mr. M— 's doors both open at such an un- 
timely hour, was induced, by feelings of curiosity and alarm, to 
return to the rooms she had left for a light, with which she entered 
his chambers, after having repeatedly called bis name withou| re- 
ceiving any answer. What will it be supposed had been her occu- 
pation at such an early hour in the adjoining chambers? — Laying 
out the corpse of their occupant, a Mr. T— , who had expired 
about eight o'clock the preceding evening ! 

Mr.M— had known him, though not very intimately: and there 
were some paiollil circumstances attending his death, which, even 
though on no other grounds than mere sympathy, M— had laid 
much to heart. In addition to this, he had been observed by his 
friends as being latterly the subject of very high excitement, owing 
to the successful prosecution of an afifair of great interest and im- 
portance. * We all accounted for his present situation , by refer- 
ring it to some apoplectic seizure; for we were of course ignorant 
of the real occasion, fright, which I did not learn till long after- 
wards. The laundress told me, that she found Mr. M~, to her 
great terror, stretched motionless, along the floor, in his cloak 
and full dress, and with a candlestick lying beside him. She at 
first supposed him intoxicated; but on finding all her efforts to 
rouse him unsuccessful, and seeing his fixed features and rigid 
frame, she hastily summoned to her assistance a feUow-lanndress, 

* An extensive literary undertaking. 
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whom she had left in charge of the corpse next door, undressied 
him , and laid him on the bed. A neighbouring medical man was 
then called in, who pronounced it to be a case of epilepsy; and 
he was sufficiently warranted by the appearance of a little froth 
about the lips, prolonged stupor, resembling sleep, and fre- 
quent convulsions of the most violent kind. The remedies re* 
sorted to produced no alleviation of the symptoms ; and matters 
continued to wear such a threatening and alarming aspect,^ that I 
was summoned in by his brother, and was at his bedside by two 
o'clock. His countenance was dark and highly intellectual: its 
lineaments were , naturally , full of power and energy ; but nmoy 
overclouded with an expression of trouble and horror. He was 
seized with a dreadful fit soon after I had entered the room. Oh ! 
it is a piteous and shocking spectacle to see the human frame sub- 
jected to such demoniacal twitchings and contortions , which are 
so sudden —^ so irresistible , as to suggest the idea of some vague, 
terrible, exciting cause, which cannot be discovered : as though 
the sufferer lay passive in the grasp of some messenger of darkness 
*UvnJb to buffet himr*^ 



* The popular etymology of the word epilepsy, Sanctioned by 
several reputable class-books of the profession, which are now lying 
before me, — i.e. iTiUEItftiq, is erroneous, and more ~ nonsensical. 
For Ibe ioCormation of general readers, I may state, that its true deriva- 
tion is from Xaftfidvo), through its Ionic obsolete form Xfjfi(o: whence 
iniXHipiq, ~a seizing, a holding fast. Therefore we speak of an ATTACK 
of epilepsy. This etymology is highly descriptive of the disease in ques- 
tion; for the sudden prostration, rigidity, contortions, &c. of the patient, 
strongly suggest the idea that he has been taken or seized (^iTZiXfjgf&elq) 
by, as it were, some external invisible agent. It is worthy of notice by 
the way, that inUrintiMq is used bv ecclesiastical writers to denote 
a person pouetsed by a demon. -^^En^XiiApiq signifies simply, *^ failure, 
deficiency." I shall conclude this note with a practical illustration of the 
aeeegsity which calls it forth , ~ the correction of a prevalent error. 
A flippant student, who, I was given to understand, plumed himself 
much among his companions on his Greek, was suddenly asked by one 
of his examiners for a definition of epilepsy , grounded on its etymology. 
I forget the definition, which was given with infinite self-sufficiency of 
tone and manner; but the fine touch of scholarship with which it was 
finished off, I well recollect: — "From inlXn^ptt; — (ini-XfiTKH — 
I fail, am wanting;) therefore, Sir, epilepsy is a failure of animal 
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M — was a ?ery powerful man; and, during the fits^ it was 
next to impossible for all present, united, to control his move- 
ments. The foam at his mouth suggested to his terrified brother 
the harrowing suspicion that the case was one of hydrophobia. 
None of my remonstrances or assurances to the contrary sufficed 
to quiet him , and his distress added to the confusion of the scene. 
After prescribing to the best of my ability, I left, considering the 
case to be one of simple epilepsy. Puring the rest of the day and 
night, the fits abated both in violence and frequency ; but he was 
left in a state of the utmost exhaustion , from which , however, he 
seemed to be rapidly recovering during the space of the four suc- 
ceeding days; when I was suddenly summoned to his bedside, 
which I had left only two hours before , with the intelligence that 
he had (disclosed symptoms of more alarming illness than ever. 
I hurried to his chambers, and found that the danger had not been 
magnified. One of his friends met me on the staircase , and told 
me that about half an hour before , while he and Mr. C — M — , 
the patient's brother, were sitting beside him, he suddenly turned 
to the latter, and inquired , in a tone full of apprehension and ter- 
ror, —'* Is Mr. T- dead?" 

**0h, dear I yes — he died several days ago," was the reply. 

"Then it was he," — he gasped — ** it was hb whom I saw, 
and he is surely — damned! — Yes, merciful Maker ! — he is ! — 
he is ," — he continued, elevating his voice to a perfect roar, — 
''and the flames have reduced his face to ashes! — Horror! 
horror ! horror ! " — He then shut his eyes , and relapsed into 
silence for about ten minutes, when he exclaimed, — *■*' Hark yon, 
there — secure me I tie me ! make me fast, or I shall burst upon 
you and destroy you all — for I am going mad — I feel it! " He 
ceased, and commenced breathing fast and heavily,' his chest 
heaving as if under the pressure of enormous weight, and his 
swellings quivering features evidencing the dreadful uproarwithin. 
Presently he began to grind his teeth, and his expanding eyes 
glar-ed about in all directions , as though following the motions of 

functions!** — The same sUge definition ia regularly given by a well- 
known metropolitan lecturer ! 
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some fHgfatftil object, and be muttered fiercely tbrongb bis closed 
teeth, — '• Oh ! save me from him — save me — save me !" 

It was a fearfal thing to see him lying in such a state, — grind- 
ing his teeth as if he would crush them to powder -^ his livid lips 
crested with foam — his features swollen — writhing — blacken- 
ing; and, which gave his focea peculiarly horrible and fiendish 
expression, his eyes distorted, or inverted upwards , so that no- 
thing but the glaring whites of them could be seen — his whole 
frame rigid — and his hands clenclied,as though they would never 
open again! It is a dreadftil tax on one's nerves to have to en- 
counter such objects, familiar though medical men are with such 
and similar spectacles; and in the present instance, every one 
round the bedside of the unfortunate patient stood trembling with 
pale and momentarily averted faces. The ghastly, fixed upturning 
of the eyes in epileptic patients, fills me with horror whenever 
I recall their image to my mind ! 

The return of these epileptic fits , in such violence, and after 
such an interval , alarmed me with apprehensions , lest, as is not 
unfrequently the case, apoplexy should supervene,' or even ulti- 
mate insanity. It was rather singular that M— was never known 
to have had an epileptic fit previous to the present seizure, and he 
was then in his twenty-fifth year. I was conjecturing what sudden 
fright or blow , or accident of any kind , or congestion of the ves- 
sels of the brain from frequent inebriation , could have brought on 
the present fit, when my patient, whose features had]^adually 
sunk again into their natural disposition, gave a sigh of exhaustion 
— the perspiration burst forth, and he murmured — some time be- 
fore we could distinctly catch the words, — *' Oh — spectre-smit- 
ten! — spectre-smitten!" — which expression I have adopted 
as the title of this paper — **I shall never recover again!" — 
Though sufficiently surprised, and perplexed about the import of 
the words, we took no notice of them ; but endeavoured to divert 
his thoughts from the fantasy, ifsuch there were, which seemed 
to possess them , by inquiring into the nature of his symptoms. 
He disregarded us, however; feebly grasped my hand in his 
clammy fingers, and looking at me languidly, muftered — '* What 
^ Oh, what brought the fiend into my chambers?" — And I felt 
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^ his whole frame pervaded by a cold shhrer — "Poor T-— ! Horrid 
fate ! '* — On heariDg him meDtion T— 's name , we all looked 
simultaneously at one another, but without speaking; for a suspi- 
cion crossed our minds , that his highly wrought feelings , acting 
on a strong imagination, always tainted with superstitious terrors, 
had conjured up some hideous object, which had scared him 
nearly to madness — probably some fancied apparition of his 
deceased neighbour. He began again to utter long deep-drawn 
groans, that gradually gave place to the heavy stehorous breathing, 
which, with other symptoms — his pulse, for instance, beating 
about 115 a-mioute — confirmed me in the opinion that he was 
suffering froni a very severe congestion of the vessels of the brain. 
I directed copious venesection * — his head to be shaven , and 
covered perpetually with cloths soaked in evaporating lotions ^- 
blisters behind his ears, and at the nape of the neck — and 
appropriate internal medicines. I then left him , apprehending 
the worst consequences: for I had once before a similar case 
under my care — one in which a young lady was, which I strongly 
suspected to be the case with M— , absolutely frightened to death, 
and went through nearly the same round of symptoms as those 
which were beginning to make their appearance in my present 
patient, — a sudden epileptic seizure, terminating in outrageous 
maJness, which destroyed both the physical and intellectual 
energies ; and the young lady expired. I may possibly hereafter 
prepare for publication some of my notes of Aer case, which had 
some very remarkable features. ** 

• For using this word , and one above , "stertorous,** a weekly work 
accuses Ibe writer of pedantry 1 

** Through want of lime and room, I am compelled Lo cotiileosc my 
memoranda of the case alluded to into a note. The ci re uni stances oc- 
curred in the year 1813. The Hon. Miss — was a younij^ woman about 
eighteen or twenty years of age; and being of a highly fandru) turn, 
betook herself to congenial literature, in the shape of novels and ro- 
mances, especially those which dealt with "uneartblies." They pushed 
out of her head all ideas of real life; for morning, naon, and nighty 
beheld her bent oter the pages of some absorbing tale or other, to Lbe 
exclusion of all other kinds of reading. The natural conefequetice of all 
this was, that she became one of the most fanciful and limorDus crea- 
tures breathing. She had worked herself up to such a oiEjrbLd piich of 
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The next moroing, about eleven, saw ipe again at Mr. M — 's 
chambers, where I found three or four members of his family ^— 



sensltiveiiess and apprehension, that she dared hardly be alone even 
during the day; and as for night-time, she had a couple of candles 
always burning in her bed-room , and her maid sleeping with her on a 
side-bed. 

One night, about twelve o'clock, Hiss— and her maid relired to 
bed, the former absorbed and lost in the scenes of a petrifying romance 
she had finished reading only an hour before. Her maid had occasion to 
go down stairs again for the purpose of fetching up some curling papers ; 
and she had scarcely reached the lower landing on her return , before 
she heard a faint scream proceed from her young mistress's chamber. 
On hurrying back, the servant beheld Miss — stretched senseless on the 
floor, with both hands pressed upon her eyes. She instantly roused the 
whole family; but their efforts were unavailing. Miss — was ina fit of 
epilepsy, and medical assistance was called in. I was one of the first 
that was summoned. For two days she lay in a slate closely resembling 
that of Mr. M — In the text; but in about a week's time she recovered 
consciousness , and was able to converse calmly and connectedly. She 
told me that she had been frightened into the fit: that a few moments 
after the maid had left her, on the night alluded to , she sat down before 
her dressing glass, which had two candles in branches from each side of 
it. She was hardly seated before a **strango sensation seized her," — to 
use her own words. She felt cold and nervous. The bed-room was both 
spacious and gloomy; and she did not relish the idea of being left alone 
in it* She rose and went towards the bed for her nightcap ; and , on 
pushing aside the heavy damask curtains , she heard a rustling noise on 
the opposite side of the bed , as if some one had hastily leaped off. She 
trembled, and her heart beat hard. She resumed her seat, however, 
with reluming self-possession , on hearing the approaching footsteps of 
her maid. On suddenly directing her eyes towards the glass, they met 
the dim outline of a figure standing close behind her, wiih frightful 
features, and a pendant,plume, of a faint fiery hue! The rest has been 
told. Her mind, however, long weakened, and her physical energies 
disordered, had received too severe a shock to recover from it quickly 
A day or two afier Miss — had told me the above, she suffered a sudden 
and most unexpected relapse. Oh, that merciless, and fiendish 
EPILEPSY I — how it tossed about those tender limbs! -^ how it distorted 
and convulsed those fair and handsome features I To see the mild eye of 
beauty subjected to the horrible up-turned glare described above, and 
the slender fingers black and clenched — the froth bubbling on the lips 
— the grinding of the teeth!— would it not shock and wring the heart of 
the beholder? It did mine, accustomed as I am to such spectacles. 

Insanity, at length, made its appearance, and locked its hapless 
Tictim in its embraces for nearly a year. She was removed to a privata 
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two of tfaem his liiarried sisters — seated round his sfttiDg-room 
fire, ia melaDcholy silence. Mr. — , the apothecary, had just 
left, but was expected to return every moment, to meet me in con- 
sultation. My patient lay alone in his bed-room , asleep , and ap- 
parently better than he had been since his first seizure. He had 
experienced only one slight fit during the night; and though he had 
been a little delirious in the earlier part of the evening, he had 
been, on the whole, so calm and qnlct, tbat his friends* apprehen- 
sions of insanity were beginning to subside ; so he w^s Icri , as T 
said, alone; for the nurse, just befarc my arrival, had Left her seat 
by his bedside for a few moments, ihicking him *' la a comfortable 
and easy nap," and was engaged. Id alow whisper, conversing 
with the members ofM — 's family ^ who were in the sittiri^-roonu 
Hearing such a report of my patie^at, J sat down quietly among 
his relatives, determining not to disturb him, at least till the ar- 
rival of the apothecary. Thus were we engaged , questioning the 
nurse in an under tone, when a loud laugh from the bed-room sud- 
denly silenced our whisperings, and turned us all pale. We started 
to our feet with blank amazement in each countenance , scarcely 

asylum ; and for tix weki was chained by a staple to the wall of her 
bed-room. In addition to enduring a strait waistcoat. On one occasion, 
I saw her in one of her most frantic moods. She cuntd and twore in 
the most diabolic manner, and yelled, and laughed, and chattered her 
teeth, and spiti The beautiful hair had been shaved off, and was then 
scarce half an inch long, to that she hardly looked like a female about 
the head. The eyes, too, were surrounded by dark areola, and her 
mouth disGgured by her swollen tongue and lips, which she had severely 
bitten. She motioned me to draw near her, when she had become a 
little more tranquil, and I thoughtlessly acceded. When I was within a 
foot of her, she made a sudden and desperate plunge towards me, mo- 
tioning with her lips as though she would have torn me like a tigress its 
prey I 1 thank God that her bands were handcuffed behind her, or I must 
have suffered severely. She once bit off the little finger of one of the 
nurses who was feeding her! 

When she was sufficiently recovered to be removed from — House, 
she was taken to the south of France by my directions. She was in a very 
shattered state of health, and survived her removal no more than three 
months. 

Who can deny that this poor girl fell a victim to the pestilent effect* 
of romance reading ? 
Diary of a Phytician. \. \^ 
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crediting the eTidence of our senses. Could it be M— ? It 
must} Ihere was none else in the room. What, then, was he laa^h- 
iDg about? 

While we were standing silently gazing on one another, with 
much agitation , the kugh was repeated , but longer and louder 
than before, accompanied with the sound of footsteps, now crossing 
the room -^ then, as if of one jumping. The ladies lurned paler 
than before , and seemed scarcely able to stand. They sank again 
into their chairs, gasping with terror. *^Gofn, nurse, and see 
what 's the matter," said I , standing by the sidie of the younger of 
the ladies , whom I expected every instant to fall inio my arms in 
a swoon. 

''Doctor ! -^ go ill? — I — I — I dare not 1 *' stammered the 
nurse, pale as ashes, and trembling violently. 

"Do you come here^ then, and attend to Mrs^ — ," said I, 
"and I will go in." The nurse staggered to my pkece , in a state 
not far removed from that of the lady whom she was called to at^ 
tend ; for a third laugh , -^ long, loud, uproarious , — * had b^rst 
from the room while I was speaking. After eautioning the ladies 
and the nurse to observe profound silence , and not to attempt 
following me till I sent for them, I stepped noiselessly to the 
bed-room door, and opened it slowly and softly, not to alarm hidi. 
All was silent within ; bu^ the first object that presented itself, 
when I saw fairly into the room , can never be effaced from my 
mind to the day of my death. Mr. M-— had got out of bed, * 
pulled off his shirt, and stepped to the dressing-table , where he 
stood stark naked before the glass, with a razor in his right hand, 
with which he had just finished shaving off his eyebrows; and he 
was eyeing himself steadfastly In the glass , holding the razor 
elevated above his head. On seeing the door open, and my face 



* Since this was published, I have been favoured, by Sir Henry 
Halford, with the sight of a case remarkably similar to the present one, 
but told, I need hardly say, with far mote graphic ability. I hope — 
nay, I believe -^ it will shortly be published by the learned and accom- 
plished Baronet. [It has — in the "Essays and Orations read and de- 
livered at the Royal College of Physicians v'' ^c, &e., sidee published. 
— Note to the Third EdiUon.] 
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peering at bim , he turned foil towards me, (the grotesque aspect 
of his countenance — denuded of so prominent a feature as the 
eyebrows, and his h^d completely shaved, and the wild-fire of 
madness flashing from his staring eyes , exciting the most frightful 
ideas,) braiidishing the razor over his head with an air of triumph, 
and shouting nearly at the top of his voice •— *^Ah, ha, ha! — 
What do you thhilfi of this?" 

Merciful Heaven ! May I never be placed again in such perilous 
cfrcumstanoes, nor have my mind overwhelmed with such a gush 
of horror as burst over it at that moment! What was I to do? 
Obeying a sudden impulse, I had entered the room, shutting the 
door after me ; and , should any one fo the sitting-room suddenly 
attempt ta open it again , or make a noise or disturbance of any 
kind, by giving vent to their emotions, what was to become of the 
Bftadmau or ourselves? He might, in an instant, almost sever his 
head from his Shoulders, or burst upon me or his sisters , and do 
us seme deadly mischief! I felt conscious that the lives of all of 
lis depended 6n my conduct; and I devoutly thanlc God for the 
measure of tolerable self-possession which was vouchsafed to me 
at that dreadful moment, I conttoued standing lilie a statue — 
motionless and silent -^ endeavouring to fix ray eye on him , that I 
might gain this command of At#;/^/ successful, I had some hopes 
of being able to deal with him. He, in Iqrn, now stood speechless, 
and I thought he was quailing — that I had overmastered him — 
when (was suddenly fit to faint with despair, for at that awful in- 
stant I heard the door-handle tried — the door pushed gently open 
— and saw the nurse , I supposed , or one of the ladies , peeping 
through it. The maniac also heard it — the spell was broken — 
and, in a (tefttj, he leaped several times successively in the air, 
brandishing the razor tffer hishead as before. 

While he was tu the midst of these feats, I turned my head 
hurriedly to the person who had sd cruelly disobeyed my orders, 
thereby endangering my Hfe -^ and whispered in low affrighted 
accents, — '^At the peril of your lives — of mine — shut the door 
-^ away, away -^ hush ! or we are all murdered! ** I was obeyed 
-^ tbt ititrader withdrew , and I heard a sovnd as if she had faUen 
to the floor — probably in a swoon. Fortunately the madman was 

17* 
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80 occupied with his antics , that he did not observe what had 
passed at the door. It was the nurse who made the attempt to 
discover what was going on , I afterwards learnt — bat nnsaecess- 
fully, for she had seen nothing. Hy injunctions were obeyed to 
the letter, for they maintained a profound silence, unbroken, bmt 
by a faint sighing sound , which I should not have heard , but that 
my ears were painfully sensitive to the slightest noise* To return, 
however, to myself , and my fearfui chamber companion. 

*' Mighty talisman 1'^ he exclaimed, holding the razor before 
him, and gazing earnestly at it, ** how utterly unworthy — how in- 
famous the common use men put thee to! " 8till he continued 
standing, with his eyes fixed intently upon the deadly weapon — I 
all th& while uttering not a sound, nor moving a muscle, but wait^ 
ing for our eyes to meet once more. 

, *<Ha «> Doctor—! — how easily I keep you at bay, though 
little my weapon — thus" — he exclaimed gaily, at the same time 
assuming one of the postures of the broadsword exercise — but I 
observed that he cautiously avoided meeting my %ye again. I 
crossed my arms submissively on my breast, and continued in 
perfect sUence, endeavouring, but in vain, to catch a glance of his 
eye. I did not wish to excite any emotion in him , except such as 
might have a tendency to calm , pacify , disarm him. Seeing roe 
stand thus, and manifesting no disposition to meddle with him, he 
raised his left hand to his face, and rubbed his fingers rapidly over 
the side of his shaved eyebrows. He seemed, I thought, incKned 
to go over them a second time, when a knock was heard at the 
outer chamber door, which I instantly recognised as that of Mr. — , 
the apothecary. The madman also heard it, turned suddenly 
pale , and moved away from the glass opposite which he had been 
stooping. '*0h — oh!" he groaned, while his features assumed 
an air of the blankest affright, every muscle quivering, and every 
limb trembling from head to foot, — ** Isthat _ is — is that T^ 
come for mb7" He let fall the razor on the floor, and , clasping 
his hands in an agony of apprehension , he retreated , crouching 
and cowering dbwn towards the more distant part of the room, 
where he continued peering round the bed-post, bis eyes straining 
as though they would start from their sockets , and fixed stead- 
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fastly upon the door. I heard him msdiog the hed curtaia , and 
shakkig it; bat very gently, as if wishing to cover and conceal 
himself within its folds* 

O humanity ! — Was that poor being — that pitiable maniac 
— was <Aa< the once gay, gifted, brilliant M—? 

To return. My attention was wholly occupied with one object, 
the razor on the floor. How I thanked God for the gleam of hope 
that all might yet be right— that I mi^^t sncceed in obtaining pos- 
session of the deadly weapon, and putting it beyond his reach! 
But how was I to do all this? I stole gradually towards the spot 
where the razor lay , without removing once my eye from his , nor 
he his from the dreaded door, intending, as soon as I should have 
come pretty near it , to make a sudden snatch at the horrid imple- 
ment of destruction. I did — I succeeded — I got it into my pos- 
session , scarcely crediting my senses. I had hardly grasped my 
prize , when the door opened , and Mr. — , the apothecary , en- 
tered, sufficiently startled and bewildered , as it may be supposed, 
with the strange aspect of things. 

''Ha— ha— ha! It's^oti^ isit— it's you— you anatomy I You 
plaster! How dare you mock me in this horrid way, eh?" shouted 
the maniac, and springing like a lion from his lair, he made for 
the spot where the confounded apothecary stood, stupified vrith 
terror. I verily believe he would have been destroyed, torn to 
pieces, or cruelly maltreated in some way or other, had I not 
started and thrown myself between the maniac and the unwitting 
object of his vengeance, exclaiming at the same time, as a dernier 
ressortf a sudden and strong appeal to his fears — '* Remember 1 
_T— ! T— 1 T-^" 

''I do — I — do!" stammered the maniac, stepping back, 
perfectly aghast. He seemed utterly petrified, and sank shivering 
down again into his former position at the corner of the bed, 
moaning — '' Ohme ! wretched me ! Away — away — away ! " I 
then stepped to Mr. — , who had not moved an inch, directed him 
to retire instantly, conduct all the females out of the chambers, 
and return as soon as possible with two or three of the inn-porters, 
or any other able-bodied men he could procure on the spur of the 
moment; and I concluded by slipping the razor, unobservedly, as 
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I thought, into his hands, tnd bidding him remove it to a place of 
safety* Ht obeyed, andl fo«nd myself once more done witli the 
madman. 

«'M-^I -^ dear Mr. M— I ^ I 've get something to soy to 
yon — I have indeed; it 's very — very particular." I oommenced 
approaching him slowly, and speaking the softest tones concei- 
yable. 

''Bat yon 've forgotten this, yon fool, yon ! — yon have i " he 
replied fiereely, approaching the dressing-table, and suddenly 
seizing another razor — the fellow of the one I had got hold ojf 
with snch pains and peril — and which, alas, alas ! had never once 
caught my eye ! I gave myself up for lost , fully expecting that I 
should be murdered, when I saw the bloodthirsty spirit with which 
hedutched it, brandished it over his head, and with a smile of 
fiendish derision y shook it full before me ! I trembled, however, 
the next' moment, for himself, for he drew it rapidly to and fro 
before his throat, as though he would give the fatal gash , but did 
not touch the skin. He gnashed his teeth with a kind of savage 
satisfaction at the dreadful power with which he was consciously 
armed. 

*' Oh, Mr. M— ! think of your poor mother and sisters! " I ex- 
claimed in a sorrowful tone, my voice faltering with uncontroUhble 
agitation. He shook the razor again before me with an air of de- 
fiance , and ** really grinned horribly a ghastly smile." 

^*Now , suppose I choose to punish your perfidy, you wretch ! 
and do what you dread , eh?" said he, holding the razor as if he 
were going to cut his throat. 

** Why, wouldn't it be nobler to forgive and forget, Mr.M— ?" 
I replied, with tolerable firmness, and folding my arms on my 
breast, anxious to appear quite at ease* 

•*Too — too — loo, Doctor! — Too — too — too ^ too ! Ha! 
by the vray — what do you say to a razor hornpipe — eh? — Ha, 
ha, ha! a novelty at least!" He began forthwith to dance a few 
steps, leaping frantically high, and uttering, at intervals, a 
sudden, shrill, dissonant cry, resembling that used by those 
who dance the Highland '* fling," or some other species of Scottish 
dance. I affected to admire his dancing, even to ecstasy — clap* 
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pingmylUBds, aadshonting, ''Bra^o, brtvo!— -Encore!" He 
seemed iocliaed to go over it agaio , bat was too mtich exhausted^ 
and sat down panting on the window-seat, wliich was ^ose 
behind him. 

'«Tou 'H cateh cold, Mr. M-- » sitting in that draught of air« 
naked, and perspiring as ^on are. WiU you put on your clothes V 
said I, approaching him. 

^'Nol" he replied, sternly, and extended the razor threaten- 
ingly. I fell back, of course — not knowing what to do, nor 
choosing to risk either his destruction or my own by attempting 
any active iiOerference; for what was to be dene with a madman 
who had an open razor In his hand? — Mr. — , the apothecary, 
seemed to have been gone an age; and I found even my tamper 
beginning to fail me — for I was tired with his tricks , deadly 
dangerous as they were* My attention, however, was soon riveted 
again on the motions of the maniac. ** Yes — yes , decidedly so 

— I 'm too hot to do it now — I am ! " said he , wiping the per- 
spiration from his forehead, and eyeing the razor intently. ^I 
must get calm and cool — and then — ^ then for the sacrifice! 
Aha, the sacrifice ^- an oiTerlng — expiation — even as Abraham 

— ha, ba, ha I — But by the way, how did Abraham do it ^^ 
that is, how did he intend to have done it? -^ Ah , I must ask my 
familiar I " 

*'A iacrifioe', Mr. M—? — Why, what do ynu mean?** I 
inquired, attempting a laugh — t say, attempting — for my 
blood trickled chiUily through my veins, and my heart seemed 
frozen. 

''What do I mean, eh? Wretch ! Dolt!— What do I mean?— 
Why, a peace-offering to my Maker, for a badly-spent life , to be 
sural — One would think you had never Aeanf of such a thing as 
religion — you savage 1 " 

'<I deny that the sacrifice would be accepted ; and for two rea- 
sons," I replied, suddenly recoliecliog that he plumed himself on 
his casuistry, and hoping to engage him on some new crotchet, 
which might keep him in play till Mr. -^ returned with assistance 
•— but I was mistaken ! 
. "Well, well, Doctor—! — LetiAafbe, for the present — 
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I can't resolve doubts, now — no » no/' be replied , solemnly, — 
** 't is a time for action — for action — for action /' he continued, 
gradually elevating bis voice , using vehement gesticulations , and 
rising from his seat. 

•*Yes, yes," said I, warmly; "but though you 've followed 
elosely enough the advice of the Talmudist, in shaving off your 
eyebrows', as a preparatory — " 

** Aha ! aha ! — What ! — have you seen the Talmud? — Have 
yon, really! — Well," he added, after a doubtful pause, "in 
what do you think I 've failed , eh ? " 

I need hardly say , that I myself scarcely knew what led me to 
utter the nonsense in question; bull have several times found, 
in cases of insanity, that suddenly and readily supplying a motive 
for the patient's conduct — referring it to a cause^ of some sort or 
other, with steadfast intrepidity -^ even be the said cause never 
so preposterously absurd — has been attended with the happiest 
effects, in arresting the patient's attention — chiming in with his 
eccentric fancies, and piquing his disturbed faculties into ac^ 
quiescence in what he sees coolly taken for granted , as quite true 

— a thing of course — more matter-of-fact — by the person he is 
addressing. I have several times recommended this little device 
to those who have been intrusted with the care of the insane, and 
have been assured of its success. 

** You are very near the mark I own ; but it strikes me that you 
have shaved them off too equally , too uniformly. Ton ought to 
have left some little ridges — furrows — hem, hem ! — to — to — 
terminate, or resemble the — the — the striped stick which Jacob 
held up before the ewes ! " 

*♦ Oh — ay — ay I Eiactly — true I — Strange oversight I " he 
replied, as if struck with the truth of the remark, and yet puzzled 
by vain attempts to corroborate it by his own recollections — "I 

— I recollect it now — but it isn't too late yet — is it?" 

"I think not," I replied, with apparent hesitation, hardly 
crediting the success of my strange stratagem. "To be sure, it 
will require very great delicacy; but as you 've not shaved them 
oSvery closely, I think I can manage it," I continued doubtfully. 

"Oh, oh, oh!" growled the maniac, while his eyes flashed 
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ire at me. ^* There 's one sitting by me that tells me yon are deal- 
ing falsely with me — oh, lying villain! oh, perfidious wretch ! " 
At that moment the door opened gently behind me, and the voice 
of Mr. — , the apotheeary, whispered, in a low harried tone, 
** Doctor, 1 'vegot three of the inn-porters here, in the sitting- 
room." Though the whisper was almost inaudible even to me, 
when uttered close to my ear, to my utter amazement M — had 
heard every syllable of it, and understood it too , as if some offi- 
cious minion of Satan himself had quickened his ears, or conveyed 
the intelligence to him. 

**Ah — ha — ha I — Ha, ha, ha ! — Fools ! knaves , harpies ! 

— aud what are you and your hired desperadoes tome? — Thus 

— thus do I outwit you — thus! " and , springing from his seat, 
he suddenly threw up the lower part of the window-frame, and 
looked through it — then at the razor — and again at me , with 
one of the most awful glances— full of dark diabolical meaning, 
the momentary suggestion, surely, of the great Tempter — that 
I ever encountered in my life. 

** Which ! — which ! — which ! " he muttered fiercely through 
his closed teeth, while bis right foot reste() on the window-seat, 
ready for him to spring out, and his eye travelled, as before, 
rapidly from the razor to the window. Can any thing be conceived 
more palsying to the beholders? *'Why did not you and your 
strong reinforcement spring at once upon him , and overpower 
him?" possibly some one is asking. — What ! and he armed with 
snaked razor? His head might have been severed from his 
shoulders, before we could have overmastered him — or we 
might ourselves — at least one of us — have been murdered , or 
cruelly maimed, in the attempt. We knew not what to do ! M — 
suddenly withdrew his head from the window, through which be 
had been gazing, with a shuddering, horror-stricken motion, 
and groaned-— ••No! no! no! I won't — can't— -for there 's 
T— standing just beneath , his face all blazing, aqd waiting with 
outspread arms to catch me," standing, at the same time, shading 
his eyes with his left hand — when I whispered, — ••Now, now ! 
go up to him — secure him— -all three spring on him at once, 
and disarm him!" They^ obeyed me, and were in the aet of. 
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rashing into the room , vfhen M— saddeoly planted himself into 
a posture of deflaitee , eleTal«d the rasor to his throat , aod almost 
howled — **One step — one step Dearer — ahd I — I — I — so ! " 
motioniiig as though he would draw it from one ear to the other. 
We all fell back , horror-struck and in silence. What could we 
do? If we moved towards him, or made use of any threatening 
gesture , we should see the floor in an instant deluged with his 
blood. I once more crossed my arms on my breast, with an air 
of mute submission. 

^^Ha, ha I" he exclaimed, after a pause, evidently pleased 
with such a demonstration of his power, ** obedient, however! 
— . wen — that 's one merit ! But still , what a set of cowards — 
bullies — you must all be I — What! — all four of you afraid of 
one man?" In the course of his frantic gesticulations, he had 
drawn the razor so close to his neck, that its edge ha4 slightly 
grazed the skin under his left ear, and a little blood trickled from 
it over his shoulders and breast. 

''Blood I — blood? — What a strange feeling ! How eoldly it 
fell on my breast ! — How did I do it? — Shall — I — go — on, 
as I have made a beginning?" he exclaimed, drawling the words 
at great length. He shuddered, and — to my unutterable joy 
and astonishment — deliberately closed the razor, replaced It in 
its case, put both in the drawer; and having done all Uiis, before 
we ventured to approach him, he fell at his ftiU length on the floor, 
and began to yell in a manner that was perfectly frightful ; but in 
a few moments he burst Into tears, and cried and sobbed like a 
child. We took him up in our arms, he groaoing — ''6h, 
shorn of my strength ! — shorn ! shorn ! like Samson ! — Why 
pari with my weapon? — The Philistines be upon me!" — * and 
laid him down on the bed , where, after a few moments, he ML 
asleep. When he woke again, a strait waistcoat put all his 
tremendous struggliogs at defiance — though his strength seemed 
increased in a tenfold degree — and prevented his attempting 
either his own life , or that of any one near him. When he found 
all his writhings and hearings utterly useless, he gnashed Ian 
teeth, the foam issued from his mouth , and he shouted, -^ '«! '11 
be even with you , you incarnate devils !^— I will ! -» 1 11 suffocate 
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tnysdfl" and li« held bfs breath till be grew black in tin face, 
when he gate over the attenpc It was found necessary to have 
him strapped down to the bed ; and his bowlings were so shocking 
and load, that we began to think of removing him, even in that 
dreadful condition , to a madhouse. I ordered his head to be 
sha\pd agaiD , and kept perpetually covered with cloths soaked in 
evaporating lotions — blisters to foe applied behind each ear, and 
at the nape of the neck — leeches to the temples , and the appro- 
priate internal medicines in such cases — and left him , begging 
I might be sent for instantly in the event of his getting worse.* 
Oh , I ^all never forget this harrowing scene ! — my feelings 
were wound up almost to bursting; nor did they recover their 
proper tone for many a week. I cannot conceive that the people 
whom the New Testament speaks of as being ** possessed of 
devils," could have been more dreadful in appearance, or more 
outrageous in their actions, than was M— ; nor can I help 
suggesting the thought, that, possibly, they were in reality 
nothing more than the maniacs of the worst kind. And is not a 
man transformed into a devil , when his reason is utterly ovei^ 
tumed? 

On seeing M — the next morning, I found he had passed a 
terrible night — that the constraint of the strait waistcoat filled 
him incessantly with a fury that was absolutely diabolical. His 
tongue was dreadfully lacerated ; and the whites of his eyes, with 
perpetual straining, were discoloured with a reddish bue, like 
f^rets' eyes. Ho was truly a piteous spectacle! One's heart 
aAed to look at him, and think, for a moment, of the fearful 
contrast he formed to the gay M — he was only a few days before, 
the deKght of refined society , and the idol of all his friends ! He 
lay in a most precarious state for a fortnight; and though the fits 
of outrageous madness had ceased, or become much mitigated, 

* I ought to have mentioned, a little way back, that, in obedience 
to my hurried injunctions , the ladies suffered themselves, almost faint- 
ing with fright, to be conducted silently into the adjoining chambers — 
and it was well they did. Suppose they had uttered any sudden shriek, 
or attempted to interfere , or made a disturbance of any kind — what 
would have become of us all? 
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and intenmpted not nnfrequently with ** lucid intervals/' as the 
phrase is, I began'to be apprehensive of his sinking eventually 
into that hopeless, deplorable condition , idiocy. During one of 
his intervals of sanity — when the savage fiend relaxed, for a mo- 
ment, the hold he had taken of the victim's- faculties, M— * said 
something according with a fact which it was impossible for him 
to have any knowledge of by the senses , which was to me singular 
and inexplicable. * It was about nine o'clock in the morning of 
the third day after that on which the scene above described took 
place , that M — , who was lying in a state of the utmost lassitude 
and exhaustion , scarcely able to open his eyes , turned his head 
slowly towards Mr. — , the apothecary, who was sitting by his 
bedside, and whispered to him — *^They are preparing to bury 
that wretched fellow next door — hush ! — hush ! -- one of the 
coffin trestles has fallen — hush!" Mr. — , and the nurse who 
had heard him , both strained their ears to listen , but could hear 
not even a mouse stirring — ''there 's somebody come in — a lady, 
kissing his lips before he 's screwed down — Oh, I hope she won't 
be scorched — that 's all ! " He then turned away his head, with no 
appearance of emotion , and presently fell asleep. Through mere 
curiosity, Mr. — looked at his watch; and from subsequent in- 
quiry ascertained, that, sure enough, about the time when his 
patient had spoken , they t&er^ about burying his neighbour; that 
one of the trestles did slip a KtUe aside , and the coffin, in con- 
sequence, was near falling; and finally, marvellous to tell , that 
a lady, one of the deceased's relatives, I believe, did come and 
kiss the corpse, and cry bitterly over it! Neither Mr. — nor the 
nurse heard any noise whatever during the time of the burial pre- 
parations next door , for the people had been earnestly requested 
to be as quiet about them as possible , and really made no dis- 
turbance whatever. By what strange means he had acquired his 
information — whether or not he was indebted for some portion 

* This incident has been selected by the coodiietor of a quarterly 
rellgfoas Jonma) called ** The Morning Watch** — as a striking instance 
of supernatural agency •• and tending to confirm certain notions which 
have lately occasioned not a little astonishment and confusioa la the 
world. 
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of it ta (he exquisite delicacy , the morbid sensitiveaess of the or- 
gaes of hearing, I cannot conjecture; but how are we to account 
for the latter part of what he uttered about the lady's kissing the 
corpse, dec? — On another occasion, during one of his roost 
placid moods, but 710^ in any lucid interval, he insisted on my 
taking pen, ink, and paper, and turning amanuensis. To quiet 
him, I acquiesced, and wrote what he dictated; and the ma- 
nuseript now lies before me , and is verbatim et HteraUm as fol- 
lows: — 

**I, T — M — , saw — what saw I? A solemn silver grove — 
there were imtumerable tpiriU* sleeping among the branches --* 
(and it is this , though unobserved of naturalists , that makes the 
aspen tree's leaves to quiver so much — it is this , I say , namely, 
t|ie rustling movements of the spirits ,) and in the midst of this 
grove was a beautiful site for a statue, and one there assuredly was 
— but what a statue I Transparent, of a stupendous size, through 
which — the sky was cloudy and troubled — a ship was seen sink- 
ing at sea , and the crew at icards ; but the good spirit of the storm 
saved them; for he showed them the key of the universe; and a 
shoal of sharks, with murderous eye<; were disappointed of a 
meal. Lo , man , behold ! — another part of this statue — what 
a one ! -^ has a fissurb in it *- it opens — widens into a parlour, 
in darkness; and now shall be disclosed the horror qf horrors, 
for, lo, some one sitting — sitting — easy-chair — fiery face — 
fiend — fiend — Oh God! Oh God! save me," cried he. He 
ceased speaking, with a shudder: nor did he resume the dicta- 
tion , for he seemed in a moment to have forgotten that he had 
dictated at all. I preserved the paper ; and gibberish though it is, 
I consider it both curious and highly characteristic throughout. 
Judging from the latter part of it, where he speaks of a **dark 
parlour f with some fiery-faced fiend sitting in an easy-chair ;** 
and coupling this with various simili^r expressions arid allusions 
.which he made during his ravings, I felt convinced that his fancy 
was occupied with some one individual image of horror, which 
had ecaiped him into madness, and now clang to his disordered 

* The words in Italics were at the faMtaoce of II—. 



270 THB spcctre-smitten; 

faculties like a fiend. He often talked about ** spectres ,** ^ spec- 
tral;" and uttered incessantly the words, ^'spectre-snltten." 
The nurse once asked bim what he neMU by these words; he 
Stat ted -^ grew disturbed — his eye gflanced with aifright — and 
he shook his head exclaiming , *' Horror ! " A few days afterwards 
he hired an amanuensis, who, of course, was duly apprised of 
the sort of person he had to deal with; and, after a painfully lu- 
dicrous scene, M-^ attempting to beat down the man's terms from 
a guinea and a half a-week to half-a-crowriy he engaged him for 
three guineas, he said , and insisted On his taking up his station 
at the side of the bed , in order that he might minute down every 
word that was uttered. If — told him he was going to dictate a 
romance! 

It would have required , in truth , the ** pen of a ready writer '^ 
to keep pace with poor M — 's utterance; for he raved on at a pro- 
digious rate , in a strain , it need hardly be said , of unconnected 
absurdities. Really it was inconceivable nonsense; rhapsodical 
rantings in the Maturin style, full of vaults, sepulchres, spectres^ 
devils , magic — with here and there a thought of real poetry. It 
was piteous to peruse it! His amanuensis found it impossible to 
keep up with him , and , therefore , profited by a hint from one of 
us, and, instead of writing, merely moved his pen rapidly over 
the paper, scrawling all sorts of ragged lines and figures to re- 
semble writing! M — never asked him to read it over, nor re- 
quested to see it himself; but, after about fifty pages were done, 
dictated a title-page — pitched on publishers ~ settled the price 
and number of volumes — four! and then exclaimed — **Well! 
— thank God — that 's off my mind at last ! '^ He never mentioned 
it afterwards; and his brother committed ttte whole to the flames 
about a week after. 



• had not, however, yet done with his amanuensis, but 
put his services in requisitfoa in cpiite another capacity, -— that 
of reader. Milton was the book he selected; and actually they 
went through very nearly nine books , nfr— perpetually interrupt- 
ing him with comments, sometimes, saying surpassingly absurd, 
and occasionaUy very iae, forcible things. AXt this fbrmed a 
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truly tou<;biDg illustratioB pf that beautiful, often quoted senti* 
ment of Horace — 

Quo semel est imbuta recens , servabit odorem 

Testa diu. Epist, Lib, 1. Ep. 2, 69. 70. 

As tbere was no prospect of bis speedily recovering the use of 
his reasoning faculties, be was removed to a private asylum, 
where I attended him regularly for more than six months. He was 
reduced to a state of drivelling idiocy; complete fatuity ! Lament^ 
able ! heart-rending ! Ob , bow deplorable to see a man of su- 
perior intellect — one whose services are really wanted in society 
— the prey of madness ! 

Dr. Johnson was well known to express a peculiar horror of in- 
saoily. ''Oh, God!" said be, ''afflict my body with what tor- 
tures thou wiliest; but spare my reason!" Where is he that does 
not join him in uttering such a prayer? 

It would be beside my purpose here to enter into abstract spe- 
culations, or purely professional details, concerning insanity; 
but one or two brief and simple remarks , the fruits of much ex- 
perience and consideration , may perhaps be pardoned me. 

It is still a vexata qticestio in our profession , whether persons 
of strong or weak minds — whether the ignorant or the highly cul- 
tivated — are most frequently the subjects of insanity. If we are 
disposed to listen to a generally shrewd and intelligent writer, 
(Dr. Monro, in bis '* Philosophy qf Human Nature y") we arc to 
understand, that "children, and people of weak minds, are 
never subject to madness; for," adds the Doctor, "how can he 
despair, who cannot think?" Though the logic here is somewhat 
loose and leaky, I am disposed to agree with the Doctor in the 
main; and I ground my acquiescence , — 

First, On the truth of Locke's dLstiDction, laid dowo hi bis 
great work, (Book ii. c. ii, §§ 12 and 1 S J where he mentions the 
difference "between idiots and madmen," and thus states the 
sum of his observations: — "In shore, herein seems lo lie thn 
difference between idiots and madmen . that madmeo put wron^ 
ideas together, and do make wrong propositions, but argue and 
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reason rigM ftom them ; bat idiots nidke very few or no proposi- 
tioDs, and reason scarce at all." ^ 

Secondly, On the corroboration afforded to it by my own ex- 
perience. I have generally found that those persons who are most 
distinguished for their powers of thought and reasoning, when of 
sound mind, continue to exercise that power, but incorrectly, 
and be distinguished by their exercise of that power — when of 
unsound mind — their understanding retaining, even after such 
a shock and revolution of its faculties , the bent and bias im- 
pressed upon it beforehand; and I have found, farther, that it 
has been chiefly those of such characjler — t. e, thinkers — that 
have fallen into madness; and that it is the perpetual straining 
and taxing of their strong intellects, at the expense of their bodies, 
that has brought them into such a calamity. Suppose therefore 
we say, in short , that madness is the fate of strong minds , or at 
least minds many degrees removed from weak; and idiocy of 
weak, imbecile minds. This supposition , however, involves a 
sorry sort of compliment to the fair sex ; for it is notorious that 
the annual majority of those received into lunatic asylums , are 
females. , 

I have found imaginative, fanciful people, the most liable to 
attacks of Insanity, and have had under my care four such in- 
stances, or at least very nearly resembling the one I am now 
relating, in which insanity has ensued from sudden fright. And 
it is easily accounted for. The imagination — the predominant 
faculty ^- is immediately appealed to — and , eminently lively and 
tenacious of impressions , exerts its superior and more practised 
powers at the expense of the judgment, or reason, which it 
tramples upon and crushes.* There is then nothing left in the mind 
that may make head against this unnatural dominancy ; and the 
result is generally not unlike that in the present instance. As for 
my general system of treatment, it may all be comprised in a word 
or two, — acquiescence; submission; suggestion; soothing.* 
Had I pursued a different plan with M — , what might have been 
the disastrous Issue I 

* See the ease ** Intriguing and Madneu ,** p. 92, 
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Toreluro, however: The reader may possibly recolleet seeing 
somelhiiig like the followiag eipressioo, occarring in ** Tke Broken 
Hearty!" * '* A candle flickering and expiring in its socket, which 
suddenly shoots up into an iostantaneous brilliance, and then is 
utterly extinguished." I have referred to it, merely because it 
affords a very apt illustration — apter than any that now suggests 
itself to me , of what sometimes takes place in madness. The 
roaring flame of insanity sinks into the sullen smouldering embers 
of complete fatuity, and remains so for months; when, like that 
of the candle just alluded to , ft will instantaneously gather up and 
concentrate its expiring energies into one terrific blaze — one final 
paroxysm of outrageous mania — and lo! it has consumed itself 
utterly — burnt itself out — and the patient is unexpectedly restored 
to reason. The experience of my medical readers , if it have lain 
at all in the track of insanity, must have presented such cases to 
their notice not unfrequently. However metaphysical ingenuity 
may set us speculating about *' the why and wherefore" of it, the 
fact is undeniable. It was thus with Mr. M~. He had sunk 
into the deplorable condition of a simple, harmless, melancholy 
idiot, and was released from formal constraint: but suddenly, 
one morning, while at breakfast , he sprang upon the person who 
always attended him ; and, had not the man been very muscular, 
and practised in such matters, he must have been soon over- 
powered, and perhaps murdered. A long and deadly wrestle took 
place between them. Thrice they threw each other; and the 
keeper saw that the madman several times cast a longing eye 
towards a knife which lay on the breakfast table , and endeatoured 
to sway his antagonist so as to get himself within its reach. Both 
were getting exhausted with the prolonged struggle ^ and the 
keeper, really afraid for his life, determined to settle matters as 
soon as possible. The instant, therefore, that he could get his 
right arm disengaged , he hit poor M — a dreadful blow on the side 
of the head , which felled him , and he lay senseless oH the floor, 
the blood pouring fast from his ears, nose, and month. He was 
again confined in a strait waistcoat, and conveyed to bed — when, 

♦ P. 101. 

Diary of a Phytician. I. \$ 
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what with exfaaustioa, and the effect of the roedteines whfeh had 
been administered, he fell into profound sleep, whieh continued 
all day, and, with little intermission , through the night. When 
he awoke In the morning, lo ! he was *^ in his right mind ! " His 
calm tranquilHzed features, and the sobered ekpression of his eyes, 
showed that the sun of reason had really once more dawned upon 
fois long benighted faculties. Ay — he was 

~ himself again. 

I beard of the good news before I saw him , and, on hastening to 
bis room, found it was indeed so — his altered appearance at first 
sight amply corroborated itl How different the mild sad smile, 
now beaming on his pallid features, from the yaca^t stare — th6 
unmeaning laugh of idiocy ^ or the fiendish glare of madness ! — 
The contrast was strong as that between the soft, stealing expan- 
sive twilight, and the burning blaze of noonday. He spoke in a 
very feeble, almost inarticulate, voice >— complaineid of dreadful 
exhaustion — whispered something indistinctly about *^ waking 
from a long and dreary dream ; " and said that he felt, as it were, 
only baif awake *- or alive. AU was new •— strange — startling ! 
Feurful of taxing too much his new-born powers , I feigned an ex- 
cuse, and took my leave, recommending him cooling and quieting 
medicines, and perfect seclusion from visitors. How exhlkoated 
I felt my own spirits all that day ! 

He gradually, very gradually, but surely recovered. One of 
the earliest indications of his reviving interest in life, 

And all its busy , throiigfftg scenes, 

was an abrupt inquiry whether Trinity term had commenced , and 
whether or not he was now eligible to be called to the bar. He 
was utterly uneonseious that three terms had fUttedovdrhim, while 
he lay in the gloOmy wflderness of Insanity; and when I sittisfied 
bki nf this ftict , he aUaded , with a sigh, to the beanlifnl thought 
of one of our old dramatists, who, illustrating the unconscious 
lapse of years over <* Endymion ," makes one tell him, — 
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Afld behold, the twig to which thou laidest thy head , is now 
become a tree I* 

II was not till several days after his restoralioB to reason , that 
I ventured to enter into any thing like detailed conversation with 
him^ or to make pwticular rilusions to his late illness; and on 
this occasion it was that he related to me his rencontre with the 
fearful object which had overturned his reason; adding, with in- 
tense «Biotion , that not ten thousand 4-jear should laduce him to 
live in the same chambers any more. 

During the course of his progress towards complete recovery, 
memory shot its strengthening rays (hrlber and larther back into 
the inspissated gloom in which the kmg interval of insanity had 
shrouded bis mind : but it was too dense — too ** palpable an ob- 

* Bndgniion, by JoHtf 1.YLY. The oomext is «o very beautifvl, that 
I am tempted to quote it: — 

Cynthia, Endymloul Speak, sweet EndymionI JUiowest thou not 
Cynthia ? 

Entfymion, Oh, Heaveul what do I behold? FairCyntbta? Bivhke 
Cynthia Tf 

tynthia, I am Cynthia , and ihou Endymion* 

Endi/mion. EndymionI What do I hear? What! a grey beard, 
hollow eyes, withered body, and decayed limbs — and all in one night? 

Eumemda, One night? Thou hast slept here forty years, by what 
encbaatresB, as yet it is not known: and behold , the twig to which thou 
laidest thy head , is now become a tree! CaQest thou not Eumenides to 
remembrance? 

Endymion, Thy name I do remember by Ibe sound, but thy fkvour I 
do not yet call to mind: «nly divine Cynthia, to whom time, fortune, 
death, and destiny are subject, i see and remember: and, in all humi- 
lity , i regard and reverence. 

Cynthia. Yon shall have good catne to remember Eura^des , who 
hath, for thy safety, forsaken his own solace. 

Endymion, Am I that Endymion , who was wont in court to lead my 
life, and in justs, tourneys, and arms to exercise my youth? Am I that 
Endymion? 

Eumenidu, Tbou art that Endymion , aad I Bmnetifdes. Wiltthou 
not yet call me to remembrance ? 

Endymion, Ah, sweet Eumenides! I now perceive tbou art he, and 
that myself have the name of Endymion; but that Ibis Should be my 
body, I doubt: for how could my curled locks be turned to grey hahr, 
and my strong body to a dying weakness -^ having waxed old not know- 
ing it? Act Uh^ Seen* U 

18* 
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scure** ~ to be ever completely and thoroughly Hluminated. The 
rays of recollection, however, settled distioctly on some of the 
more prominent points; and I was several times astonished by bis 
sudden reference to things which he had said and done during 
the "very depth and quagmire of his disorder."* He asked me 
once, for instance, whether he had not made an attempt on his 
life , and with a razor, and how it was that he did not succeed. He 
had no recollection, however, of the long and deadly straggle with 
his keeper — at least 'he never made the slightest allusion to it, 
nor, of course, did any one else. 

** I don't much mind talking these horrid things over with you. 
Doctor , for you know all the im and outs 6{ the whole affair; but 
if any of my friends or relatives presume to torture me with any 
allusions or inquiries of this sort — 1 11 fight them! they '11 drive 
me mad again ! " The reader may suppose the hint was not disre- 
garded. All recovered maniacs have a dread — an absolute hor- 
ror — of any reference being made to their madness, or any thing 
they have ^aid or done during the course of it; and is it not easily 
accounted for? 

'* Did the horrible spectre which occasioned your illness in the 
first instance, ever present itself to you afterwards?" I once in- 
quired. He paused and turned pale. Presently he replied , with 
considerable agitation, — * * Yes, yes — it scarcely ever left me. It 
has not always preserved its spectral consistency , but has entered 
into the most astounding — the most preposterous combinations 
conceivable , with other objects and scenes — all of them , how- 
ever, more or less, of a distressing or fearful character — many 
of them terrific!" I begged him, if it were not unpleasant to him, 
to give me a specimen of them. 

** It is certainly fir from gratifying to trace scenes of such shame 
and horror; but I will comply as far as I am able," said he, rather 
gloomUy. ** Once I saw him ," (meaning the spectre) " leading 
on an army of huge speckled and crested serpents against me; and 
when they came upon me — for I had no power to ran away — - 1 
suddenly found myself in the midst of a pool of stagnant water» 

* Sir Thomas Brown. 
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absolutely alive with slimy, shapeless reptiles; and while en- 
deavonrlDg to make my way out, he rose to the surface, his face 
bissiog in the water, audbUzing bright as ever ! Again, I thought 
I saw him in single combat, by the gates of Eden , with Satan — 
and the air thronged and heated with swart faces looking on!" 
This was unquestionably some dim confused recollection of the 
Milton readings, in the earlier part of his illness. "Again, I 
thought I was in the act of opening my snuff-box, when he issued 
from it, diminutive, at first, in size — but swelling, soon, into 
gigantic proportions, and his fiery features diffusing a light and 
heat around, that absolutely scorched and blasted! At another 
time, I thought I was gazing upwards on a sultry summer sky ; and, 
in the midst of a luminous fissure in it, made by the lightning, I 
distinguished kU accursed figure, with his glowing features wearing 
an expression of horror, and his limbs outstretched, as if he had 
been hurled down from some height or other, and was falling 
through the sky towards me. He came — he caine — flung himself 
into my recoiling arms — and clung to me — > burning, scorching, 
withering my soul within me ! I thought farther , that I was all the 
while the subject of strange, paradoxical, contradictory feelings 
towards him, — that I at one and the same time loved and loathed, 
feared and despised him ! "* He mentioned several other instances 
of the confusions in his ' ' chamber of imagery*" I told him of his 
sudden exclamation concerning Mr. T— 's burial , and its singular 
corroboration ; but he either did net, or affected not, to recollect 
any thing about it. He told me he had a full and distinct recollec- 
tion of being for a long time possessed with the notion of making 
himself a "sacrifice" of some sort or other, and that he was se- 
duced or goaded on to do so, by the spectre , by the most dazzling 
temptations, and under the most appalling threats, — one of 
which latter was , that God would plunge him into hell fbr ever , if 
he did i^ot offer up himself, — that if he did so, he should be a 
sublime spectacle to the universe," «fec. At, d:c, 

"Do you recollect any thing about dictating a novel or a ro« 

* A very carious caae has been handed to me, corroboratory of this 
strange eondition of feeling, but I am not allowed to make it public. 
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manee ? " He started , as if straek with some soddeo recollection. 
«'Ko — boil 11 tell yon what I rceoUeet weii — that Uie spectre 
and I were set to copy all i;he tales and romances that eii;er had 
been written, in a large^ bold, ronnd hand, and then translate them 
into Greek or Latin verse!" Be smiled, nay even laughed at the 
thought, almost the first time of his giving way to such emotions 
since his recovery. He added, that, as to the latter, the idea of the 
ntter hopelessness of ever getting Uirough snch a stupendoos an- 
disrtaking never once presented itself to hhn, and that he should 
have gone on with it, but that he lost his inkstand ! 

*^Had you ever a clear and distinct idea that yon had lost the 
right use of reason?" 

<^ Why, about that, to tell the troth, I 've been puzdfaf^ myself 
a good deal , and yet I cannot say any thing decisive. I do &ncy 
that at times i had short, transient glimpses into the real state of 
things , but they were so evanescent. I am conscious of feding at 
these times incessant fury, arising from a sense of personal con~ 
stratnt, and I longed once to strangle some one who was giving me 
medicine." 

But one of the most singular of all is yet to come. He stOl per- 
sisted — yes, then — after his complete recovery, as we supposed* 
In avowing Ms belief that we had hired & huge boa serpent front 
Eieter Change, to come and keep constant waitch over him, ta 
constrain his movements when he threatened to become violent; 
that it lay constantly coiled up under bis bed for that purpose ; 
that he could now and then fee) the motions — the writhing nndu- 
lating motions, of its coils — hear it ntter a sort of sigh ^ and see it 
often elevate Its head over the bed , and play with its slippery, de- 
licate forked tongue over his face, to soothe him to sleep« When 
poorM — , with a serious, earnest air, assured me he still be- 
lieved all this , my hopes of his complete and final restoration to 
sanity were dashed at oncel How such an absurd — in short, 
I have no terms in which I may adequately characterize it •— bow» 
I say, such an idea could possibly be persisted in, I w^s be- 
wildered in attempting to conceive. I frequently strove to reason 
him out of it, but in vain. To no purpose did I burlesque and 
caricature the notion almost beyond all bounds; it was useless to 
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remind him of the bknk impossibilUy of it ; he r^arcM me with 
such a face as I should eihibtt to a flufttt fiersooage. ^ite Jo 
earnest in demonstratkig to me that tha moon was ma4e of jr^en 
cheese. 

I have once before heard of a patient who, after reoovering 
from an attack of insanity, retained one solitary crotchet — one 
little stain or speck of Innacy — ibout which, and which alone, 
he was mad to the end of his life* I supposed such to be the case 
withM— . it was possible — barely so, I thought — that he 
might entertain his preposterous notion about the boa , and yet be 
sound in the general texture of his mind. I prayed God it might ; 
I *^ hoped against hope." The last evening I ever spent with him^ 
was occupied with my endeavouring, once for all, to disabuse 
him of th^ idea in question; and, in the course of our conver- 
sation , he disclosed one or two other little symptoms — specks 
of lunacy — which made me leave him, died with disheartening 
doubts as to the probability of a permanent recovery* 



My worst fears were awfujiy realized. In about Rye years from 
the period above alluded to, M — , who had got married, and 
had enjoyed excellent general health , was spending the summer 
with his family at Brussels — and one night destroyed himself — 
alas ! alas I destroyed himself in a manner too terrible to mention I 



CHAPTER XYIII 

THE IIARTTR PHILOSOPHER. 

It has been my lot to witness noany dreadful deathbeds. I am 
not overstating the truth when I assert » that nearly eight out ^f 
every ten that have come under my personal observation -^ of 
course, excluding children — have more or less partaken of this 
character. I know only one way of accounting for it, and some 
may accuse me of cant for adverting to it, — men will not lite as 
if they were to die. They are content to let that event come upon 



28Ci ^HE MARTYR PBILOSOPHBR. 

them '' like a Ihief io the nighL" * They grapple with ^eir flnal 
foe, not merely miprepared, bat absolutely incapacitated for the 
struggle, and then wonder and wail at their being overcome and 
*< trodden onder foot." I have, in some of the foregoing chapters, 
attempted to sltetch three or four dreary scenes of this description, 
my pencil trembling in my hand the while; and could I but com- 
mand colours dark enough, it were yet in my power to portray 
others far more appalling than any that have gone before — cases 
of those who have left life **clad in horror's hideous robe," — 
** whose sun has gone doum at noon in darkness^** if I may be par- 
doned for (jpioting the fearful language of a very unfashionable 
book. 

Now, however, for a wfaUeatleast, let the storm pass away ; 
the accumulated olouds of guilt, despair, madness, disperse; and 
the lightning of the fiercer passions cease to shed its disastrous 
glare over our minds. Let us rejoice beneath the serened heavens ; 
let us seek sunnier spots *- by turning to the more peaceful pages 
of humanity. Let me attempt to lay before the reader a short 
account ofone whose exit was eminently calm, tranquil, and dig- 
nified ; who did not skulk into his grave with shame and fear, but 
laid down life with honour: leaving behind him the influence of 
his greatness and goodness, like the evening sun — who smiles 
sadly on the sweet scenes he is quitting, and a holy lustre glows 
long on the features of nature — 

Quiet, as a nun 
Breathlesa with adoration. * Wordsworth. 



Even were I disposed , I could not gratify the reader with any 
thing like a fair sketch of the early days of Mr. E~. I have often 
lamented, that, knowing as I did the simplicity and frankness 
of his disposition, I did not onee avail myself of several opportnni- 

* One of my patienti, whom a long coarse of profligacy had brougl^ 
to a painful and premature deathbed , once quoted this striking Scrip- 
tural expression when within less than an hour of his end, and with a 
thrill of terror. 
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ties whicb fell in my way of beeoming acquainted with the leading 
particulars of bis life. Now, however, as is generally the case, I 
can but deplore my negUgenee, when remedying it is impossible. 
All that I haye now in my power to record, are some particulars 
of his latter days. Interesting I know they wiU be considered : 
may they prove instructive! I hope the few records I have here 
preserved , will show how a mind long disciplined by philosophy, 
and strengthened by religious principle, may triiunph over the as- 
sault of evils and misfortunes combined against its expiring ener- 
gies. It is fitting, I say, the world should hear how nobly E — 
surmounted such a sudden influx of disasters as have seldom be- 
fore burst overwhelmingly upon a deathbed. 

And should this chapter of my Diary chance to be seen by any 
of his relatives and early friends, I hope the reception it shall meet 
with from the public may stimulate them to give the world some 
fuller particulars of Mr. £— 's valuable , if not very varied life. 
More than seven years have elapsed since his death ; and , as yet, 
the only intimation the public has had of the event, has been in 
the dreary corner of the public prints allotted to *^ Deaths,*' ^^ and 
a brief enumeration in one of the quarterly journals of some of his 
leading contributions to science. The world at large, however, 
scarcely linow that he ever lived — or, at least, howht lived or 
died. — But how often is such the fate of modest merit! 

My first acquaintance with Mr. E — commenced accidentally, 
not long before his death, at one of the evening meetings of a 
learned society, of which we were both members. The first 
glimpse I caught of him interested me much, and inspired me with 
a kind of reverence for him. He came into the room within a few 
minutes of the chair's being taken , and walked quietly and slowly, 
with a kind of stooping gait, to one of the benches near the fire- 
place, where he sat down without taking off his great coat, and, 
crossing bis gloved hands on the knob of a high walking-stick, he 
rested bis chin on them, and in that attitude continued throughout 
the evening. He removed his hat when the chairman made his 
appearance ; and I never saw a finer head in my life. The crown 
was quite bald, but the base was fringed round , as It were , vrith 
a little soft, glossy; silver-hued hair, which^ in the distance, looked 
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like a faint halo. Hid forahead was of noble proportions; and, 
in siiorty tfatre was an expression of serene intelligence in his 
featnrea, blended with meekness and dignity, which quite en- 
chajtted n)e. 

^Pray, who is that gentleman?" I inquired of my friend Dr. 
D— , who was sitting beside me. '* Do you mean that elderly thin 
man sitting near the fire-ptace, with agreat>coaton?*' — **The 
same." — *' Oh, it is Mr. E — , one of the very ablest men in the 
room, though he talks the least /' whispered my friend; ^'anda 
man who comes the nearest to my beauidSal of a philosopher of 
any man I ever knew or heard of in the present day." 

•* Why , he does not seem Tory well known here ,•* said I , ob- 
serving that he neither spoke to, nor was spoken to , by any of the 
members present. *'Ah, poor Mr. E — is breaking up, I 'm 
afraid, and that \'ery fast, " replied my friend with a sigh. *'He 
comes but seldom to our evening meetings, and is not ambitions 
of making hiany acquaintance." I intimated an eager desire to be 
introduced to him. '^Oh, nothing easier," replied my friend, 
**for I knpw him more familiarly than any one present, and he is, 
besides, simple as a child in his manners, even to eccentricity, 
and the most amiable man in the world. I *\i introduce you when 
the meeting 's over." While we were thus whispering together, 
the subject of our conversation suddenly rose from his seat, and, 
with a little trepidation of manner, addressed a few words to the 
chair ia correction of some assertions which he interrupted a 
member in advancing. It was something, if I recollect right, 
about the atomic theory, and was received with marked deference 
by the president, and general **Hear I hear!" from the members. 
He then resumed his seat, in which he was presently followed by 
the speaker, whom he had evidently discomfited ; his eyes glistened, 
and his cheeks were flushed with the effort he had made , and he 
did not rise again till the conclusion of the sitting. We then made 
our way to him , and my friend introduced me. He received me 
politely and frankly. He complained, in a weak voice, that the walk 
thither had quite eihavsted him — that he feared his health was 
failing him, 4tc. 

"Why , Mr. E - , yon look very well ," said my friend. 
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^' Ay, perhaps I do; but yo« know how little fiitfa is te be put 
in the bale lodes of an old and weak man. Ago generally puts a 
good face on bad matters even to tbelast,'' be added, wicb a smile 
and a shake of the head« 

*^A sad niglrti*' be exclalBied) on bearing the wind bowling 
drearily wiiboot, for we were standing by a window at the nortl^ 
east comer of the large building ; and a March wind swept cruelly 
by, telling bitter things to ^ old and feeble who hadtofaee it« 
''Allow me to recommend that you wrap op your neck and breast 
well ," said I. 

'*I intend it, Indeed," he replied, as he was folding i^i.a 
large silk handkerchief. " One must guard one's candle with ex»*» 
band , or Death will blow it out in a moment. That 's the sort of 
treatment we 9ld people get from him; no ceremony — he waits 
for one at a bleak corner, and puffs out one's expiring light with 
a breath; and than bastei» on to the more vigorous toroh of 
youth." 

*'HaTe you a eoaeh?" inquired Dr. D^. ** A coach 1 I shall 
v>alk it in less than twenty minutes/' said Mr. £—, buttoning his 
coat up to the chin. 

*' Allow me to oiier you both a; seat in mine," said I; ^*k is 
at the door , and I am driving towards your neighbourhood.*' He 
and Dr. D-^ accepted the offer, and in a few minutes' time we 
entered and drove off. We soon set down the latter, wb4^ lived 
close by; and then my new phUosophical friend and I were left 
together. Our conversation turned , for a while , on the evening's 
discussion at the society; and, in every few words, remarkably 
well chosen, he pointed out what he considered to have beefi 
errors committed by Sir — and Dr. — , the principal speakers, i 
was not more charmed by the lucidness of his views, tbaabytba 
unaffected diffidence with which they were expressed. 

*< Well/' said he, after a little pause in our conversation, ^* yo«r 
carriage motion is mighty pleasant! It seduces one into a feeling 
of indolence ! These delicious, soft, yielding cushioned backs aoii 
seats, -^ they would make a man loath to use his legs again 1 Yet 
I never kept a carriage in my life, though I have often wanted 
one , and could easily have afforded it onee." I asked bim why 7 
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He replied, ''It was not because he-feared childish accusations of 
ostentatioa, nor yet in order to sate money, bat beeanse he thought 
it becoming to a rational being to be content with the natural 
means God. has giyen him, both as to matter of necessity and 
pleasure. It was an insult/' he said, '* to Nature, while she was 
in All! vigdur, and had exhibited little or no deficiency in her 
functions — '• to hurry to Art. For my own part," he continued, 
*'I have always found a quiet but exquisite satisfaction, in con- 
tinuing independent ofker assistance , though at the cost of some 
occasional inconvenience : it gives you a consciousness of relying 
incessantly on Him who made you, and sustains you- in being. 
Do you recollect the solemn saying of Johnson to Garrick, on 
seeing the immense levies the latter had made on the resources of 
ostentatious , ornamental art? * Davie, Davie, these are the things 
that make a deathbed terrible ! ' " I said something about Diogenes. 
**jUi," he replied quickly/ *' the other extreme." He accused 
nature of superfluity, redundancy. A proper subordination of 
externals to her use , is part of her province , else why is she placed 
among so many materials , and with such facilities of using them? 
My principle , if such it may be called, is, that art may minister to 
nature , but not pamper or siir/eit her with superfluities.* 

*' You would laugh, perhaps; to come to my house, and see the 
extent to which I have carried my principles into practice. I, yes, 
I, whose life has been devoted, among other things , to the dis- 
covery of mechanical contrivances ! You , accustomed , perhaps, 
to tlfe elegant redundancies of these times, may consider my house 
and fbrniture absurdly plain and naked — a tree stripped of its 
leaves, idiere the birds are left to lodge on the bare branches! 
But I want little , and do not ' want that little long.' — Stop, how- 
ever, here is my house! Gome -^ a laugh, you know, is good 
before bed — will you have it now? Come, see a curiosity — a 
Diogenes, but no Cynic ! " Had the reader seen the modesty , the 
cheerfulness, the calmness of manner , with which Mr. E — , from 
time to timie, joined in the conversation, of which the above is 
tlie substance, and been aware of the. weight due to his sentiments, 
«8 those of one who had really lived op to them all his life, ~ who 
had earned a noble character in the philosophical world — if he 
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be aware how often old age and pedantry, grounded on a amall 
reputation , are blended in repulsive union ; he might not consider 
the trouble I have taken , thrown away r in recording this mj first 
conversation with Mr. C — • He was, indeed, an instance of 
*' philosophy teaching by example;" a sort of character to be 
sought out for in life > as one at whose feet we may safely sit down 
and learn* 

I eould not accept of Mr« E-^'s invitation that evening, as I 
had a patient to see a little farther on: but I promised him an 
early call. AH my way home my mind was filled with the image 
of E— , and partook of the tranquillity and pensiveness of its 
guest. 

I scarcely know how it was,, but, with all my admiration of Mr. 
£—« I suffered the month of May to approach its close before I 
again encountered him. It was partly owing to a sudden increase 
of business, created by a raging scarlet fever — and partly occa- 
sioned by illness in my own family. I often thought and talked, 
however, of the philosopher, for that was the name he went by 
with Dr. B— and myself. Mr. E — had invited us both to take 
**an old-fashioned friendly cup of tea" with him; and, ac- 
cordingly, about six o'clock, we found ourselves driving down to 
his house. On our way, Dr. D- told me, that our friend had 
been a widower nearly five years; and that the loss, somewhat 
sudden, of his amiable and accomplished wife, had worked a great 
change in him , by divesting him of nearly all interest in life or its 
concerns. He pursued even his philosophical occupations with 
languor — more from a kind of habit than inclination. Still he 
retained the same evenness and cheerfulness which had distin- 
guished him through life. But the blow had been struck which 
had severed him from the world's joys and engagements. He 
might be compared to a great tree torn up by the root, and laid 
prostrate by a storm , yet which dies not all at once. The sap is 
not instantaneously dried up ; but for weeks, or even months, you 
may see the smaller branches still shooting unconsciously into 
short-lived existence , all fresh and tender from the womb of their 
dead mother; and a rich green mantle of leaves long conceding 
from view the poor fallen trunk beneath. Such was the pensive 
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turn ID J thCN^htt bad taken by (be time yre bad reacbed Mr. E — 's 
door^ 

It was a fine sommer evening -^ tbe hear of cdm eieiteaseat. 
The otd-fashioned window panes of tbe house we bad stopped at, 
shone like small sheets of fire in the steady slanting rays of (be re- 
tiring sun. It was the first bouse of a very respectable antiipM- 
looking row, in the suburbs of London, which had been built io 
the days of Henry tbe E%btb. Three stately poplars stood oeitries 
beibre the gateway. 

♦•Well, here we are at last, Bi Plato* x Pot chy as I've christened 
it," said Dr. D — , knocking at the door. On entering the par- 
lour, a large old-fashioned room, furnished with tbe utmost sim- 
plicity, consistent with comfort, we found Mr. E — sitting near the 
window, reading. He was in a brown dressing-gown , and^study 
cap. He rose and welcomed us cheerfully. ** I have been looking 
Into La Place ,** said he , in the first pause which ensued , ^'and a 
little before your arrival, had flattered myself that I bad detected 
some erroneous calculations; and only look at the quantity of evi- 
dence that was necessary to convince me that I was a simpleton by 
the side of La Place ! " pointing to two or three sheets of paper 
crammed with small algebraical characters in pencil — a fearful ar- 
ray of symbols—* *f''*^;33a2, □ y^4-9«.;i^9; nX'og- «" 
—-and sines, cosines, series, ^c. without end. I had the curio- 
sity to take up tbe volume in question , while he was speaking to 
Dr. D — , and noticed on the fly-leaf the complimentary autograph 
of the Marquis La Place , who bad sent bis work to Mr. E — . Tea 
was presently brought in; and as soon as the plain old-fashioned 
china , ^-c. bad been placed on the table by tfie man-servant, him- 
self a knowing old fellow as I ever saw in my life, Miss E — , tbe 
philosopher's niece, made her appearance, — an elegant unaf- 
fected girl , with the same style of features as her uncle. 

** I can give a shrewd guess at your thoughts. Dr. — ," said Mr. 
E-^, smiling, as be caught my eye following the movements of 
the mao-eervant tili he left tbe room* **• You fancy my keeping a 
ma»-Mrvanl to wak at table does not taQy very well with what I 
said the last time I had tbe pleasure of seeing you," 
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'*Odear! I 'm sore you 're mistaken , Mr.E— . IwasT^strack 
With the singularity of his countenance and manners, — those of 
a staunch old family servant." 

**Ah, Joseph is t vast favourite with my uncle/' said Miss 
£-~, ^'I can assure you, and fancies himsdlf nearly as great a 
man as his master.*' 

'^Why, as far as ihe pratique of the laboratory isconcerned, 
I doubt if his superior is to be found in London. He knews ity and 
all my ways , as well as he knows the palm of bis own hand I fie 
has the neatest way in the world of making hydrogen gas, and, 
what is more, found it out himself," said Mr. E — , explaining 
the process ; *' and then he is a miracle of cleanliness and care ! he 
has not cost me ten shilliogs in breakage since I knew him. He 
moves among my btittle wares like a eat cm a ^a^s wall." 

*^And then he writes and reads for my uncle -^ does all the 
minor work of the laboratory -*■ goes on errands —^ waits at table 
— in short, he *s invahiable ," said Miss E-^. 

'* Quite Afaeiotum , I protest! " eiclaimed Dr. B — . 

** You 'd lose your better ha(f, then , If he were to die , I sup- 
pose," said I, quickly. 

**No! ^Ao^ can happen but oncd," replied Mr. E — , alluding 
to the death of his wife. Conrersation flagged for a moment. 
*«You've forgotten," at length said E-^, breaking the melancholy 
pause, ** the very chieiest of poor Joseph^ accomplishments — 
what an admirable unwearied mtrse he is to me ! " At that moment 
Joseph entered the room , with a note in his hand , which he gave 
to Mr. E. — . I guessed where it came from -^ for, happening a 
few moments before to cast my eye to the window, Isawa foot- 
' man walking up to the door; and there was no mistaking the gor- 
geous scarlet liveries of the Buke of ^. E — , after glancing over 
the letter, begged us to excuse him for a minute or two, as the 
man was waiting for an answer. 

** You^ of course , knew what my uncle alluded to ," said Miss 
£ — , addressing Dr. D — in a low tone, as soon as E — had closed 
the door after him, "when he spoke of Joseph's being a nurse — 
don't yt)u? " Dr. D— nodded. " My poor uncle ," She conthiued, 
addressing me, <'has been for oeMiy i%»enty-fioe years afflict 
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with a dreadful disease in th6 spine; and during all that time he 
has suffered a perfect oHirtyrdom from it. He could oot stand 
straight up , if it were to save his life ; and he is obliged to sleep 
in a had of a very curious description , — the joint contrivance of 
himself and Joseph* He takes nearly half an ounce of laudanum 
every night, at bed time; without which, the pains, which are 
always most excruciating at night-time , would not suffer him to 
fet a moment's sleep ! — Oh , how often have I seen him rolling 
about <m this carpet and hearth-rug — yes , even in the presence 
of visitors — in a perfect ecstasy of agony , and uttering the most 
heart-breaking groans ! " 

** And I can add /' said Dr. D — , *' that he is the most perfect 
Job — the most angelic sufferer I ever saw ! " 

** Indeed, indeed, he is," rejoined Miss E — , with emotion. 
**' I can say, with perfect truth , that I never once heard him mur- 
mur or complain at his hard fate. When I have been expressing 
my sympathies, during the eitremiiy of his anguish, he has 
gasped , ** Well , well , it might have been worse ! " — Miss E — 
suddenly raised her handkerchief to her eyes , for they were over- 
flowing. 

**Do you see that beautiful little picture hanging over the 
mantlepiece?" she inquired, after a pause, which neither Dr. 
D — nor I seemed inclined to interrupt — pointing to an exquisite 
oil-painting of the crucifixion. *^I have seen my poor uncle lying 
down on the floor, while in the most violent paroxysms of pain, 
and with his eyes fixed intensely on that picture , exclaim , * ThxM 
were greater — thine were greater!' And then he has presently 
clasped his hands upwards ; a smile has beamed upon his pallid 
quivering features, and he has told me the pain was abated." 

**I once was present during one ofthese painfully interesting 
scenes," said Dr. D — , *' and have seen such a heavenly radiance 
on bis countenance, as could not have been occasioned by the 
mere sudden cessation of the anguish he had been suffering." 

*'Does not this strange disorder abate with his increasing 
years?" linquiredr 

*'Alas* no!" replied Miss E-- , *«butls, if possible ; more 
frequent and severe in iu seixures. Indeed, we all think It Is 
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wearing bim out ItsU But for the unwearied services of that faith- 
ful qreatare., Joseph, who sleeps in the same room with him , my 
uncle must have died long ago." 

^*Hqw did this terrible disorder atUck Mr. E— , and when?" 
' I inquired. I was informed that he himself originated the com- 
plaint with an icyury he sustained when a very young man : he was 
ridings one day, on horseback, and his horse, suddenly rearing 
backward , Mr. E^'s back came in violent contact with a plank, 
projecting from behind a cart loaded with timber. He was ^ be- 
sides, however, subject to a constitutional feebleness in the spine, 
derived from his father and grandfather. He had consulted almost 
every surgeon of eminence in England, and a few on the Conti- 
nent; and spent a little fortune among them — tkut all had been 
in vain I 

^* Really, you will be quite surprised, Doctor «—," said Miss 
E— , *'to know, that though such a martyr to pain , and now in 
his sixty-fourth year, my uncle is more active in his habits* and 
regular in his hours, than I ever knew any one. He rises almost 
invariably at four o'clock in summer, and at six in winter, — and 
this, though so helpless, that without Joseph's assistance , he 
could not dress hfmself — " , 

**Ah! by the way," interrupted Dr. D—, •« that is another 
peculiarity iuMr.E — 's case; he is subject to a sort of nightly para- 
lysis of the upper extremities, IVom which he does not completely 
recover, till he has been up for some two or three hours." 

£(ow little had I thought of the under current of agony, flowing 
incessantly bene^ttx the calm surface of his cheerful and dignified 
demeanour! philosophy I — O Christian philosophy! — I had 
failed to detect any marks of suffering in his features, though I 
had now bad two interviews with him -^ so completely, even 
hitherto, hM '*his unconquerable mind conquered the clay" — 
as one of our old writers expresses it. If I had admired and r<h 
spected him heretofore , on the ground of Dr. D — *s opinion — 
how did I now feel disposed to adore him ! I looked on him as an 
instance of loqg-tried heroism and fortitude, almost unparalleled 
in the history of man. Such thoughts were passing through my 
mind, when Mr. E — reentered the room. What I had heard 

Diary of a Phytieian. I. 19 
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daring his absenee, made me now look on liim witli tenfold in-^ 
terest. I wondered ttiat I had overlooked his stpop -^ and the per- 
manent print of pain on his pallid cheek. I gazed at him, in short, 
with feelings of sympathy and reverence , akin to those called forth 
by a pietnre of one of the ancient martyrs. 

**I 'm sorry to have been deprived of your company so long/' 
said he; *'but I have had to answer an invitation, and several 
qoestions besides, from — I dare say yon luow whom?" address- 
ing Br. ]>*-• 

**Ican gnesSy on the principle ex tmgue^^XlL^ gandy livery, 
♦ vavnto of royalty ' -r- eh ! Is it?" 

*' Yes. He has invited me to dine with Lord -— , Sir — , and 
several other members of the — Society , at — , this day week, 
but I have declined. At my time of life I can't stand late hoars and 
excitement. Besides, one most learn betimes to wean from the 
world , or be suddenly snatched f^om it, screaming like a chiM," 
said Mr. E — , with an impressive air. 

**I believe you are particularly intimate with — ; at least I 
have heard so. Are you ? ** inquired Dr. D — . 

**No. I might possibly have been so, for — has shown great 
consideration towards me ; hot I can assure you, I am the sought, 
rather than the seeker, and have been all my life.'' 

'*It is often fatal to philosophical independence to approach 
loo frequently, and too nearly, the magie circle of the conrt," 
said I. 

*'Trae. Science is, and should be, aspiring. So is the 
eag^e; but the royal bird never approaches so near the sun, as to 
be drowned in its blaze. Q — has been nothing since he becai^e 
acoartier." • • • 

^' What do you think of — 's pretensions to science , generally 
and his motives for seeking so aniiously the intimacy of the learn- 
ed?" inquired Dr. ])->. 

i« Why, — " replied E— -, with some hesitation; *"t is a won- 
derful thing for him to know even a fiftieth part of what he does. 
He is popularly acquainted with the outlines of most of the leading 
sciences. He went through a regular course of readings with my 
admirable friend — : but he has not the time necessary to ensuro 
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a soecessfdl prosecution of science. It is, however, infinitely 
adTantageous to science and literature, to have the willing 
and active patronage of royalty. I never knew him exhibit 
one trait of overbearing dogmatism; and that is saying much 
for one whom all flatter always. It has struck me, however, that 
he has rather too amious an eye towards securing the character 
and applause of a Macbnas." 

'*Pray, Mr. £— , do you recollect mentioning to me an in- 
cident which occurred at a large dinner party given by—, where 
you were present, when Dr. — made use of these words to — : 
* Does not your — think it possible/or a num to pelt another with 
potatoes y to provoke him to fling peaches in return, for want oj 
other missiles?* — and the ftirious answer was — " 

•* We will drop that subject^ if you please ," said E — coldly, 
at (he same time colouring, and giving my friend a peculiar moni- 
tory look. 

**Iknow well, personally, that — has done very many noble 
tilings in his day — most of them, comparatively, in secret; and one 
magnificent action he has performed lately towards a man of scien- 
tific eminence, who has been as unfortunate as he isdesening, 
which will probably never come to the public ear, unless — and 
— die suddenly ," said Mr. £ — . He had scarcely uttered these 
words, when he turned suddenly pale, laid down his tea-cup vrith 
a quivering hand, and slipped slowly from his chair to the floor, 
where he lay at his full length , rolling to and fro , vrith his hands 
pressed upon the lower part of his spine — and ail the iriiUe utter- 
ing deep sighs and groans. . The big drops of perspiration, rolling 
from his forehead down his cheeks, eridenced the dreadful agony 
he was enduring. Dr. D — and I both knelt down on one knee by 
his side, proffering our assistance; but he entreated us to leave 
him to himself for a few moments, and he should soon be better. 

*'Emma!'' he gasped, calling his niece — who, sobbing 
bitteriy , was at his side in a moment — ** kiss me — that 's a dear 
girl — and go up to bed — but^ on your way, send Joseph here 
directly." She retired , and In a few moments Joseph entered 
hastily, with a broad leathern band, which he drew round his 
master's waist and buckled tightly. He then pressed with both 

19* 
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his hands fqr some time upon the immediate seat of the pain, Qnt 
situation was embarrassing and distressing — both of us medical 
men, and yet compelled to stand by, mere passive spectators of 
agonies we (oold neither alleviate nor remove* 

^^J)q you absolutely despair of discovering what the precise 
nature of this complaint is ? " I inquired in an under tone. 

** Yes — in common with every one else that has tried to dis- 
cover it. That it is an affection of the spinal chord, is clear; but 
what is th^ immediate exciting cause of these tremendous par- 
oxysms I cannot conjecture," replied Dr. D. — 

** What have been the principal remedies resorted to?" 

**0h, every tiding — almost every thing that the wit of man 
could devise — local and |;QneraI bleedings to a dreadful extent; 
irriutions and counter irritations without end ; electricity — gal- 
vanism — all the resources of medicine and surgery have J^een 
ransacked to no purpose. — Look at him! " whispered Dr* D — , 
*^ look — look — do you see hovir his whole body is drawn tojgether 
in a heap , while his limbs are quivering as though they would fall 
from him? — See — see — how they are now struck out, and 
plunging about, his hands Clutching convulsively at the carpet — 
scarcely a trace of humanity in his distorted features — as if this 
great and good man were the sport of a demon i " 

^*0h! gracious God I Can we do no^un^ to help him?" I in- 
quired, suddenly approaching him, almost stifled with myevio- 
tions. Mr. E — did not seem conscious of pur approach ; but lay 
rather quieter, groaning, — "Oh — oh '— oh — that it would 
please God to dismiss me from my sufferings! ** 

**My dear, dear iMr. E— ," e:ic]aimed Dr. D— , excessively 
agitated , ** can we do nothing for you? Can't we be of any service 
to you?" 

*' Oh, none — none — none ! " he groaned, la tones expressive 
of utter hopelessness. For more than a quarter of an hour did this 
victim of disease continue writhing on the floor, and we standing 
by, ** physicians of no value!" The violence of the paroxysm 
abated at length, and again we stooped, for the purpose of raising 
him and carrying him to the sofa — but he motioned us ofiF, tx*- 
claiming so faintly as to bo almost inaudible^ — * ' No — oo, thank 
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you — I must not be moYed for this hour — and when I anit tt 
must be to bed." — **Then we will bid you good-evening, and 
pray to God yon may be better lo the morning." — '^Tes — yes; 
better — better; good — good-bye/' be muttered indistinctly. 

** Master 's falling asleep , gentlmen , as he always does aher 
these fits," said Joseph', who had his arm round his snffedog 
master^s neck. We, of course, left Immediately, and met Miss 
E-- in the passage, muffled in her shawl, and sobbing as if she 
would break her heart. 

Dr. D — told me, as we were driving home, that, aboat two 
years ago, E — made a week's stay with him; aud that, on one 
occasion, he endured agonies of such dreadful intensity, as no- 
thing could abate, or in any measure alleviate, but two doses of 
laudanum , of nearly half an ounce each , within half an hour of 
each other; and that even then he did not sleep for more than two 
hours. "When he awoke," continued my friend, ** he was lying 
on the sofa in a state of the utmost exhaustion , the perspiration 
running from him like water. I asked him if he did not sometimes 
yield to such thoughts as were suggested to Job by his impetuous 
friends, — to * curse God and die ,' — to repine at the long and 
lingering tortures he had endured nearly all his life , for no appa- 
rent crime of hfs own? * No, no/ he replilsd calmly ; *l 've suffered 
too long an apprenticeship to pain for that! I own I was at first a 
little disobedient *- a little restive — but now I am learning re- 
signation ! Would not useless fretting serve to enhance — to 
aggravate my pains?' 'Well ! ' I eiclatmed , * it puzzles my theo- 
logy — if any thing could make mf sceptical — ■' E — sow the train 
of my thoughts, and interruplt^d me, \hfm^ his while wasted hand 
on mine — *I always strive to bear in mind that I am in the hands 
of a God as good as great, and thai I am not to doubt his good- 
ness, because I cannot exactly see h&w he brings it about. Doubt- 
less there are reasons fbr my ^ufTenng what I do, which, though at 
present Incomprehensible to me , would appear abundantly satis- 
factory, could I be made acqiiainted with them. Oh, Dr. D — , 
taAaf would become of me,' fiaid E — , solemnly, 'were I, instead 
of the rich consolations of relf^lon , to have nothfnf to rely on but 
the disheartening speculations of iDGdelilyl — If fn thjs world 
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only I have hope/ he contiiraed, looking steadfastly upwards , 'I 
am of all men most miserable!' — Is it not dangerous to know 
such a man, lest one should f^l inclined tofall down and worship 
him?" inquired my friend. Indeed I thought so. Surely £- 
was* a miracle of patience and fortitude ! and how he had eontriTed 
to make his splendid adTancements in science , while subject to 
such almost unheard-of tortures, both as to duration and intensity 
— had devoted himself so successfully to the prosecution of stu- 
dies requiring habits of long, patient, profound abstraction, — 
was to me inconceivable. 

How few of us are aware of what is suffered by those with 
whom we are most intimate ! How few know the heavy counter- 
balancings of popularity and eminence — the exquisite agonies, 
whether physical or mental , inflicted by one irremoveable *' thorn 
in the flesh 1" Oh! the miseries of that eminence whose chief 
prerogative too often is — 

Above the vulgar herd to rot in state! 

How little had I thought, whil^ gazing at the — Rooms on this 
admirable man, first fascinated with iht placidity of his noble fea- 
tures, that I looked at one who had equal claims to the character 
of a MARTTR aqd a philosopher! How my own petty grievances 
dwindled, away in comparison with those endured by £ — ! How 
contemptible the pusillanimity I had often exhibited ! 

And do tou, reader, who, if a mau, are, perhaps, in the habit 
of cursing and blaspheming, white smarting under the toothach, 
or any of those minor **ills that fle^h is heir to," think^ at such 
times, of poor, meek, suffering £-<-, and be silent! 

I could not dismiss from my mind the painful image of C — 
writhing on the floor, as I have above described, but lay the 
greater part of the night reflecting on the probable nature of his 
unusual disorder. Was it any thing of a spasmodic nature? 
Would not mch attacks have worn him out long ago? Was it one 
of the remoter effects of partial paralysis? Was it a preternatural 
pressure on the spinal chord , occasioned by fracture of one of the 
vertebr« , or enlargement of the intervertebral ligaments? Or was 
it owing to a tiiickening of the meduUa-^pinalis itself? 
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Fidy similar conjectures passed tbroagh my mind, excitadas 
well by the siogolarity of tbe disease , as by sympathy for the suf- 
fcfer. Before I fell asleep , I resoWed to call od him doring the 
next day , and inqnire carefully into the nature of his symptoms, 
in the foilorn hope of hitting on some means of mitigating his 
sufferings. 

By tvelve o'clock at noon I was set down again at his door. A 
. maid-servant answered my summons, and told me that Mr. E — 
and Joseph were busily engaged in the '^Labbaryr* She took in 
my card to him, and returned with her master's compliments, and 
he would thank me to step in. I followed the girl to the labora* 
tory. On opening the door, I saw £-- and his trusty work-fellow, 
Joseph, busily engaged in fusing some species of metal. The 
former was dressed as on the preceding evening with the addition 
of a long black apron , — looked heated and flashed with exercise ; 
and, with his stooping gait, was holding some small implement 
over the furnace, while Joseph, on his knees, was puffing away at 
the fire with a small pair of bellows. — To anticipate for a moment. 
How little did £~ or I imagine , that this was very nearly the last 
time of his ever again entering the scene of his long and useful 
scientific labours ! 

I was utterly astonished to see one whose sufferings over night 
had been so dreadful, quietly pursuing his avocations in the morn- 
ings as though nothing had happened to him! 

** Excuse my shaking hands with you for the present, Doctor,'* 
said £ — , lookiog at me through a huge pair of tortoise-shell 
spectacles, **for both hands are engaged, you see. Hy friend 
Dr. — has just sent me a piece of platina, and you see I 'm already 
playing pranks with it ! Really , I 'm as eager to spoil a plaything 
to see what my rattle 's made of, as any philosophical child in the 
kingdom! Here I am analyzing, dissolving, transmuting, and 
soon. — But I 've really an important end in view here, trying a 
new combination of metal, and Dr. — is anxious to know if the 
result of my process corresponds with his. — Now, now, Joseph," 
said £— , breaking off suddenly, <'it is ready; bring the — " 
At this critical instant, by some unlucky accident, poor Joseph 
suddenly overthrew the whole apparatus -^ and the compounds, 



29d THE MARTim PHILOSOPHER. 

ashes, fragments ^ 4rc. innere spilled on the floorl Really, t quite 
lost my owb temper with thinking on the Texatious disappointment 
it Would be to E—. P^otso, however, with him. 

**0h, dear-— dedr, dear me! Well, here 's an end Of onr 
day's work before we thought for it! HoW did jroudoit, Joseph, 
eh?" saidE— , with an air of chagrin, but with perfect mildness 
of tone. What a ludicrous contrast between the philosopher and 
his assistant ! The latter , an obese little fellow , with a droll cast 
of one eye, was quite red in the face, and wringing his hands, 
exclaimed , ^ ** Lord — O Lord — O Lord ! what could I have 
been doing. Master?" 

" Why , that *8 surely yotir concern more than mine ," repKed 
E — . smiling at me. ** Come, come, it can't be helped — you *ve 
done yourself more harm than me -^ by giving Dr — such a spe- 
cimen of your awkwardness As /iiave not seen for many a month. 
See and set things to right as soon as possible," said E^ , calmly 
putting away his spectacles. ^ ' 

"Well, Dr. — , what do you think of my little workshop?" 
he continued, addressing me, who stftl stood with my hat and gloves 
oq — surprised and delighted to see that his temper iiad stood this 
trial, and that such a provoking cantre-temps had really not at all 
ruffled him. From the position in which he stood , the ligbt fell 
strongly on his face, and I saw his features more distinctly than 
heretofore. I noticed that sure index of a thinking countenance, 
three strong perpendicular marks or folds between the eyebrows, 
at right angles with the deep Wrinkles that furrowed his forehead, 
and then the "untroubled lustre" of his cold, clear, full, blue 
eyes, rich and serene as that 

— through whose clear medium the great sua 
Lovetb to shoot bis beams, all brigbl'niog, all 
Turning to gold. 

Reader, when yon see a face of this stamp, so marked, and with 
such, eyes and forehead, rest assured you are looking at a gifted, 
if not an extraordinary man. 

The lower features were semeiHiat shrunk and sallow — as 
well they might, if only from a thonsadd hotirs of agony, setting 
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aside the constant wiring of his ^* ever leaking mind ; ** ycl a smile 
of cheerfulness — call It rather resignation — irradiated his pale 
countenance, like twilight on a sepulchre. He showed me round 
his laboratory, which was kept in most exemplary cleanliness and 
order; and then, opening a door, we entered the *^ sanctum 
sanctorum '* — his study. It bad not more , I should think , than 
five or six hundred books; but all of them — in plain substantial 
bindings — had manifestly seen good service* Immediately be- 
neath the window stood several portions of a splendid astrono- 
mical apparatus — a very large telescope , in exquisite order — a 
recently invented instrument for calculating the parallaxes of the 
fixed stars — a chronometer of his own construction , 4rc. ** Do 
you see this piece of furniture?" he inquired, directing my atten- 
tion to a sort of sideless sofa , or broad inclined plane , stuffed, 
the extremity turned up, to rest the feet against — and being at an 
angle of about forty-five degrees with the floor. *' Ah ! could that < 
thing speak, it might telfa tale of my tortures, such as no living 
being may! For, when I feel my daily paroxysms coming on me, 
if I am any where near my study, I lay my wearied limbs here, and 
continue till I find relief!" This put conversation into the very 
train I wished. 1 begged him to favour me with a descriptioti of 
his disease; and he sat down and coQiplied. I recollect him com- 
paring the pain to that which might follow the Incessant stinging 
of a wasp at the spinal marrow — sudden lancinating, accompanied 
by quivering sensations throughout the whole nervous system — 
followed by a strange sense of numbness. He said , that at other 
times it was as though some one were in the act of drilling a hole 
through his backbone , and piercing the marrow ! Sometimes, 
during the moments of his most ecstatic agonies, he felt as though 
his backbone were rent asunder all the way up. The pain was, on 
the whole, local — confined to the first of the lumbar vertebrs ; 
but occasionally fluctuating between them and the dorsal. 

When he had finished the dreary details of his disease, t was 
obliged to acknowledge, with a sigh , that nothing suggested itself 
to me as a remedy , but what I understood from Dr. D— had been 
tried over and over, and over again. — **You are right,** he 
replied, sorrowfully. *< Dreadful as are my sufferings, the bare 
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thought of vndergofng more medical or surgical treatment makes 
me shudder. My back is already frightfully disfigured with the 
seariogs of caustic, seton-marks, cupping, and blistering; and 
I hope God will give me patience to wait till these perpetual knock- 
ings, as it were, shall have at length battered down this frail struc- 
ture." 

"Mr. E~, you rival some of the old martyrs!" I faltered, 
grasping his hand as we rose to leave the study. 

** In point of bodily suffering, I may ; but their holiness! Those 
who are put into the keenest parts — the very heart of the ' fiery 
furnace ' — will come out most refined at last ! " 

**Well, you may be^earning a glorious reward hereafter, for 
your constancy." 

* * Or I may be merely smarting for the sins of my forefathers ! " 
exclaimed £—, mournfully. 

Monday f July 18—. Having been summoned to a patient in 
the neighbourhood of E — , I took that opportunity of calling upon 
him on my return. It was about nine o'clock in the evening ; and 
I found the philosopher sitting pensively in the parlour alone ; for 
his niece, I learned, had retired early^ owing to indisposition. A 
peculiar sinumbra lamp, of his own contrivance, stood on the 
Table, which was strewn with books, pamphlets, and papers, fie 
received me with his usual gentle affability. 

'* I don't know how it is , but I feel in a singular mood of mind 
to-night," said he: *' I ought to say rather many moods: some- 
times so suddenly and strongly excited, as to lose the control over 
my emotions — at others sinking into the depths of despondency. 
I 've been trying for these two hours to glance over this New View 
of the Neptunian Theory ," pointing to an open book on the table, 
'* which — has sent me, to review for him In the — ; but 't is 
useless^; I cannot command my thoughts." I felt his pulse : it 
was one of the most irregular I had ever known. ** I know what 
you suspect," said he, observing my eyes fixed with a puzzled air 
on my watch, and my finger at his wrist,, for several minutes ; 
'*some organic mischief at the heart. Several of your Craternity 
have latterly comforted me with assurances to that effect." I 
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assured him I did not apprehend any thing of the kind, but 
mere^ that his drtulation was a Uttle dislnrtMd by reeent ex- 
citements 

•»Xnio— trae/' he replied, *'1 0m a little flustered, as the 
phrase Is — " 

«• Oh — here 's the secret, I suppose ? " said I , reaching to a 
periodical publication of the month, lying on the table, and in 
which I had a few days ago read a 8(»newhat virulent attaciL on him. 
' ' You 're very rudely handled here , I think ? " said I. 

^* What, do you think that has discomposed me T" he inquired 
with a smile. * * No, no — I 'm past feell ng these things long ago ! 
Abuse — mere personality — now excites in me no emotion of any 
kind I" 

**Why, Mr.E — , surelyyou are not indifferent to the opinion 
of the public, which may be misled by such things as these, if 
suffered to go unanswered?" 

<*I am not afraid of that. If I We done any thing good in my 
time, as I have honestly tried to do^ sensible people won*t believe 
me an Impostor at any man's bidding. Those who wmdd be so 
influenced , are hardly worth undeceiving." * 

* * *' There 's a good deal of aeuteness in the paper, and, in one 
particular, the reviewer has fairly caught me tripping. He may 
laugh at me as much as he pleases ; but why go about to put him- 
self in a passion ? The subject did not require it. But if he is in 
a passion, should I not be foolish to be in one too? — Passion 
serves only to put out truth; and no one would Indulge it that 
had truth only in view. * * The real occasion of my nervousness," 
he continued , **is far different from what you have supposed , *-<^ 
a little Incident which occurred only this evening » and I will tell 
it you. 



* ** This gentleman's specniations have long served to amuse chil- 
dren and old people: now that he ha9 become old himself, be also may 
hope for amusement from them." ->** This mountain has so long brought 
forth mice, that, now it has become enfeebled and worn out, it may 
amuse itself with looking after its progeny." — ^^ Chimeras of a diseased 
brain.**— "Quackery."— Review^ [neither the Edinburgh nor Quarterly.) 
Hf, JE-* knsw who was the writer of thU artkh. 
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** Hy niece , ftseling poorly irith a cold , retired to bed as sooq 
as she had done tea ; and , after sitting here about a quarter of an 
hour, I tools one of the candles , and walked to the laboratory, to 
see whether ail was right — as is my custom every evening. On 
opening the door, to my very great amazement, I saw a stranger 
in it: a gentleman in dark-colottred clothes, hofding a dim taper 
inoDchand, and engaged in going round the room, apparently 
putting all my instruments in order. I stood at the door almost 
petrified, watching his movements, without thinking of interrupt- 
ing them , for a sudden feeling of something like awe crept over 
me. He made no noise whatever, and did not seem aware that any 
one was looking at him — or if be was , be did not seem disposed 
^ to notice the interruption. I saw him as clearly, and what he was 
doing , as I now see you playing with your gloves ! He was en- 
gaged leisurely putting away all my loose implements ; shotting 
boxes, cases, and cup-boards , with the accuracy of one who was 
perfectly well acquainted with bis work. Having (bus disposed 
of all the instruments and apparatus which had been used to-day 
— and we have had very many more than usual out — he opened 
the inner-door leading to the study, and entered — I following 
in mute astonishment. He went to work the same way in the 
study ; shutting up several volumes that lay open on the tAble, and 
carefully replacing them in their proper places on the shelves. 

"Having cleared away these , be approached the astronomical 
apparatus near the window, put the cap on the object-end of the 
telescope » pushed in the joints all noiselessly, closed up In its 
casemyuewobrouometer, and then returned to the table where 
my desk lay, took Up the inkstand, poured out the ink into the 
fire-place, flung all the pens under the grate^, and then shut the 
desk, locked it, and laid the key on the top of it. When he bad 
done all this , be walked towards the wall , and turned slowly to- 
wards me, looked me full in tbe face , and shook bis bead mourn- 
fully. The taper be held in bis hand slowly expired, and tbe 
spectre , if such it were , disappeared* The strangest part of tbe 
story is yet to follow. The pale, fixed features seemed peifectly 
familiar to me — they were those which I had often gated at» io 
a portrait of Mr. Boyle, prefixed Io my quarto eopy of bis 7^atis0 
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of Jtm<ispheric Air. A8 soon 4s I had a little recovered my self- 
posse^oa , I took down the work in question , and examiDed the 
portrait, I was right ! — I cannot account for toy not having 
spoken to the figure, or gone close up to it. I think I could have 
dofie eilh^> as far as courage went. My prevailing idea was, that 
a single word would have dissolved the charm , and my curiosity 
prompted me to see it out. I returned to the parlour, and rang 
the bell for Joseph. > 

** ' Joseph ,' said I , * have you set things to rights In the labo- 
ratory and study to-night?' — *Yes, Master/ he repllied, with 
surprise in his manner; *I finished it before tea-time, and set 
things in particular good order — I gave both the rooms a right 
good cleaning out — I 'm sure there 's not even a pin in its wrong 
place/ 

** * What made you fling the .pens and ink in the fire-place and 
under the grate?* 

<'* Because I thought they were of no use — the pens worn to 
stumps, and the ink thick and clotted — too much gum in it.' He 
was evidently astonished at being asked such questions — and was 
going to explain further, when I said simply , ' That will do / and 
he retired. Now, what am I to think of all this? If it were a mere 
octtliir spectrum, clothed with its functions from my own excited 
fancy, there was yet a unity of purpose in its doings that is extra- 
ordinary I Something Very much like * shutting up the shop* — 
eh?" inquired E—, with a melancholy smile. 

***Tis touching— very! I never heard of n more singular inci- 
dent, " I replied, abstractedly, without removiog my eyes from 
the fire; for my reading of the occurrence was a sudden aod strong 
conviction, that, ghost or no ghost, E— had [otEed his lajii in the 
behalf of science — that he would never again have occasion to use 
his philosophical machinery! This melancholy presenliment in- 
vested £ — , and all he said or did, ^Ub tenfold interest in my 
eyes. ** Don't suppose , Poctor , th^L I am weak enough to be se- 
riously disturbed by the occurrence I have just been menlioning. 
Whether or not it really portends my approachloB death ^ I know 
not. Though I am not presumptuous enough to suppose myself so 
important as to warrant any special interference of Providence on 
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my behalf, yet I caDoot help thinklDg I am to look on this as a 
varDing — a solemn premonitioo — that I may *8et my house in 
order , and die/" Our conversation during the remainder of our 
interview, turned on the topic suggested by the affecting incident 
just related. I listened to all he uttered , as to the words of a 
doomed •— a dying man I What E— advanced on this difficult and 
interesting subject, was marked not less by sound philosophy, than 
unfeigned piety. He ended with avowing his belief, that the Omni^ 
potent Being, who formed both the body and the soul, and willed 
them to exist unitedly, could surely, nevertheless, tf he saw good, 
cause the one to exist separately from the other ; either by endow- 
ing it with new properties for tiiat special purpose, or by enabling 
it to exercise, in its disembodied state, those powers which con- 
tinued latent in it during its connexion with the body. Did it 
follow , he asked , that neither body nor soul possessed any othef 
qualities than those which were necessary to enable them to exist 
together? Why should the soul be incapable of a substantially 
distinct personal existence ? Where the impossibility of its being 
made visible to the organs of sense? Has the Almighty no means 
of bringing this to pass? Are there no latent properties in the 
organs of vision — no subtle sympathies with immaterial sub- 
stances — which are yet undiscovered— and even undiscoverable? 
Surely this may be the case — though Jiow, it would be impossihle 
to conjecture. He saw no bad philosophy , he said , in this ; and 
he who decided the question in the negative, before he had brought 
forward some evidence of its moral or physical impossibility, was 
guilty of most presumptuous dogmatism. 

This is the substance of his opinions ; but alasl I lack the 
chaste, nervous, philosophical eloquence in which they were 
clothed. A distinguished living character said of E— , that he was 
the most fascinating talker on aLstruse subjects he ever heard. I 
could have staid all night listening to him. In fact, t fear I did 
trespass on his politeness even to inconvenience. I staid and 
partook of his supper , — simple frugal fare — consisting of roast 
potatoes, and two tumblers of new milk. I left about eleven : my 
mind occupied but with one wish aH the way home, — that I had 
known £— intimately for as many yeart as hours. 
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1^0 days afterwards, the foIIowiBg horried note was pat Into 
my bands, from my friend Dr. D^-: *'My dear — , I am tore 
yoa will be as much lifQicted as I was , at hearing that our inesti- 
mable friend, Mr. E — , bad a sadden stroke of the palsy this 
afternoon, about two o'clock, from which I very much fear he may 
never recover; for this, added to his advanced age, and the dread- 
ful chronic complaint under which he labours, is surely sufficient 
to shatter the small remains of his strength. I need hardly say, 
that all is in confusion at — . I am going down there to-night, and 
shall be happy to drive you down also, if you will be at my house 
by seven. Tours," 4*0. I was grieved and agitated, but in no wise 
surprised at this intelligence. What passed the last time I saw bim 
prepared me for something of this kind ! 

On arriving in the evening, we were shown into the parlour, 
where sat Miss E — , in a paroxysm of hysterical weeping, which 
bad forced her a few moments before to leave her uncle's sick*< 
room. It was some time before we could calm her agitated spirits, 
or get her to give us any thing like a connected account of her 
uncle's sudden illness. *' Oh , these will tell you all ! " said she, 
sobbing^ and taking two letters from her bosom, one of which 
bore a black seal: ^*It is these cruel letters that have broken his 
heart! Both came by the same post this morning! " She withdrew, 
promising to send for us when all was ready, and we hastily opened 
the two letters she had left. What will the reader suppose were 
the two heavy strokes dealt at once upon the head ofMr.E — by 
an inscrutable Providence? The letter I opened, conveyed the 
Intelligence of the sudden death, in childbed, of Mrs. — , his only 
daughter, to whom he had been most passionately attached. The 
letter Dr. D — held in his hand , disclosed an instance of almost 
unparallded perfidy and ingratitade. I shall here state what I 
learned afterwards , — that , many years ago , Mr. E— had taken a 
poor lad from one of the parish schools, pleased with his quickness 
and obedience, and had apprenticed him to a respectable trades- 
man. He served his articles honourably , and Mr. E — nobly ad- 
vanced him Audds to establish himself in business. He prospered 
beyond every one's expectations; and the good, generous, con- 
fiding E—, was so delighted with his conduct, and persoaded of 
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hi& prSoeiples, that he- gradually advanced him large sUms of 
moaey to increase ao extensive coooexion ; and, at last, inv«s|e4 
his ali, amoonting to little short of 15,000/., in this roan's con- 
cern , for which he received five per cent. Sadden success, Ih>w- 
•ever, turned this young man's head; and Mr. E — had long been 
uneas;y at hearing current rumours about his prot^g^'s unsteadiness 
and extravagance. He had several times spoken to him aboat 
them ; but was easily persuaded that the reports in question were 
as groundless as malignant. And as the last half-year's interest 
was paid punctually, accompanied with a hint, that if doubts were 
entertained of his probity , the man was ready to refund a great 
part o( the principal y Mr. E — 's confidence revived. Now, the 
letter in question was from this person; and stated, that, though 
**■ circunpistances" had compelled him to withdraw from his credi- 
tors for the present — in other words, to abscond -r- he had no 
doubt that if Mr.E-- would wait a little, he should in time be able 
to pay him ** a fair dividend ! " 

** Good God ! why, E— is ruinedl** exclaimed Dr.D— -, turning 
pale, and dropping the letter, after having read it to me. **Yes, 
ruined ! — all the hard Savings of many years' labour and economy, 
gone at a stroke ! " 

**Why, was aU his small fortune embarked in this man's 
concern?" 

^*A1I, except a few hundreds lying loose at his banker's! — 
What is to become of poor Miss E — V* 

** Cannot this infamous scoundrel be brought to justice?" I 
inquired. 

*' If he were , he may prove , perhaps , not worth powder and 
shot, the viper!" 

Similar emotions kept us both silent for several moments. 

**This will put his philosophy to a dreadful trial," said I. 
**How do you think he will bear jt, should he recover from the 
present seizure so far as to be made sensible of the extent of his 
misfortunes?" 

'*0h, nobly, nobly I I 'II pledge my existence to it! He 'U 
bear it like a Christian as well as a philosopher I I 've seen him in 
trouble before this." 
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**Is Miss E — entirely dependeot on her uncle; and has he 
made no provision for her ?" 

^* Alas! he had appropriated to her 5000/. of the 150001. in this 
man's hands as a marriage portion — I know it, for I am one of 
his executors. The circumstance of leaving her thus destitute 
will, I know, prey cruelly on his mind." Shortly afterwards, we 
were summoned into the chamber of the venerable sufferer. His 
niece sat at the bedside, near his head, holding one of his cold 
motionless hands in hers. Mr. £— 's face, de^ly pale, and damp 
with perspiration, had suffered a shocking "distortion of the 
features, — the left eye and the mouth being drawn downwards to 
the left side. He gazed at us vacantly, evidently without recogni- 
sing us, as we took our stations, one at the foot, the other at the 
side of the bed. What a melancholy contrast between the present 
expression of bis eyes, and that of acuteness and brilliance which 
eminently characterized them in health! They reminded me of 
Milton's sun, looking 

— through the horiiODtal misty air, 
Shorn of its beams. 

The distorted lips were moving about incessantly, as though with 
abortive efforts to speak, though he could utter nothing but an in- 
articulate murmuring sound, which he had continued almost from 
the moment of his being struck. Was it not a piteom — a heart- 
rending spectacle? Was this the philosopher ! 

After making due inquiries , and ascertaining the extent of the 
injury to his nervous system, we withdrew to consult on the treat- 
ment to be adopted. I considered that the uncommon quantities 
of laudanum he had so long been in the habit of receiving into his 
system, alone sufficiently accounted for his present seizure. Then, 
again, the disease in his spine — the consequent exhaustion of his 
energies — the sedentary, thoughtful life he led -^ all these were 
at least predisposing causes. The sudden shock he had received 
in the morning merely accelerated what had long been advancing 
on him. We both anticipated a speedy fatal issue, and resolved 
to take the earliest opportunity of acquainting him with his ap- 
proaching end. 

[He lies in nearly the same state during Thursday and Friday.^ 

Diary of a Phytician. I. 20 
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Saturday. —We are both astonished and delighted to find that 
E — 's daily paroxysms have deserted him, at least he has exhibited 
no symptoms of their appearance np to this day. On entering the 
room, ve found to our inexpressible satisfoction, that his disorder 
had taken a very nnnsnal and happy course — having been vorked 
out of the system by fever. This, as my medical readers will 
be aware, H a very rare occarrence. — [Three or foor pages of 
the Diary are occupied with technical details, of no interest whatr- 
ever to the general reader.] — His features were soon restored 
to their natural position, and, in short, every appearance of palsy 
l^fthim. 

Sunday effeidng. — Mr. E — going on well , and his meiQtal 
energies and sp^eeeh perfectly restored. I called on him alone. 
Almost his first words to me were , — ** Well , Doctor , good Mr. 
Boyle was right, you' see!" I replied, that it yet remained to be 
proved. 

«« God sent me a noble messenger to summon me hence, did he 
not? One whose character has always been my model, as far as 
I could imitate his great and good qualities." 

**Tou attach too much weight, Mr. E— , to. that creature of 
Imagination — " 

**What! do you really doubt that I am on my deathbed? 1 
assuredly shall no^recover. The pains in my back have left me, 
that my end may be easy. Ay, ay, the * silver cord is loosed.* " 
I inquired about the sudden cessation of his chronic complaint. 
He said, it had totally disappeared, leaving behind it only a sensa- 
tion of numbness. ^ In this instance of His mercy towards an un- 
worthy worm of the earth, I devoutly thank my Father — my God \ " 
heexciaimed, looking reverentially upward. — **0h, how could 
I in patience have possessed my soul , If to the pains of dying had 
been superadded those which have embittered life ! — My constant 
prayer to God has been , that , if it be His will , my life may run 
out clear to the last drop; and though the stream has been a little 
troubled," — alluding to the intelligence which had occasioned 
his illness, ** I may yet have my prayer answered. — Oh, sweet 
darting Anne I why should I grieve for youT Where I am going, I 
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humbly believe you are t Root and braoch, both gathered home ! " 
He shed tears abaodaotly , but spoke of the dreadful bereayement 
io terms of perfect resigoatioD. •••••• 

''You are no doubt acquainted," he continued, ** with the other 
afflicting news, which, I own, has cut me to the quick ! My con- 
fidence has been betrayed — my sweet niece's pcospects utterly 
blighted — and I made a beggar of in my Old age. This ungrateful 
man has squandered away infamously the careful savings of more 
than thirty years — every penny of which has been earned with the 
sweit of my brow. I do not so much care for it myself, as I have 
still enough left to preserve me from want during the few remain- 
ing days 1 have left me , but my poor dear £mma ! My heart aches 
to think of it!" 

<«I hope you may yet recover tame portion of your property, 
Mr. £ — ; the man speaks in his letter of paying you a fair 
dividend." 

''No, no — when once a man has deliberately acted in such 
an Unprincipled manner as he has, it is foolish to expect restitution. 
Loss of character and the confidence of his benefactor, makes him 
desperate. I find, that, should I linger on earth longer than a few 
weeks , I cannot now afford to pay the rent of this house -^ I must 
remove from it — I cannot die in the house in which my poor wife*- 
breathed her last — this very room ! " His tears.burst forth again, 
and mine started to my eyes. ''A friend is now looking out lod- 
gings for me in the neighbourhood, to which I shall remove the in- 
stant my health will permit. It goes to my heart, to think of the 
bustling auctioneer disposing of all my apparatus," — tears again 
gushed from his eyes — "the companions of many years — *' 

^Dear, dear Sir! — Tour friends will ransack heaven and 
earth before your fears shall be "verified," said I, wi|^ emotion. 

"They — you — are very good — but you would be unsuccess- 
ful ! — Ton must think me very weak to let these things overcome 
me in this way — one can't help feeling them 1 — A man may 
writhe under the amputating knife, and yet acknowledge the ne- 
cessity of its use ! My spirit wants disciplining.** 

" Allow me to say , Mr. E— , that I think you bear your mis- 
fortunes with admirable fortitude — true philosophic — " 

20* 
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*' Ob, Doctor! Doctor!'' he exclaimed, iaterruptiiig me, with 
solemn emphasis — **Beliefe a dyfog man, to whom all this 
world's fancied realties have sunk Into shadows — nothing can 
make a deathbed easy, butBBLiGioK ^- ahumble, hearty faith 
in Him, whose Son redeemed mankind! Philosophy — science 
— Is a nothing — a mockery — a delusion — if it be only of 
this world ! I belie?e from the bottom of my heart , and have long 
done so, that the essence — the Tery crown and glory of true 
philosophy, is to surrender up the soul entirely to God's teaching, 
and practically receive and appreciate the consolations of the 
gospel of Jesus Christ!" Oh, the fervency with which he ex- 
pressed himself — his shrunk clasped hands pointed upwards^ 
and his features beaming with devotion ! I told him it did my heart 
good to hear such opinions avowed by a man of his distinguished 
attainments. 

**Don't — don't — don't talk in that strain, Doctor!" said he, 
turning to me with a reproving air. ** Could a living man but know 
how compliments pall upon a dying man's ear! * * * * lam 
going shortly into the presence of Him who is Wisdom itself; and 
shall I go pluming myself of my inGnitely less than glow-worm 
glimmer, into the presence of that pure Effulgence? Doctor, I 've 
felt, latterly, that I would give worlds to forget the pitiful acquire- 
ments which I have purchased by a life's labour, if my soul might 
meet a smile of approbation when it first flits into the presence of 
its Maker — - its Judge ! " Strange language ! thought I , for the 
scientific E— , confessedly a master-mind among men ! Would 
that the shoal of sciolists, now babbling abroad their infidel cru- 
dities, could have had one moment's interview with this dying phi- 
losopher! Pert fools, who are hardly released frbm their leading- 
strlrigs — the very go-cart, as it were, of elemental science — 
before they strut about, and forthwith proceed to pluck their 
Maker by the beard — and this, as an evidence of their "in- 
dependence," and beiog released from the *' trammels of super- 
stition!" . / 

OLord and Maker of the universe! — that thou shouldstbe 
so "long-suffering" towards these Insolent Insects of an hour! 

To return: I leftE^ in a glowing mood of mind, disposed to 
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envy him his deathbed, even with all the IDs vhich attended it! 
Before leaying the house, I stepped into the parlour to speak a few 
words to Miss f! — . The suddeo illness of her uncle had found 
its way into the papers; and I was delighted to find it had brought 
a profosioQ of cards every moaning, many of them bearing the 
most distinguished names in rank and science. It showed that 
E — 's worth was properly appreciated. I counted the cards of 
five noblemen, and very many members of the Royal, and other 
leara^d Societies. 

Wednesday^ \hih August. — Well, poorE — was yesterday 
removed from his house in ^ Bow, where he had resided upwards 
of twenty-five years — which he had fitted up , working often with 
his own hands, at much trouble and expense — having built the 
laboratory-room since he had the house: he was removed , I say, 
from his house ^ to lodgings in the neighbourhood. He has three 
rooms on the first floor, small indeed, and in humble style — but 
perfectly clean , neat , and comfortable. Was not this itself suffi- 
cient to have broken many a haughty spirit? His extensive philo- 
sophical apparatus, furniture, ^c, had all been sold, at less than 
a twentieth part of the sum they had originally cost him ! No 
tidings a^ yet have been received of the villain who has ruined his 
generous patron ! E— has ceased however to talk of it; but I see 
thajt Miss E — feels it acutely. Poor girl, well she may! Her uncle 
was carried in a sedan to his new residence, and fainted on the 
way , but has continued in tolerable spirits since his arrival. His 
conduct is the admiration of all that see or hear of him! The first 
words he uttered, as he was sitting before the fire in an easy chair, 
after recovering a little from the exhaustion occasioned by his being 
carried up stairs, were to Dr. D — , who had accompanied him. 
** Well ! " — he whispered faintly, with his eyes shut — *• What 
a gradation ^- Reached the halfway-home between — Bow and 
the * house appointed for all living ! ' ** 

"You have much to bear. Sir!" said Dr. D — . •'And more 
to be thankful for!" replied £ — . *'If there was such a thing 
as a Protestant Calendar " said Dr. D — to me , ent|rasiastically, 
while recounting what is told above , '* and I could canonize , E — 
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should stand first on the list, and be my patron saint!" When 
I saw B— , he was lying in bed, in a very low and weak state, 
evidently declining rapidly. Still he looked as placid as his fallen 
features would let him. 

' ' Doctor," said he, soon after I had sat down, *' how very good 
it is of you to come so far out of your regular route to see me ! " 

"Don't name it," said I; " proud and happy — " 

" But, excuse me, I wish to tell you that, when I am gone, you 
will find I knew how to be grateM, as far as my means would 
warrant." 

"Mr. £— ! my dear Sir!" said I, as firmly as my emotions 
could let me, "if you don't promise, this day, to erase every men- 
tion of my name or services from your will , I leave you , and so- 
lemnly declare I will never intrude upon you again ! Mr. £ — , yon 
distress me, — you do, beyond measure ! " 

" Well — well — well — I '11 obey you — but may God Mess 
you! God b|essyou!" heret)]ied, turning his head away, while 
the tears trickled down. Indeed ! as if a thousand guineas could 
have purchased the emotions with which I felt his poor damp 
fingers feebly compressing my hand ! 

"Doctor!" he exclaimed, after I had been sitting with him 
some time, conversing on various subjects connected with his iU- 
oness and worldly circumstances, — " don't you think God can speak 
to the soul as well in a night as a day dream? Shall I presume to 
say he has done so in my case?" I asked him what he was al- 
luding to. 

"Don't you recollect my telling you of an optical, or spectral 
illusion , which occurred to me at — Row ! A man shutting up the 
shop — you know?" I told him I did. 

" Well — last night I dreamed ~ I am satisfied it was a dream 
— that I saw Mr. Boyle again; but how different! Instead of 
gloomy clothings his appearance was wondrously radiant : and his 
features were not, as before, solemn, sad, and fixed, but wore 
an air of joy and exultation; and instead of a miserable expiring 
taper, he held aloft a light like the kindling lustre of a star! What 
think you of that, Doctor? Surely, if both these are the delusions 
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of a morbid fancy — if they are , what a Hght they fling over the 
\dark Talky' I am enteriog! " 

I hinted my dissent from the sceptical sneers of the day, which 
would resolve all that was uttered on deathbeds into delirious rant 

— eonftised , disordered faculties — superstition. 

**I think you are right," said he. "Who knows what new 
light may stream upon the soul , as the wall between time and 
eternity is breaking down? Who has come back from the grave to 
tell us that the soul's energies decay with' the body, or that the 
body's decay destroys or interrupts the exercise of the soul's powers, 
and that all a dying man utters is mere gibberish? The Clitistian 
philosopher would be loath to do so, when he recollects that God 
chose the hour qf death to reveal futurity to the patriarchs, and 
others , of old ! Do you think a superintending Providence would 
allow the most solemn and instructive period of our life, the close 

— scenes where men's hearts and eyes are open, if ever, to re- 
ceive admonition and encouragement, to be mere exhibitions 
of absurdity and weakness? Is that the way God treats his 
servants?" 

Friday qftemoon, — In a more melancholy mood than usual, 
on account of the evident distress of his niece about her altered 
prospects. He told me, however, that he felt the conGdence of 
his soul in no wise shaken. "I am," said he, "like one lying 
far on the shores of Eternity, thrown there by the waters of the 
world , and whom a high and strong wave reaches once more and 
overflows. One may be pardoned a sudden chillness and heart- 
fluttering. — After all," he continued, "only consider what an 
easy end mine is, comparatively with that of many others! How 
very ^- very thankful should I be for such an easy exit as mine 
seems likely to be ! God be thanked that I have to endure no such 
agonies of horror and remorse as — ! " (alluding to Mr— , whom 
I was then attending, and whose cas^ I had mentioned on a former 
occasion to Mr. E— , the one described in a former part of this 
Diary, under the tlUe, — J man about town) -* *^that I am 
writhing under no accident — that I have not to struggle with utter 
destitution! — Why am I not left to perish in prison?^ to suffer 
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Oil a scaffold? — to be plucked suddenly into the presence of my 
Maker in battle/ *with all my sins upon my bead?' Suppose I 
were grovelling in the hopeless darkness of scepticism or infidelity? 
Suppose I were still to endure the agonies arising from disease in 
my spine? — Oh God!" exclaimed Mr. E — , *^ give me a more 
humble and grateful heart ! " 

Monday y Vlth September, — Mr. E-^ is still alive, to the 
equal astonishment of Dr. D — and myself. The secret must lie, 
I think, in his tranquil frame of mind. He is as happy as the day 
is long! Oh , that my latter days may be like his! I was listening 
with feelings of delight unutterable to £— 's description of the 
state of his mind — the perfect peace he felt towards all mrankind, 
and his humble and strong hopes of happiness hereafter, — when 
the landlady of the house knocked at the door, and, on entering, 
told Mr* E — that a person was down stairs very anxious to see 
hinu ''Who is it?" inquired E--. She did not know. ''Has 
he ever been here before?" — "No;" but she thought She had 
several times seen him about the neighbourhood. — ''What sort 
of a person is he?" inquired E — , with a surprised air. — "Oh, 
he is a tall pale man , in a brown great-coat." E — requested her 
to go down and ask his name. She returned and said , ' ' Mr. H — , 
Sir." E— , on hearing her utter the word, suddenly raised him- 
self in bed ; the little colour he had fled from his cheeks : he lifted 
up his hands and exclaimed, — "What can the unhappy man 
want with me?" He paused thoughtfully for a few moments. 
"You're of course aware who this is?" he inquired of me in a 
whisper. I nodded. "Show him up stairs," said he, and the 
woman withdrew. I helped hastily to remove him from his bed 
to an armchair near the fire. " For your own sake ," said I hur- 
riedly — "I beg you to becalm; don't allow your feelings" — 
I was interrupted by the door opening, and just such a person as 
Mrs. — had described entered, with a slow hesitating step , into 
the r6om. He held his hat squeezed in both his hands , and he 
stood for a few moments motionless, just within the door, with his 

* Tbfs was at the time of (he Peniosolar Gampaigos. 
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eyes fixed on the floor. Id that posture he contioued tfll Mrs. — 
had rethred, shutting the door after her» vheo he tamed saddeoly 
towards the easy-obair by the fire , in which Mr. E— was sitting, 
much agitated -^approached, and falling down on his knees* co- 
vered his eyes with his hands, through which the tears presently, 
fell like rain; and after many sobs and sighs, he faltered , '*0h, 
Mr.B~l- 

*' What do you want with ue , Mr. H— ! " inquired Mr. E— , 
in a low tone, but very calmly. 

**0h, kind, good, abused Sir! I have behaved like a villain 
to you — " 

** Mr. H — , I beg you will not distress me ; consider I am in a 
very poor and weak state." 

'* Don't, for God's sake, speak so coldly. Sir. I am heart- 
broken to think how shamefully I have used you ! " 

**Well, then, strive to amend — " 

**0h, dear, good Mr. E— , can you forgive me?" Mr. E— 
did not answer. I saw he could not. The tears were nearly over- 
flowing. The man seized his hand , and pressed it to his lips with 
fervency. 

**Rise, Mr. H— , rise! I do forgive you, and I hope that 
God will! Seek His forgiveness, which will avail you more than 
mine!" 

*' Oh , Sir! " exclaimed the man , again covering his eyes with 
his hands, — •* How very — vbrt ill you look — how pale and thin ! 
^ It *s / that have done it all — I , the d — dest — " 

^* Hush , hush , Sir I " exclaimed Mr. E — with more sternness 
than I had ever seen him exhibit, ** do not curse in a dying man's 
room." 

* * Dying — dying — dying , Sir ! " exclaimed the oum hoarse- 
ly, staring horror-struck at Mr. E», and retiring a step from 
him. 

'«Yes, James," replied E— mildly, calling him for the fir^t 
time by his Christian name, '*I am assuredly dying ^ but not 
through you, or any thing you have done. Come, «ome, don't 
distress yourself unnecessarily," he coi^tinued io the kindest 
tones; for he saw the man continued deadly pale, speechless, and 
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clasping his hands convulsively over his breast, — " Consider, 
James, the death of my daughter, Mrs. — •" 

''Oh, no, no, no. Sir — no! It 's I that have done it all- 
my ingratitude has broken your heart — I know it has! — What 
will become of me?" the man resumed, still staring vacantly at 
Mr. E— . 

''James , I must not be agitated in this way — ft destroys me — 
you must leave the roomV unless you can become calm. What is 
done, is done; andif you really repent of it — " 

"Oh! I do, Sir; and could almost weep tears of blood for 
it! But, indeed , Sir, it has been as much my misfortune as my 
fault." 

"Was it your mi^orhme, or your fault, that you kept that 
infamous woman on whom you have squandered so much of your 
property — oimine, rather?" inquired Mr. E — , with a mild, ex- 
postulating air. The man suddenly blushed scarlet , and con- 
tinued silent. 

^Ti H right I shoald tdl you that it is ^oi^r misconduct which 
has turocd me out, In m j old age , from the house which has shel- 
tered n]G oil my life , and driven me to die in this poor place! Tou 
have beggared my niece , and robbed me of all the hard' earnings 
of my life — i^vning from the sweat of my brow, as you well know, 
James. How could your heart^let you do all this?" The man 
made him no answer. " I am not angry with you — that is past ; 
but I am grieved — disappointed — shocked — to find my con- 
Odence in you has been so much abused.*' 

"Oh, Sir, I don't know what it was that infatuated me; but 
— never trust a living man again , Sir — never , " replied the man 
vehemently. 

^* It is not likely that I shall , James — I shall not have the op- 
portunity," Sftid Mr. E — , calmly. The man's eye continued fiied 
onMr. E — , his lip quivered, in spite of his violent compression, 
and the fluctuating colour In his cheeks showed the agitation he 
was suffering. 

"Do you forgive me. Sir, for what I have done?" he asked al- 
most ioaudibly. 

"Yes — if you promise to amend — yes! Here i» my hand -^ 
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I do forgive yon, as I hope for my own forgiveness hereafter! " said 
Mr. E — , reaching out his hand. '*And if your repentance is 
sincere, remember, should it ever be in your power, whom you 
have most heavily wronged, not me, but — but — MissE — , my 
poor niece. If you should ever be able to make her any repara- 
tion " — the tears stood in Mr. E — 's eyes , and his emotions pre- 
vented his completing the sentence. ^'Really, you miut leave 
me , James — you must — I am too weak to bear this scene any 
longer," saidE— , faintly, looking deadly pale. 

**Tou had better withdraw, Sir, and call some other time," 
said I. He rose , looking almost bewildered ; thrust his hand into 
bis breast pocket , and taking out a small packet , laid it hurriedly 
on Mr. E— 's lap — snatched his hand to his lips, and murmuring, 
'* Farewell, farewell, best — most injured of men!" withdrew. 
I watched him through the window ; and saw that as soon as he 
had left the house, he set off running, almost at the top of his 
speed. When I returned to look at Mr, E^, hf! had fainted. He 
had opened the packet, and aleUor lay opeo in hi:^ lap^ with a great 
many bank-notes. The letter ran as fulbws ; — **lnjured and re- 
vered Sir, — When you read this epistle, the miserable writer will 
have fled from his country, and be on fai§ way to America. He has 
abused the confidence of one of the greatest and best of men, but 
hopes the enclosed sum will show he repented what he had done ! 
If it is ever in his power he will do more. J — H— ." The packet 
contained bank-notes to the amount of 3000/. When E — had 
recovered from his swoon , I had him conveyed to bed , where he 
lay in a state of great exhaustion. He scarcely spoke a syllable 
during the time I continued with him. 

Tuesday, — Mr. E — still suffers from the effects of yesterday's 
eicitement. It has, I am confident, hurried him far on his journey 
to the^rave. He told me he had been turning ever the affair in hfe 
mind , and considered that it would be wrong in him to retain the 
3000/. 9 as it would be illegal, and a fraud on H— 's other credi- 
tors; and this upright man had actually sent in the morning for 
the solicitor to the bankrupt's assignees, and put the whole into his 
hands, telling him of the circumstances under which he had re- 
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ceired it, and asking him whether be should not be wrong in keep- 
ing iu The lawyer told him that be might perhaps be legally , bat 
not morally wrong, as the law certainly forbade such paymeats ; 
and yet he was by Tery for the largest creditor. **Let me ad 
rightly, then," said Mr. E--, ''in the sight of God and man! 
Take the money, and let me come in with the rest of the cre- 
ditors/' — Mr. — withdrew. He must hare seen but seldom such 
an instance of noble conscientiousness ! I remonstrated with Mr. 
E — * ''No, no. Doctor," he replied, "I have endeavoured 
stricdy to do my duty during life — I wlU net begin roguery on my 
deathbed!" 

*' Possibly you may not receive a penny in the pound, Mr« 
E~," said I. 

*'But I shall have the comfort of quitting life with a clear con* 
science!" 



Monday — (a week afterwards) — The "weary wheels of life " 
will soon ''stand still!" All is calm and serene with £ — as a 
summer evening's sunset ! He Is at peace with all the world , and 
with his God. It is like entering ^e porch of heaven, and listening 
to an angel, to visit and converse with £— • This morning he 
received the reward of his noble conduct in the matter of H — 's 
bankruptcy. The assignees have wound up the affairs , and found 
them not nearly so desperate as had been apprehended. The bu- 
siness was still to be carried on in H — 's name; and the solicitor, 
who had been sent for by E^ to receive the 3000/. In behalf of 
the assignees, called this morning with a cheque for 3500/., and a 
highly complimentary letter from the assignees. They infordied 
him that there was every prospect of the concern's yet discharging 
the heavy amount of his claim , and that they would see to Its 
being paid to whomsoever he might appoint. H — had set sail for 
America the very day he had called on £ — , and had left word 
that he should never ret«im. £— altered his will this evening, 
in the presence of myself and Br. B— . He left about 4000/. to 
bis niece, ''and whatever sums might be from time to4lme paid in 
from H— 's business ; " Aye guineas for a yeariy prize to the writer 
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of the best summary of the progress of philosophy eyery year, in 
one of the Scotch colleges; and ten poonds to be delivered every 
Christmas to ten poor men, ad long as they lived, and who had 
already received the gratuity for several years; " and to J — H— , 
my full and hearty forgiveness, and prayers to God that he may 
return to a course of virtue and true piety, before it fs too late." 
• • • "Howisit," saidhe, addressing Dr. D— and me , '*that 
you have neither of you said any thing to me about examining my 
body after my decease?'* Dr. D — replied, that he had often 
thought of asking his permission , but had kept delaying from day 
today. **Mliy?" inquired E—, with a smile of surprise ; **do 
you fancy I have any silly fears or prejudices on the subject, — that 
I am anxious about the shell when the kernel is gone? lean assure 
you that it would rather give me pleasure than otherwise, to think 
that, by an examination of my body> the cause of medical science 
might be advanced , and so I mi^ht minister a lit Ue to my species. 
I must, however, say you nat; for I promised my poor wife that 
I would forbid it. She had pr^udices , and I have a right to 
respect them." 

Wednesday, — He looked much redu c c d ih i s evenl ng. I had 
hurried to his lodgings, to communicate what I considered would 
be the gratifying intelligence, that the highest priic of a foreign 
learned society had just been awarded him, for his work on — , 
together with a fellowship. My hurried manner somewhat discom- 
posed him ; and before I had communicated my news , he asked, 
with some agitation, **What! — Some new misfortune?" — 
When I had told him my errand, — '*0h, bubble! bubble! 
bubble!" he exclaimed, shaking his head with a melancholy 
smile, ''would I not give a thousand of these for a poor man's 
blessing? Are these, these, the trifles men toil through a life 
for? — Oh, if it had pleased God to give me a single glimpse of 
what I now see, thirty years ago, how true an estimate I should 
have formed of the littleness — the vanity — of human applause ! 
How much happier would my end have been ! How much nearer 
should I have come to the character of a true philosopher — an 
impartial, independent, sincere searcher after truth, for its 
own sake I " 
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**But honours of this kind are of admirable service to sciehee, 
JUr. E— ," said I, ^^ as supplying strong incentives and stimulants 
to a pursuit of philosophy." 

'^Yes — but does it not argue a defect in the constitution of 
men's mipds to require them? What is the use of stimulants in 
medicine. Doctor? Don't th^ey presuppose a morbid sluggishness 
in the parts they are applied to ? Do you ever stimulate a healthy 
organ? — So is it with the little honours and distinctions we are 
speaking of. Directly a man becomes anxiotis <|bout obtaining 
them, his mind has lost its healthy tone — its sympathies with 
truth — with real philosophy." 

*' Would you, then, discourage striving for them? Would 
you banish honours and prizes from the sciepitifie world ! " 

** Assuredly — altogether — did we but exist in a better state 
of society than we do. * * What is the proper spirit in which , as 
matters at present stand, a philosopher should accept of honours? 
— Merely as evidences, testimonials, to the multitude of those who 
are otherwise incapable of appreciating his merits, ^umI would set 
him down as a dreamer — a visionary — but that they saw the esti- 
mation in which he was held by those who are likely to canvass his 
claims strictly. They compel the deference, if not respect, of the 
oi TtoXXoi* A philosopher ought to receive them , therefore, as it 
were, in seff-dqfence — a shut-mouth to babbling envious gain- 
Bayers. Were ajl the world philosophers in the true sense of Uie 
word, not merely would honours be unnecessary, but an insult — 
a reproach. Directly a philosopher is conscious^ that the love of 
fame, the ambition to secure such distinctions, is gradually 
interweaving itself with the very texture of his mind , — that such 
considerations are becoming necesiary in any degree to prAmpt 
him to undertake or prosecute scientific pursuits , — he may write 
icHABOD on the door of his soul's temple, for the glory is departed. 
His motives are spurious , his fires false ! To the exact extent of 
the necessity for such motives is , as it were , the pure ore of his 
soul adulterated. Minerva's jealous eyes can detect the slightest 
vacillation or inconsistency fn her votaries, and discover her rival 
even before the votary himself is sensible of her existence; and 
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withdraws from her faithless admirer, io cold disdaio, perhaps 
never to return. 

«<Do you think that Archimedes , Plato , or Sir Isaac Newton, 
would have cared a straw for even royal honours? The true test, 
believe me — the almost infallible criterion of a man's having at- 
tained to real greatness of mind — to the true philosphio temper, 
is , his indifference to all sorts of honours and distinctions. Why 
— what seeks he — or at least professes to seek -^ but truth? Is 
he to stop in the race, to look with Atalanta after the golden 
apples? 

**He should endure honours, not go out of his way to seek them. 
If one apple hitch in his vest, he may carry it with him , not stop 
to dislodge it. Scientific distinctions are absolutely necessary in 
the present state of society , because it is defective. A mere am- 
bitious struggle for college honours, through rivalry, has induced 
many a man to enter so far upon philosopbical studies, as that 
their charms, unfolding in proportion to his progress, have been, 
of themselves, at last suflSolent to prevail upon him to go onwards 
— to love Science for Aer#0{^alone. Honours make a man t>pen his 
eyes , who would else have gone to his grave with them shut : and 
when once he has seen the divinity of truth, he hughs at obstacles, 
and follows it , through evil and through good report — if his soul 
be properly constituted ^^if It have any of the nobler sympathies of 
our nature. That is my homily on honours/' said E — , with a faint 
smile. *'I have not wilfully preached and practised different things, 
I assure you," he continued, with a modest air, '*but through life 
have striven to act upon these principles. Still, I never saw so 
clearly as at this moment how small my success has been — to what 
an extent I have been influenced by undue motives — as far as an 
over-valuing of the world's honours may be so considered. Now, 
methinks, I see through no such magnifying medium ; the mists 
and vapours are dispersing; and I begin to see that Aese objects 
are in themselves little, even to nothingness. The general 
retrospect of my life is far from satisfactory," continued E— , with 
a sigh , ** and fills rac with real sorrow ! " ^ *♦ Why?" I inquired, 
with surprise. * ' Why , for this one reason , — because I have in 
a measure sacrificed my religion to philosophy! Oh •-^ will my 
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Maker thus be put off with the mere lees — the refuse — of my 
time and energies? For one hour In the day , that I have devoted 
to Him , have I not given twelve or fourteen to my own pursuits? 
What shall I say of this shortly * in a few hours — perhaps moments 
-* when I stand suddenly in the presence of God — when I see 
Him face to face! Oh, Doctor! my heart sinks and sickens at the 
thought! ShtHl I not he speechless as one of old?" 

I told him I thought he was unnecessarily severe with himself 
-~ that he *' wrote bitter things against himself." 

"I thought so once , nay , all my life — myself — Doctor" — 
said he, solemnly — <^but, mark my words, as those of a dying 
man •— you will think as I do now when you come to be in my 
circumstances!" 

The above, feebly conveyed perhaps to the reader, may be con- 
sidered **THB LAST woHDSOF A PHiLosoPHBR ! " They made su 
impression on my mind which has never been effaced; and I trust 
never will. The reader need not suspect Mr. E— of ** prosing." 
The sentiments I have here endeavoured to record , were uttered 
with no pompous pedantry of manner, but with the simplest, most 
modest air, and in the most silvery tones of voice I ever listened to. 
He often paused, from faintness: and, at the conclusion, his voice 
grew almost inaudible, and he wiped the thick-standing dews from 
his forehead. He begged me, in a low whisper, to kneel down, 
and read him one of the church prayers — the one appointed for 
those in prospect of death: I took down the prayer-book, and 
complied, though my emotions would not suffer me to speak in 
more than an often-interrupted whisper. He lay perfectly silent 
throughout, with bis clasped hands pointing upwards; and , when 
I had concluded , he responded feebly , but fervently , ** Amen — 
Amen ! " — and the tears gushed down his cheeks. My heart was 
melted within me. The silk cap had slipped from his head, and 
his long loose silvery hair streamed over his bed-dress: his ap- 
pearance was that of a dying prophet of old 1 

I fear, however, that I am going on at too great length for the 
reader's patience, and must pause. For my own part, I could 
linger over the remembrances of these solemn scenes forever : but 
1 shall hasun on to the *' last «cene of all." It did not Uke place 
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till near a fortnight after tbe inteniew aboye narrated. His man- 
ner during that time evinced no tumultuous ecstasies of soul ; none 
of the boisterous extravagance of enthusiasm. His departure was 
like that of the sun , sinking gradually and finally, lower — lower 
— lower — no sudden upflashings — no quivering — no flickering 
unsteadiness about his fading rays. 

Tuesday , 16M October. — Miss E — sent word that her uncle 
appeared dying, and had expressed a wish to see both Dr. D — 
and me. I therefore despatched a note to Dr. D~, requesting 
him to meet me at a certain place , and then hurried through my 
list of calls, so as to have finished by three o'clock. By four we 
were both in the room of the dying philosopher. Miss E— sat 
by his bedside , her eyes swollen with weeping, and was in the act 
of kissing her uncle's cheek when we entered. Mr. F— , an 
exemplary clergyman , who had been one of E — 's earliest and 
dearest friends , sat at the foot of the bed , vtith a copy of Jeremy 
Taylor's Holy Living and Dyings from which he was reading in a 
low tone , at the request of E — . The appearance of the latter was 
Tery interesting. At his own instance, he had not long before been 
shaved , washed , and had a change of linen ; and the bed was also 
but recently made , and was not at all tumbled or disordered. The 
mournful tolling of the church bell for a funeral was also heard at 
intervals, and added to the solemnity of the scene. I have seldom 
felt in such a state of excitement as I was on first entering the 
room. He shook hands with each of us, or rather we shook his 
hands, for he could hardly lift them from the bed. ^' Well — 
thank you for coming to bid me farewell I " said he , with a smile ; 
adding presently, "Will you allow Mr. F — to proceed with what 
he is reading?'* Of course we nodded, and sat in silence, listening. 
I watched E — 's features ; they were much wasted — but exhibited 
no traces of pain. His eye , though rather sunk in the socket, was 
full of the calmness and confidence of unwavering hope, and often 
directed upwards, with a devout expression. A most heavenly 
serenity was diffused over his countenance. His lips occasionally 
moved, as if in the utterance of prayer. When Mr. F — had closed 
the book , the first words uttered by £ — were , ** Oh ! the infinite 
goodness of God!" 

Diary of a Phytician, I. 21 
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**Do you feel that your 'anchor is within the veil?'" in- 
quired F—. 

«* Oh ! — yes -— yes ! — My vessel is steadily moored — the tide 
of life goes fast away — I am forgetting that I ever sailed on its 
sea!" replied E—, closing his eyes. 

**The star of faith shines clearest in the night of expiring na- 
ture!" exclaimed F—. 

** The Sun — the Sun of faith , say rather ," replied E— , in a 
tone of fervent exultation ; ** it turns my night into day — it warms 
my soul — it rekindles my energies ! — Sun — Sun of Righteous- 
ness I " he exclaimed, faintly. MissE — kissed him repeatedly with 
deep emotion. **Emma, my love!" he whispered, ''hope thou 
in God ! See how he will support thee in death ! " — She burst into 
tears. — ** Will you promise me, love, to read the little Bible I 
gave you, when I am gone — especially the New Testament? — 
Do — do, love." 

**Iwill — I—," replied MissE—, almost choked with tier 
emotions. She could say no more. 

**Dr. — ," he addressed me , ** I feel more towards you than I 
can express ; your services — services " — he grew very pale and 
faint. I rose and poured out a glass of wine, and put it to his lips. 
He drank a few teaspoonfuls , and it revived him. 

** Well ! " he exclaimed , in a stronger voice than I had before 
heard him speak. *' I thank God I leave the world in perfect peace 
with all mankind! There is but one thing that grieves me, in these 
my last thoughts on life , — the general neglect of religion among 
men of science." Dr. D~ said it must afford him great consola- 
tion to reflect on the steadfast regard for religion which he himself 
had always evidenced. ''No, no — I have gone nearly as far astray 
as any of them : but God's rod has brought me back again. I 
thank God devoutly, that He ever afflicted me as I have been 
afflicted through life — He knows I do ! " • * • Some one 
mentioned the prevalence of Materialism. He lamented it bitterly; 
but assured us that several of the most eminent men of the age — 
naming them — believed firmly in the immateriality and immor- 
tality oftbe human soul. 
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^*Do you feel firmly convinced of it — on natural and philoso- 
phical grounds? *' inquired Dr. D — . 

"I do ; and have, ever since I instituted an inquiry on the sub- 
ject. / think the difficulty is to believe the reverse ~ when it is 
owned on all hands, that nothing in Nature's changes suggests 
the idea of annihilation. I own that doubts have very often 
crossed my mind on the subject — but could never see the reason 
of them!" 

**But your confidence does not rest on the barren grounds of 
reason," said I; **you believe Him who brought *life and im- 
mortality' into the world." 

** Yes — * Thanks be to God, who giveth us the victory through 
our Lord Jesus Christ! '" 

**Do you never feel a pang of regret at leaving life?" I in- 
quired. 

*'No, no, no!" he replied with emphasis! "life and I are 
grown unfit for each other ! My sympathies , my hopes , my joys ! 
are too large for it ! Why should I , just got into the haven , think 

of risking shipwreck again?" 

• • • • • • 

He lay still for nearly twenty minutes without speaking. His 
breathing was evidently accomplished with great difficulty ; and 
when his eyes occasionally fixed on any of us , we perceived that 
their expression was altered. He did not seem to see what he 
looked at. I noticed his fingers, also, slowly twitching or scratch- 
ing the bed-clothes. Still the expression of his features was calm 
and tranquil as ever. He was murmuring something in Miss £ — 's 
ear; and she whispered to us , that he said, ''Don't go — I shall 
want you at six,** Within about a quarter of six o'clock, he io- 
quired where Emma was , and Dr. D~ , and Mr. F — , and myself. 
We severally answered , that we sat around him. 

** I have not seen you for the last twenty minutes. Shake hands 
with me ! " We did. ** Emma, my sweet love ! put your arm round 
my neck — 1 am cold , very cold." Her tears fell fast on his face. 
** Don't cry , love , don't — I am quite happy ! God — God bless 
you, love!" 

His lower jaw began to droop a little. 

21* 



324 THE STATESMAN. 

Mr. F— T, moved almost to tears ^ rose from his chair, and 
noiselessly kneeled down beside him. 

**HaTe faith in our Lord Jesus Christ 1" he exclain^ed, looking 
steadfastly into his face. 

**1do!" he answered distinctly, while a faint smile stole oyer 
his drooping features. 

*^ Let us pray ! " whispered Mr. F — ; and we all knelt down f o 
silence. I was never so overpowered in my life. I thought I should 
have been choked with suppressing my emotions* *'0 Lord our 
heavenly Father! " commenced Mr. F — , in a low tone, *' receive 
Thou the spirit of this our dying brother" — E— slowly elevated 
his left hand , and kept it pointing upwards for a few moments, 
when it suddenly dropped, and a long, deep respiration an- 
nounced that this great and good man had breathed his last ! 

No one in the room spoke or stirred for several minutes ; and I 
almost thought I could hear the beatings of our hearts. He died 
within a few moments of six o'clock. Yes — there lay the sad effigy 
of our deceased '^ guide, philosopher, and friend," — and yet, 
why call it sad? I could detect no trace of sadness in his features. 
He had left the world in peace and joy; he had lived well, and 
died as he had lived. I can now appreciate the force of that prayer 
of one of old — *'Let me die the death of the righteous, and let 
mr last end be like his!" 



There was some talk among his IHends of erecting a tablet to 
his memory in Westminster Abbey ; but it has been dropped. We 
soon lose the recollection of departed excellence if it require any 
thing like active exertion. 

CHAPTER XIX. 

THE STATESMAN. 

Ambition ! — Its sweets and bitters — its splendid miseries 
— its wrinkling cares — its wasting agonies ~ its triumphs and 
downfalls — who has not , in some degree , known and felt them ? 
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MoralisU, historians, and novelists, have filled libraries in pi&* 
turing their dreary yet dazriing details; nevertheless, Adulation's 
votaries, or rather victims, are as nnmerons, as enthusiastic, 
as ever! 

Such is the mounting qnality existing in almost every one's 
breast, that no '*Pelion upon Ossa" heapings, and accumula- 
tions of facts and lessons, can keep it down. Fully as I feel the 
truth of this remark, vain and ftitile though the attempt may prove, 
I cannot resist the inclination to contribute my mite towards the 
vast memorials of Ambition's martyrs ! 

My specific purpose in first making the notes from which the 
ensuing narrative is taken , and in now presenting it to the public 
— in thus pointing to the spectacle of a sun suddenly and dis- 
astrously eclipsed while blazing at its zenith — is this: To show 
the steps by which a really great mind —7 an eager and impetuous 
spirit — was voluntarily sacrificed at the shrine of political ambi- 
tion; foregoing, nay, despising the substantial joys and com- 
forts of elegant privacy, and persisting, even to destruction, in 
itsYrantic efforts to bear up. against, and grapple with cares too 
mighty for the mind of man. It is a solemn lesson , imprinted on 
my memory in great and glaring characters; and if I do but suc- 
ceed in bringing a few of them before the reader, they may serve 
at least to check extravagant expectations, by disclosing the mi- 
sery which often lies cankering behind the most splendid po- 
pularity. — If, by the way, I should be found inaccurate in my 
use of political technicalities and allusions, the reader will be 
pleased to overtook it , on the score of my profession. 

I recollect, when at Cambridge , overhearing some men of my 
college talk about the * ' splendid talents of young Stafford ," * who 
had lately become a member of — Hall ; and they said so much 
about the *' great hit** he had made in his recent debut at one of 
the debating societies — which then fiourished in considerable 
numbers — that I resolved to take the earliest opportunity of going 
to hear and judge for myself. That was soon afforded me. Though 

* It can hardly be necessary, I presume, to reiterate, that whatever 
names individuals are indicated by io these papers, are fictitious. 
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not a member of the society , I gained admission through a friend. 
The room was crammed to the very door; and 1 was not long in 
discoTering the "star of the evening" in the person of a young 
fellow-commoner, of careless and even slovenly appearance. The 
first glimpse of his features disposed me to believe all I had heard 
in his favour. There was no sitting for effisct; nothing artificial 
about his demeanour — no careful carelessness of attitude — no 
knitting of the brows, or painful straining of the eyes, to look 
brilliant or acute! The mere absence of all these little conceits 
and fooleries, so often disfiguring ''talented young speakers," 
went, in my estimation, to the account of his superiority. His 
face was ''sicklied o'er with the pale cast of thought," and its 
lineaments were very deeply and strongly marked. There was a 
wondrous power and fire in the eyes , which gleamed with restless 
energy whichever way he looked. They were neither large nor 
prominent — but all soul — all expression. It was startling to 
find their glance suddenly settled on one. His forehead , as much 
as I saw of it , was knotted and expansive. There was a prevailing 
air of anxiety about his worn features, young as he was — being 
then only twenty-one — as if his mind were every instant hard at 
work — which an inaccurate observer might have set down to the 
score of ill-nature, especially when cojipled with the matter-of-fact 
unsmiling nods of recognition , with which he returned the polite 
inclinations of those who passed him. To me , sitting watching 
him , it seemed as though his mind were of too intense and ener- 
getic a character to have any sympathies with the small matters 
transpiring around him. I knew his <lemeanour was simple , un- 
affected, genuine, and it was refreshing to see it. It predisposed 
me to like him , if only for being free from the ridiculous airs as- 
sumed by some with whom I associated. He allowed five or six 
speakers to address the society, without making notes, or joining 
in the noisy exclamations and interruptions of those around him. 
At length he rose amid perfect silence — the silence of expectant 
criticism whetted by rivalry. He seemed at first a little flustered, , 
and for about five minutes spoke hesitatingly and somewhat un- 
connectedly — with the air of a man who does not know exactly 
how to get at his subject, which he is yet conscious of having 
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thoronghlj mastered. At length, however, the corrent ran 
smooth, and gradually widened ^nd swelled into such a stream — 
a torrent of real eloquence — as I never before or since heard 
poured from the lips of a young speaker— or possibly any speaker 
whatsoever, except himself in after-life. He seemed long dis^ 
inclined to enhance the effect of what he was uttering by oratorical 
gesture. His hands both grasped his cap , which, erelong, was 
compressed, twisted, and crushed out of all shape; but as he 
warmed, he laid it down, and used his arms, the levers of elo- 
quence , with the grace and energy of a natural orator. The effect 
he produced was prodigious. We were all carried away with him, 
as if by whirlwind force. As for itayself , I felt for the first time 
convinced that oratory such as that could persuade me to any 
thing. As might have been expected , ^ his speech was fraught with 
the faults incident to youth and inexperience , and was pervaded 
with a glaring hue of extravagance and exaggeration. Some of his 
** facts" were preposterously incorrect, and his inferences false; 
but there was such a prodigious power of language — such a blaze 
of fancy ~ such a stretch and grasp of thought — and such casuis- 
tical dexterity evinced throughout, as indicated the presence of 
first-rate capabilities. He concluded amid a storm of applause ; 
and before his enthusiastic auditors, whispering togeUber their 
surprise and admiration , could observe his motions , he had slip- 
ped away and left the room. 

The excitement into which this young man's ^^ first appear^ 
ance'' had thrown me,. kept me awake the greater part of the 
night; audi well recollect feeling a transient fit of disinclination 
for thei dull and sombre profession of medicine, for which I was 
destined. That evening's display warranted my indulging high 
expectations of the future eminence of young Stafford; but I hardly 
went so far as to think of once seeing him Secretary of State , and 
leader of the British House of Commons. Accident soon after- 
wards introduced me to him, at the supper-table of a mutual 
friend. I found him distinguished as well by that simplicity and 
frankness ever attending the consciousness of real greatness, as 
by the recklessness, irritability, impetuosity of one, aware that 
he is far superior to those around him, and in possession of that 
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Species of talent which is appreciable by all — of those rare powers 
which ensure a man the command over his fellows — keen and 
bitter sarcasm , and extraordinary readiness of repartee. Then, 
again , all his predilections were political. He utterly disregarded 
the popular pursuits at college. Whatever he said, read, or 
thought, had reference to his *' ruling passion'* — and that not by 
fits and starts , under the arbitrary impulses of rivalry or entbu-< 
siasm, but steadily and systematically. I knew from himself, 
that before his twenty-third year, he had read over, and made 
notes of the whole of the Parliamentary debates, and have seen a 
table which he constructed for reference, on a most admirable 
and useful plan. The minute accuracy of his acquaintance with 
the whole course of political affairs, obtained by such laborious 
methods as this, may be easily conceived. His powers of me- 
mory were remarkable — as well for their capacity as tenacity; 
and the presence of mind and judgment with which he availed 
himself of his acquisitions, convinced his opponent that he had 
undertaken an arduous , if not hopeless task , in rising to replv to 
him. • It was impossible not to see, even in a few minutes'ln- 
terview with him, that Ambition had ** marked him for her own." 
Alas! what a stormy career is before this ydUng'man!— I have 
often thought, while listening to his fervid harangues and con- 
versations , and witnessing the twin fires of intellect and passion 
flashing from his eyes. One large ingredient in his composition 
was a most morbid sensibility; and then he devoted himself to 
every pursuit with a headlong, undistinguishing enthusiasm and 
energy, which inspired me with lively apprehensions, lest he 
should wear himself out and fall by the way , before he could ac- 
tually enter on the great arena of public life. His forehead was 
already furrowed with premature wrinkles ! 

His application was incessant. He rose every morning at five, 
and retired pretty regularly by eleven. 

Our acquaintance gradually ripened into friendship; and we 
visited each other with mutual,fbequency and cordiality. When he 
left college , he entreated me to accompany him to the Continent, 
but financial difficulties, on my part, forbade it. He was possessed 
of a tolerably ample fortune ; and,, at the time of quitting England, 
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was actnaHy in treaty with Sir — fbr a borough. I left Cambridge 
a few months after Mr. Stafford ; and as we were mutually engaged 
with the arduous and absorbing duties of our respective profes- 
sions) we saw and heard little or nothing of one another for several 
years. In the very depth of my distress — during the Orst four 
years of my establishment in London — I recollect once calling at 
the hotel which he generally made his town quarters , for the pur- 
pose of soliciting his assistance in the way of introductions; when, 
to my anguish and mortification, I heard, that on (hat very morn- 
ing he had quitted the hotel for Calais, on his return to the Con- 
tinent. 

At length Mr. Stafford , who had long stood contemplating on 
the brink , dashed into the tempestuous waters of public life, and 
emerged — a member of Parliament for the borough of — . I 
happened to see the gazette which announced the event, about two 
y«ar8 after the occurrence of the accident which elevated me into 
fortune. I did not then require any one's interference on my 
behalf^ being content with the independent exercise of my profes- 
sion; and even if I had b^/een unfortunate, too long an Interval had 
elapsed, I thought, to warrant my renewing a mere college 
acquaintance with such a man as Mr. Stafford. I was content, 
therefore, to keep barely within the extreme rays of this rising sun 
in the political hemisphere. I shall not easily forget the feelings of 
intense interest with which I saw, in one of the morning papers, 
the name of my quondam college friend, "Mr. Stafford," 
standing at the head of a speech of two columns' length — or the 
delight with which I paused over the frequent interruptions of 
''Hear, hear I" — ''HeoTy hear, hear!" — Cheers!" — 
**Loud Cheers!" which marked the speaker's progress In the 
favour nf the House. * ' We regret ," said the reporter , in a note 
at the end, "^hat the noise in the gallery prevented our giving at 
greater length the eloquent and effective maiden speech of Mr. 
Stafford, which was cheered perpetually throughout, and eicited 
a strong sensation in the House." In my enthusiasm I did not fail 
to purchase a copy of that newspaper, and have it now in my pos- 
session. It needed not the inquiries which everywhere met me, 
•Have you read Mr. Stafford's maiden soeech?" to assure me of 
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his splendid prospect, the reward of his early and honourable 
toils. His *' maiden. speech" formed the sole engrossing topic of 
conversation to my wife and me as we sat at supper that evening; 
and she was asl^ing me some such question as is generally upper- 
most in ladies' minds on the mention of a popular character, 
'^What sort of looking man he was when I knew him at Cam- 
bridge?" — when a forcible appeal to the knocker and bell, 
followed by the servant's announcing, that *'a gentleman wished 
to speak to me directly," brought me into my patients' room. 
The candles, which were only just lit, did not enable me to see 
the person of my visitor very distinctly; but the instant he spoke 
to me, removing a handkerchief which^ he held to his mouth, I 
recognised — could it be possible? — the very Mr. StaflTord we 
had been speaking of! I shook him affectionately by the hand, 
and should have proceeded to compliment him warmly on his last 
evening's success in the House , but that his dreadful paleness of 
features, and discomposure of manner, disconcerted me. 

«<My dear Mr. Stafford, what is the matter? Are you ill? Has 
any thing happened?" I inquired anxiously^ 

**Yes, Doctor — perhaps fatally ill," he replied, with great 
agitation. **I thought I would call on you on my way from the 
House, which I have but just left. It is not my fault that we have 
not maintained our college acquaintance; but of that more here- 
after. I wish your advice — your honest opinion on my case. 
For God's sake don't deceive me ! Last evening I spoke for the 
first time in the House , at some length , and with all the energy I 
could command. You may guess the consequent exhaustion I 
have suffered during the whole of this day; and this evening, 
though much indisposed with fever and a cough , 1 imprudently 
went down to the House, when Sir — so shamefully misrepre- 
sented certain portions of the speech 1 had delivered the preceding 
night, that I felt bound to rise and vindicate myself. I was be- 
trayed into greater length and vehemence than I had anticipated ; 
and on sitting down, was seized with such an irrepressible fit of 
coughing, as at last forced me to leave tl^e House. Hoping it 
would abate, I walked for some time about the lobby — and at 
length thought it better to return home than re-enter the House. 
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While bunting after my carriage, the violence of the cough 
subsided into a small, hacking, irritating one , accompanied vilb 
spitting. AHer driving about as far as Whitehall , the vivid glare 
of one of the street lamps happened to fall suddenly on^my white 
pocket handkerchief, and, God!" continued Mr. Stafford, 
almost gasping for breath , <* this horrid sight met my eye ! '' He 
spread out a pocket handkerchief, all spotted and dabbled with 
blood ! It was with the utmost difficulty that he communicated to 
me what is gone before. **0h! it 's all over with me — the 
chapter 's ended, I'm afraid ! " he murmured almost inarticulately ; 
and, while I was feeling his pulse , he fainted. I placed him in- 
stantly in a recumbent position — loosened his neckerchief and 
shirt-collar — dashed sonoe cold water in his face — and he pre- 
sently recovered. He shook his head, in silence, very mournfully 
— his features expressing utter hopelessness. I sat down close 
beside him , and , grasping his hand in mine , endeavoured to re-^ 
assure him. The answers he returned to the few questions I asked 
him , convinced me that the spitting of blood was unattended with 
danger, provided he could be kept quiet in body and mind. There 
was not the slightest symptom of radical mischief in the lungs. 
A glance at his stout build of body, especially at his ample 
sonorous chest, forbade the supposition. I explained to him, 
with even professional minuteness of detail, the true nature of the 
accident, lis effects, and method of cure. He listened to me with 
deep attention , and at last seemed convinced. He clasped his 
hands, exclaiming, *' Thank God! thank God!" and entreated 
me to do on the spot, what I had directed to be done by the apothe- 
cary, — to bleed him. 1 complied, and from a large orifice took 
a considerable quantity of blood. I then accompanied him home 
•— ■ 3aw him consigned to bed — prescribed the u^uai lowering re- 
medies — absolutely forbade him to open his lips, except in the 
slightest whisper possible; and left him calm, and restored to a 
tolerable measure of self-possession. 

One of the most exquisite sources of gratification , arising from 
the discharge of our professional duties , is the disabusing our pa* 
tients of their harrowing and groundless apprehensions of danger. 
One such instant as is related above, is to me an ample recom- 
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pense for months of miscellaneous , and often thankless toil , in 
the exercise of my profession. Is it not, in a manner, plucking a 
patient from the very brink of the grave , to which he had despair- 
ingly consigned himself, and placing him once more in the busy 
throng of life — the very heart of society? I have seen men of the 
strongest intellect and nerve , — whom the detection of a novel 
and startling symptom has terrified into giving themselves up for 
lost, — in an instant dispossessed of their apprehensions, by 
explaining to them the real nature of what has alarmed them.* The 
alarm, however, occasioned by the rupture of a blood-vessel in or 
near the lungs, is seldom unwarranted , although it may be exces- 
sive ; and though we can soon determine whether or not the acci- 
dent is in the nature of a primary disease, or symptomatic of some 
incurable pulmonary affection , and dissipate or corroborate our 
patient's apprehensions accordingly, it is no more than prudent to 
warn one who has onc^ experienced this injury, against any exer- 
tions or excesses which have a tendency to interfere with the action 
of the lungs, by keeping in sight the possibility of a fatal relapse. 
To return, however, to Mr. Stafford. 

His recovery was tardier than I could have expected. His ex- 
traordinary excitability completely neutralized the effect of my 
lowering and calming system of treatment. I could not persuade 
him to give his mind rest; and the mere glimpse of a newspaper 
occasioned such a flutter and agitation of spirits, that I forbade 
them altogether for a fortnight. I was in the habit of writing my 

* One instance presses so strongly on my recollection, that I cannot 
help adverting to it: ^ I was one day summoned in haste to an eminent 
merchant in the oily, who thought he had grounds for apprehending oc> 
casion for one of the most appalling operations known in surgery. When 
I arrived, on finding the case not exactly within my province, I was 
going to leave him in the hands of a surgeon; but seeing that his alarm 
had positively half maddened him, I resolved to give him what assistance 
I could. I soon found that his fears were chimerical ; but he would not 
believe me.' When, however, I succeeded in convincing him that **all 
was yet right with him ,'* by referring the sensations which had alarmed 
him to an unperceived derangement of bis dress, tongue can not utter, 
nor I ever forget, the ecstasy with which he at last **gave to the- winds 
hfs fears." He insisted on my accepting one of the largest fees that bad 
ever been tendered me. 
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prescripUoas ia lu» presence , and pausing long over them Cor the 
purpose of ansuspectedly observing him ; and thongh he would 
teQ me that his *'mind was still as a stagnant pool /' his intense 
air, his corrugated brows and fixed eyes > evinced the most active 
exercise of thought. When in a sort of half-dozing state » he 
would often mutter about the subjects nearest his heart. *' Ah ! 
mwt go out — the — Bill, their touchstone — aye — though — 

and his Belial*tongue." 

• •••••••••• 

'' *T is cruel — 't is tantalizing, Doctor/' he said one morning, 
'*to find one's self held by the foot in this way, like a chained 
eagle ! The world forgets every one that slips for a moment from 
public view. Alas , alas ! my plans — my projects — are all un- 
ravelling ! " — '' Thy sun , young man , may go down at noon ! " 
I often thought , when reflecting on his restless and ardent spirit. 
He wanted case-hardening — long physical training, to fit him for 
the harassing and exhausting campaign ou which he had entered. 
Truly, truly, your politician should have a frame of adamant, and 
a mind * thereto conforming strictly.'' He should be utterly in- 
accessible to emotion — and especially to the finer feelings of our 
nature, since there is no room for their exercise. He should forget 
his heart, his family, his friends — every thing except his own 
interest and ambition. It should be with him as with a con* 
summate intriguer of old, — 

No rest, no breathing time had he, orlack'd — 
Lest from the slippery steep he suddenly 
Might fall. Of every Joy forgetful quite , 
Life's softness had no charm for him — 

His object sole 

To cheat the silly world of her applause ~ hiis eye 
Fix'd with stern steadfastness upon the Star 
That shed but madness on him. 

1 found Mr. Stafford one day in high chafe about a sarcastic 
allusion in the debate to a sentiment which he had expressed in 
Parliament— "Oh!— one might wither that fellow with a word or 
two, the stilted noodle ! " said he, pointing to the passage, while 
his eye glanced like lightning. 
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** Tou '11 more likely wither your own prospects of ever making 
the trial, if you don't moderate your exerttons/' I replied. He 
smiled incredulously, and made me no answer, but continued 
twisting about his pencil-case with a rapidity and energy which 
showed the high excitement under which he was labouring. His 
hard , jerking , irregular pulse, beating on the average a hundred 
a-minute, exCited my lively apprehensions, lest the increased 
action of the heart should bring on a second fit of blood-spitting. 
I saw clearly that it would be in vain for him to court the repose 
essential to his convalescence, so long as he continued in town; 
and, with infinite difiiculty, prevailed on him to betake himself 
to the country. We wrung a promise from him that he would set 
about '< unbending" — "unharnessing," as he called it — that he 
would give ** his constitution fair play." He itcknowledged that, 
to gain the objects he had proposed to himself, it was necessary 
for him "to husband his resources;" and briskly echoed my 
quotation — ^'neque semper arcum tendit Apollo I*' In short, wo 
dismissed him in the confident expectation of seeing him return, 
after a requisite interval, with recruited energies of body and mind. 
He had scarcely, however, been gone a fortnight, before a para- 
graph ran the round of the daily papers, announcing, as nearly 
ready for publication, a political pamphlet, "by Charles Stafford, 
Esq. M. P. ; " — and in less than thi^e weeks — sure enough — 
a packet was forwarded to my residence, from the publisher, con- 
taining my rebellious patient's pamphlet , accompanied with the 
following hasty note: — ^^AqxXtjme — Even with you! — you 
did not, you will recollect, interdict writing; and I have contrived 
to amuse myself with the accompanying trifle. — Please look at 
page — , and see the kind things I have said of poor Lord — , the 
worthy who attacked me the other evening in the House, behind 
my back." This " trifle " was in the form of a pamphlet of sixty- 
four pages , full of masterly argumentation and impetuous elo- 
quence; but, unfortunately, owing to the publisher's dilato- 
riness, it came "a day behind the fair,'* and attracted but little 
attention. 

His temporary rustication, however, was attended with at least 
two beneficial results, -> recruited health, and the heart of Lady 
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Emma — , the beautiful daughter of a nobleman remotely con- 
nected with Mr. Stafford's family, this attachment proved power- 
ful enough to alienate him for a while from the turmoils of political 
hfe; for not only did the beauty, wealth, and accomplishments ol 
Lady Emma — render her a noble prize , worthy of great effort to 
obtain , but a powerful military rival had taken the field before 
Mr. Stafford made his appearance , and seemed disposed to move 
heaven and earth to carry her off. It is needless to say, Itow such 
a consideration was calculated to rouse and absorb all the^'energies 
of the young senator, and keep him incessantly on the qui vive. 
It is said that the lady wavered for some time , uncertain to which 
of her brilliant suitors she should give the nod of preference. 
Chance decided the matter. It came to pass that a contested 
election arose in the county; and Mr. Stafford made a very ani- 
mated and successful speech from the hustings — not far from 
which, at a window, was standing Lady Emma — in favour of her 
ladyship's brother, one of the candidates. lo triumphel That 
happy evening the enemy '* surrendered at discretion:'' and ere 
long it was known far and wide, that — in newspaper slang — '*an 
affair was on the tapis" between Mr. Stafford and the *< beautiful 
and accomplished Lady Emma — ,^' Ac, Sec, 

It is my firm persuasion , that the diversion in his pursuits 
effected by this "affair," by withdrawing Mr. Stafford for a con- 
siderable interval from cares and anxieties which he was physically 
unable to cope with, lengthened his life for many years; giving 
England a splendid statesman, and this, my Diary, the sad records 
which are now to be laid before the reader. 



One characteristic of our profession, standing, as ft were, in 
such sad and high relief, as to scare many a sensitive mind from 
entering into its service, is, that it is concerned, almost exclusively, 
with the dark side of humanity. As carnage and carrion guide the 
gloomy flight of the vulture , so misery is the signal for a medical 
man's presence. fTe have to do, daily, with broken hearts, 
blighted hopes, pain, sorrow, death !* And though the satisfaction 
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arisfog from the due discharge of our duties be that of the good 
Samaritan — a rich return — we cannot help counting the heavy 
cost, — aching hearts, weary limbs, privations, ingratitude. Dark 
array ! It may be considered placing the matter in a i|rhimsicai 
point of Yiew; yet I have often thought that the two great profes- 
sions of Law and Medicine are but foul carrion birds, — the one 
preying on the moral, as the other on the physical, rottenness of 
mankind. 

** Those who are well, need not a physician ," say the Scrip- 
tures: and on this ground, it is easy to explain the melancholy hue 
pervading these papers. They are miri:ors reflecting the dark 
colours exposed to them. It is true , that some remote relations, 
arising out of the particular combinations of circumstances, first 
requiring our professional interference, may afford, as it were, « 
passing gleam of distant sunshine , in the development of some 
trait of beautiful character, some wondrous ^*good, from seeming 
ill educed;'' but these are incidental only, and evanescent — 
enhancing, not relieving the gloom and sorrow amid which we 
move. A glimpse of Heaven would but aggravate the horrors of 
Hell ! ^- These chilling reflections force themselves on my mind, 
when surveying the very many entries in my Diary , concerning 
the eminent individual whose case I am now narrating — con- 
cerning one who seemed born to bask in the brightness of life — 
to reap the full harvest of its joys and comforts, and yet *^walked 
in darkness!" Why should it have been so? Answer, — 
Ambition! 



The reader must hurry on with me through the next ten years 
of Mr. Stafford's life, during which period he rose with almost un- 
precedented rapidity. He had hardly time, as it were, to get warm 
in his nest, before he was called to lodge in the one above him, and 
then the one above that, and so on upwards, till people began to 
view his progress with their hands shading their dazzled eyes, 
while they exclaimed, '•^ fast for thp top qfthe treef He was 
formed for political popularity. He had a most winning, capti- 
vating, commanding style of delivery, which was always employed 
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in (he steady eonsisteot advocacy of one line of prine{pi<6« 'Sb» 
splendour of h» talents -*^ his tact and skill in debate -* t^ 
immense ^tent and atcnracy of his political information*-* early 
attracted tbeftotice of ministers, and lie was not soffered towatt 
long before they secured his services, by giving him a popular and 
inflnential office. Danog all this tinse, be maintained a very 
friendly intimacy with me , and often put into requisition my pro- 
fea^onal services* About eight o'clodc one Saturday evening, I 
received the following note from Mr. Stafford : — 

^'Dear— , excuse euessive haste. Let me entreat yon (I will 
bereafiler account (oi the soddenness of this application) to make 
instant arrangements for spending with me ihe-whole of to- 
morrow, (Sunday,) at-<-, and to set off from town tn time for 
breakfesting with Lady Emma and myself. Tour presence is re^ 
quired by most urg^t and special business; but allow me to beg 
you will appear at breakfiist with an nnconcerned air -« as a chance 
visitor* Yours always faithfolly, 

••C.STitFFOR©/' 

The words ^* whole" and '< special** were thrice underscored ; 
and this, added to the very unusual illegibility of the writing, be* 
trayed an nrgency, and even agitation , whidi a Httle disconcerted 
me. The abruptness of the application occasioned me some 
troid>le in making the requisite arrangements. As, however, it 
was not a bjusy time with me, I contrived to find a substitute for 
the nMtfrow in my friend Dr. D— • 

It was on a lovely Sabbath morning, in July 18 — , that, In 
obedience to the above hurried summons, I set off on horseback 
from the murky metropolis; and, after rather more than a two 
hours' ride, found myself entering the grounds of Mr. Stafford, 
who had recency purchased a beautiful villa on the htrnks of the 
Thames. It was about nine o'clock, and nature seemed but 
freshly awakened from the depth of her overnight's slumbers, her 
tresses all4ineurled , as it were> and her perfumed robes glistening 
with the pearls of morning dew. A deep and rich repose brooded 
over the scene, subduing every feeling of my soul into sympathy. 
A groom took my horse ; and finding that neither Mr. Stdford nor 

J)iaTif of a Physician, I. JJ^ 
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Lady Emma were yet stirriog , I resolved to walk aboat, and enjoy 
the scenery. In front of the house stretched a One lawn , studded 
here and there with laurel bushes , and other elegant shrubs, and 
sloping down to the river's edge , and on each side of the villa, 
and behind, were trees disposed with the most beautiftil and 
picturesque effect imaginable. Birds were carolling cheerfully 
and loudly on all sides of me, as though they were intoiicited 
with their own <' woodland melody." I walked about as amid 
enchantment, breathing the balminess and fragrance of the at- 
mosphere , as the wild horse snuffs the scent of the desert. How 
keenly are Nature's beauties appreciable when but rarely seen by 
her unfortunate admirer , who is condemned to a town life ! 

I stood on the lawn by the river's edge, watching the ripple of 
Uie retiring tide , pondering within myself whether it was possible 
for such scenes as these to have lost all charm for their restless 
owner. Did be relish or tolerate them? Could the pursuits of 
ambition have blunted — deadened , his sensibilities to the beauty 
of nature, the delights of home? These thoughts were passing 
through my mind, when I was startled by the tapping of a loose 
glove over my shoulder, and on turning round, beheld Mr. 
Stafford, in his Oowered morning gown, and his face partially 
shaded from the glare of the morning sun , beneath a broad- 
rimmed straw hat. ''Good morning. Doctor ^- good morning," 
said he ; **a thousand thanks for your attention ta my note of last 
night; but see! yonder stands Lady Emina , waiting breakflist for 
us ," pointing to her ladyship , who was standing at the window of 
the breakfast room. Mr. Stafford put his arm into mine , and we 
walked up to the house. * * My dear Sir , what can be the meaning 
of your " ~«- said I with an anxious look. 

''Not a word — not a breath — if you please , till we are alone 
after breakfast." 

*«Well — you are bent on tantalizing! — What can be the 
matter? What is this mountain-mystery ?" 

" It may prove a molehill, perhaps ," said he carelessly ; ^* but 
we '11 see after breakfast." 

''What an enchanting spot you have of iti" I exclaimed, pau- 
sing and looking around me. 
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<*0h, very paradisiacal^ I daresay^*' he replied, vitbanair 
of iodifference that was quite laughable. ^*By the way/' be added, 
hurriedly, ^'did you hear auy rumour about Lord — 's resigoa- 
lion late last night?" — ** Ves." — "And his successor, is he 
talked of?" he inquired eagerly, '* Mr. C — ." — ** Mr. C — ! Is 
it possible? Ah, ha" — he muttered, raising his band to his 
cheek , and looking thoughtfully downwards. 

*^Come, come, Mr. Stafford, 't is now my turn. Do drop 
these eternal politics for a few moments, 1 beg.** — **Ay, ay, 
* still harping on my daughter!' V^W sink the shop, however — 
for a while, as our town friends say. But I really beg pardon, *i is 
rude, very. But here we are. Lady Emma, Dr. — ," said he, 
as we approached her ladyship through the opened stained-glass 
doorway. She sat before the breakfast urn , looking, to my eyes, 
as bloomingly beautiful as at the time of her marriage , though ten 
summers had waved their silken pinions over her head, but so 
softly as scarcely to flutter or fade a feature in passing. Yes, thus 
she sat in her native loveliness and dignity, the airiness of girl- 
hood passed away into the mellowed maturity of womanhood ! She 
looked the 6eati^a/ of simple elegance in h^r long snowy morn- 
ing dress, her clustering auburn hair surmounted with a slight 
gossamer network of blonde — not an ornament about her ! I have 
her figure, even at this interval of time, most vividly before me, 
as she sat on that memorable morning, unconscious that the er-> 
rand which made mt her guest involved — but I will not antici- 
pate. She adored , nay idolized , her husband — little as she 
saw of him — and he was in turn as fondly attached to her as a 
man could be , whose whole soul was swallowed up in ambition. 
Yes, he was not the Grst to whom political pursuits have proved a 
very disease , shedding blight and mildew over Ike heart ! 

I thought I detected an ^pearanc^ of restraint in the manner 
of each. Lady Emma ofltn cast a furtive glance of anxiety at her 
husband — and with reason — for his features wore an air of re- 
pressed uneasiness. He was now and then absent, and, when 
addressed by either of us, would reply with a momentary stern- 
ness of manner — passing, however , instantly away — which 
showed that his mind was occupied with unpleasant or troubled 

22* 
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thoughts. He seemed at lust aw&re that his demeaaonr attracted 
otir observation, and took to acting. All traces of anxiet/ or 
uneasiness disappeared , and gave place to his usual perfect ur- 
banity and cheerfulness. Lady Emma's manner towards me, 
too , was cooler than usual y which t attributed to the ikct of my 
presence not haying been sufficiently accounted for. My embar* 
rassment may be easily conceived. 

**What a delicious morning!" exclaimed Lady j^mma , look- 
ing through the window at the fresh blue sky, and the cheery 
prospect beneath. We echo^ her sentiments. '* I think ," said 
I, *4hat could I call such a little paradise as this muwy t would 
quit the smoke and uproar of London for ever l*/ — *'I wish all 
thought with you, Dr. — ," replied her ladyship with a sigh, 
looking touchingly at her husband. 

*' What opportunities for tranquil thought ! " I went on. 

'*JLj, and so forth!" said Bfr. Stafford, gaily. ''Listen to 
another son of peace and solitude, ^uy Lord Roscommon — 

Hail, sacred Solitude! from this ealm bay, 
I view the world's tempestuous sea , 

And with Wise pride despise 

All those senseless vanities: 
With pity moved for others , cast away 
On rocks of hopes and fears , I see them toss'd 
On rocks of foUy , and of vice, I see them lost: 
Some the ^^ailing malice of the great , 

Unhappy men V or adverse fate. 
Sunk deep into the gulfs of an afflicted state: 
But more, far more, a numberless prodigious train, 
Whilst Virtue couils them, but^ alas! in vain, 

Fly from her kind embracing arms, 
Deaf to her fondest^caHlf bnnd to jier greatest charms. 
And, sunk in pleasures, and in^uUsh ease. 
They, in their shipwreck'd %Ule, Veml^lves obdurate please. 
♦ ♦ ♦ * « * « 

Here may I always on this ^owny grass. 
Unknown, unseen, my easy moments pass , 
Till, with a gentle force, victorious Death 

My solitude invade. 
And, stopping for a while my breath. 
With ease convey me to a better shade! 
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''7We'# for yon, my lady! Well sung, my Lord Eoscom- 
monl Beaatifol as true I" eiclaimed Mr, Stafford, gaily, as 
600Q as he had concluded repeating the above ode , In his pwo 
distinct and beautiful elocution , with real pathos of manner; but 
his mouth and eye betrayed that his own mind sympathized not 
with the emotions of the poet, but rather despised the air of in- 
glorious repose they breathed. The tears were in Lady Emma's 
eyes, as she listened to him ! Presently one of his daughters, a fine 
little girl about six years of age, came sidling and simpering iQto 
the room , and made her vay to Gbr mother. She was a lively, 
rosy, arcb-cyed little creature , and her father looked fondly at 
her for a moment, excl^LmiDg, '^Well, Eleanor!*' and his 
thoughts had evidenily soon passed far away. The conversation 
turned on Mr. Stafford's reckless, absorbing pursuit Of politics, 
which L^dy Emma and 1 deplored, and entreated him to give 
more of his Unie .11 id ttffcctioni lo domestic concerns. * * "Tou 
talk to nie as U I w(rc dying /' said he, rather petulantly, 
'* why should L not pursue my profession — my legitimate pro- 
fession?— As for your siiU waters -4- your pastoral simplici- 
ties — your Atc^di^D bliss — pray what inducements have I 
to run counter to my own inclinations to cruise what you are 
pleased to call the stormy sea of politics?" — **What induce- 
ments? — Charles, Charles, can't you Ond them Aerefsaid his 
lady, pointing to herself and her daughter, ^r, Stafford's eyes 
filled with tears, even to overflowing, and he grasped her hand 
with affectionate energy, took bis eniilin^ unconscious daughter 
on his knee and kissed her with passiouait' fervour. '^Semel in- 
sanivimus omjies " liemutEered lo me^ a lew moments after, as 
if ashanied of the display be Md i^eently m:ide. For my own part, 
I saw that he oCL'^isiuunlly losl the coutrol over feelings which were, 
for some reason or oiber, disturbed and excited. What could 
possibly have occurred? Slrin^e a^ it may seem, a thought of 
the real state of nio iters , as they will presently be disclosed, never 
for an instant crossed my m i n d. I longed — I almost sickened — 
for the promised opportunity of being alone with him. |t was 
soon afforded me by the servants appearing at ihn ^^t, ffnd an- 
nouncing the carriage. 
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"Oh dearl positively prayers will be over!" exclaimed Lady 
Emma, rising, and looking hurriedly at her watch, we've quite 
forgotten church hours! do you accompany as, Doctor?" said 
she, looking at me* 

"No, Emma," replied Mr. Slaflford, quickly, "you and the 
family must go alone this morning — I shall stop and keep Dr. — 
company, and take a walk over the country for once." Lady Emma, 
with an unsatisfied glance at both of us, withdrew. Mr. Stafford 
immediately proposed a walk^ and we were soon on our way to a 
small gothic alcove near the water side. 

•*Now, Doctor, to the point," said he abruptly, as soon as 
we were seated. " Can I reckon on a real Mend in you?" scruti- 
nizing my features closely. 

"Most certainly you mny," 1 replied* with astonishment. 
"What can I do for you? — Someihitrf; or other is wrong, I fear! 
Can /do any thing for you in nnj- way?*' 

"Yes," said he deliberalcly, and looking Qiedly at me, as if 
to mark the effect of his words; *'l shall require a proof of your 
friendship soon ; I must have your services this evening— at seven 
o'clock." 

" Gracious Heaven , Mr. Stafford ! — why — why — is it pos- 
sible that — do I guess aright?" I stammered almost breathless, 
aud rising from my seat. 

" Oh , Doctor -^ don't be foolish — excuse me — but don't — 
don't, I beg. Pray give me your answer ! I *m sure you under- 
stand my question/' AgUatjon deprived me for a while of ut- 
terance. 

"I beg an answer, Dr, — /' he resumed coldly, "as if you 
refuse, I shall be very mueh titicDDvenleiieed. 'T is but a little 
affair — a silly business, thai dreumstnnces have made inevi- 
table — I 'm sure you must hare seen a hlui at it in the last night's 
papers. Don't misunderstand me/' he proceeded, seeing me 
continue silent; *'r don't wish jou to tokc an active part in the 
business — but to be on the spot — and , in the event of any thing 
unfortunate happening to me — to hurry home here , and prepare 
Lady Emma and the family ^ that is all. Mr. G— ," — naming 
a well-known army surgeon — " will attend professionally." I was 
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SO coDfomided with the snddeDness of the applieatfon that I could 
do nothing more than mutter indistinctly my regret at what had 
happened* 

*^ Well , Doctor — ,* he continued, in a haughty tone, **I find 
that, after all, I have been mistakeo in my man. I own I did not 
eipect that this — the first favour I have ever asked at your hands, 
and , possibly , the last — would have been refused. But I must 
insist on an answer one way or another; you must be aware I 've 
no time to lose." 

**Mr. Stafford •— pardon me -^ you mistake me! Allow me a 
word; you cannot have committed yourself rashly in this afiTair ! 
Consider Lady Emma — your children — " 

**I have — I have," he answered, grasping my hand, while 
his voice faltered, **and I need hardly inform you that it is that 
consideration only which occasions the little disturbance of man- 
ner you may have noticed. But you are man of the world enough 
to be aware that I must go through with the business. I am not 
the challenger." 

I asked him for the particulars of the affair. It originated in a 
biting sarcasm which he had uttered , with reference to a young 
nobleman, in the House of Commons, on Friday evening, which 
had been construed Into a personal affront , and for which an apo- 
logy had been demanded , — mentioning the alternative , in terms 
almost approaching to insolence , evidently for the purpose of pro- 
voking him into a refusal to retract or apologise. 

**It 's my firm persuasion that there is a plot among a certain 
party to destroy me ^- to remove an obnoxious member from the 
House — and this is the scheme they have hit upon ! I have suc- 
ceeded, I find, in annoying the -> interest beyond measure; and 
so they must at all events get rid of me! Ay, this cur of a lordling 
it is," he continued, with fierce emphasis, " who is to make my 
sweet wife a widow, and my children orphans — for Lord — is 
notoriously one of the best fehots in the country ! Poor — poor 
Emma!" he exclaimed with a sigh, thrusting his hand into his 
bosom , and looking down dejectedly. We neither of us spoke for 
s*me time. ** Would to Heaven we had never been married ! " he 
resumed. ** Poor Lady Emma leads a wretched life of it , I fear I 



344^ THE STATESMAN. 

Bat I honeidj warned her that my life voold he strewn with tkerny 
cares , even t^ the grave's brink ! " 

'* So yon have really pitched upon this evening -.* Suaday 
evening, for this dreadful business?" linquired* 

'^Exactly. We must be on the spot by sevon precisdy. I say 
WB, Doctor," he continued, laying his hand on mine^ I coo- 
sented to accompany him. ''Come, now, that's kind I I '11 re- 
member you for it. •• * It is now neariy half-past twelve ," look- 
ing at his watch, ** and by one, my Lord A — ," mentioning a well- 
fcnown nobleman, *MMo be here; who is to stand by me on the 
occasion. I wish he were here ; for I 've added a codicil to my 
will, and want you both to witness my signature, • * * I look a 
little fagged — don't I?" he asked, with a smile. I told him he 
certainly looked rather sallow and worn. *^How does our frieid 
walk his paces?" he inquired , baring his wrist for me to feel lis 
pulse. The eirculalion was little , if at all disturbed , and I told 
him so. *' It would not have been very wonderful if it had, I 
think; for I 've been up half the night — till nearly five this morn- 
ing, correcting the two last proof-sheets of my speech on the — 
Bill, which — is publishing. I think it will read well; at least I 
hope it wiU, in common justice to myself, for it was most vilely 
curtailed and misrepresented by the reporters. By the way *— 
would you believe it? — Sir — 's speech that night was nothing but 
a hundredth hash of mine which I delivered in the House more than 
eight years ago!" said he, with an eager and contemptuous air. 
I made him no reply; for my thoughts were too sadly occupied with 
the dreadful communication he had recently made me. I abhorred, 
and do abhor and despise duelling, both in theory and prac- 
tice ; and now , to have to be present at one , and one in which my 
friend — such a friend ! -r was to be a principal. This thou^^t, 
and a glance at the possible, nay, probable, desolation and 
brokenheartedness which might follow, was almost too much for 
me. But I knew Mr. Stafford's disposition too well to attempt 
eipofttulation — especially in the evidently morbid state of his 
feelings. 

««Come, come. Doctor, let 's walk a little. Tour feelings fla^ 
You might be going to receive satiifaotion yourself," with a bitt<r 
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8ne^» *MDstetd of seeing it given and iaktn by oUiers. Come, 
cheer, cheer up." He put his arm in mine, and led me a few 
steps across the lawn, by the watcr-^ide. **Dear, dear me!" 
said he, with a chagrined air, polling out his watch hastily , *'I 
wish to Heaven my Lord A-^ would make his appearance* I pro- 
test her ladyship will have returned from church before we have 
settled our few matters, unless, by the way^ she drives round by 
Admiral — 's , as she tallied of last night. Ob , my God ! think of 
my leaving her and the girls , with a gay air, as if we parted but for 
an hour, when it m^y be for ever! And yet what eanont do?'* 
While he was speaking, my eye caught sight of a servant making 
his way towards us rapidly through the shrubbery , bearing in his 
hand a letter, which he put into Mr. StafiTord's hand, saying, a 
courier had brought it that moment, and was waiting to take an 
answer back to town. "Ah — very good ^ let him wait till I come/' 
said Mr. Stafford . * 'Excuse me, Doctor — ," bursting open the enve- 
lope with a little trepidation, and putting it into my hands, while he 
read the enclosed note. The envelope bore in one corner the name 
of the premier, and in the other the wordd ** private and conOden- 
tial,'' and was sealed with the private crest and coronet of the Earl* 

*' Great God! — read it!" exclaimed Mr. Stafford, thrusting 
the note before me , and elevating his eyes and hands despairingly. 
Much agitated myself, at witnessing the effect of the communica- 
tion on my friend, I took it, and read nearly as follows: — **My 
dear Stafford , — I had late last night his Majesty's commands to 
offer you the seals of the — office , accompanied with the most 
gracious expressions of co/isideration for yourself personally, and 
his conviction that you will discharge the important duties hence- 
forth devolving upon you, with honour to yourself^ and advantage 
to his Majesty's councils. In all which , I need hardly assure you, 
I most heartily concur. I beg to add , that I shall feel great pride 
and pleasure in having you for a colleague — and it has not been 
my fault that such was not the case eariier. May I entreat your 
answer by the bearer's return? as the state of public affatr^wftl not 
admit of delay in filling up so important an office. I beg you will 
believe me, ever yours, most faithfully.^ 

^'JThitehaU^ Stmdaymmy 12 o* clock.** 
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After horriedly reading the above, I eontfooed holding the 
letter in my hands, speechlessly gazing at Mr. Stafford. Well 
might such a bitter balk excite the tumultuoos conflict of passions 
which the varying features of Mr. Stafford — now flushed-— now 
pale •— too truly evidenced. This dazzling proffer made him only 
a few hours before his standing the fatal fire of an accomplished 
duellist I I watched him in silent agony. At length he clasped his 
hands with passionate energy, and exclaimed — **0h! madness 
— madness — madness ! — Just within reach of the prize I have 
run for all my life!" At that instant a wherry, full of bedizened 
Londoners, passed close before us on their way towards Rich- 
mond; and 1 saw by their whispers that they had recognised Mr. 
Stafford. He also saw them , and exclaimed to me in a tone I shall 
never forget, ** Happy, happy fools!" and turned away towards 
the house. He removed his arm from mine , and stood pondering 
for a few mdments with his eyes fixed on the grass. 

'* Doctor, what's to be DONE?" — he almost shouted, turning 
suddenly to me, grasping my arm, and staring vacantly into my 
face. I began to fear lest he should totally lose the command of 
himself. 

"For God's sake, Mr. Stafford, be calm! — recollect your- 
self I — or madness — ruin — I know not what — is before you! '* 
I said in an earnest imploring tone , seeing his eye still glaring 
fixed upon me. At length he succeeded in overmastering his feel- 
ings. '* Oh i — folly, folly, this! Inevitable! — IneviUble!" he 
exclaimed in a calmer tone. ^^But the letter must be answered. 
What can I say, Doctor?" putting his arm in mine , and walking 
up to the house rapidly. We made our way to the library, and 
Mr. Stafford sat down before his desk. He opened his portfeuille 
slowly and thoughtfully. ** Of course — decline? *' said he , with 
a profound sigh , turning to me with his pen in his hand. 

««No — assuredly, it would be precipitate. Wait for the issue 
of this sad business. You mat escape." — *^No — no — no! 
My Lord — is singularly prompt and decisive in all be does — 
espeeially in disposing of his places. I must — I must — ay " — 
beginning to write — *'I must respectfully decline — altogether* 
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But on what groands? O God ! even sfaoald I escape to-day, I am 
raioed for ever In Parliament 2 What will become of me?" He laid 
down the pen , and moved his hand rapidly over his face. 

*'Why — perhaps it would be better. — Tell his lordship 
frankly how you are circnmstanced." 

*'Tut!" he exclaimed impetuously , '*ask him tor peace^ 
officers I a likely thing!" He pressed both his hands on his fore- 
head, leaning on his> elbows over the desk. A servant that moment 
appeared, and said --'^Please, Sir, the man says he had orders 
not to wait more than Gve minutes — " 

*' Begone! Let him wait, Sir I" thundered Mr. Stafford — and 
resumed his pen. 

^* Can't you throw yourself on his lordship's personal good 
feeling towards you, and say that such an offer requires considera- 
tion — that it must interfere with , and derange, on the instant, 
many of your political engagements — and that your answer shall 
be at Whitehall by — say nine o'clock this evening? So you will 
gain time at least." 

«* Good. 'T will do — a fair plea for time ; but I 'm afraid ! " 
said he, mournfully; and taking his pen , he wrote off an answer 
to that effect. He read it to me — folded it up — sealed it — di- 
rected it in his usual bold and flowing hand — I rang for the ser- 
vant — and, in a few moments , we saw the courier galloping past 
the window. 

^*Now, Doctor, isn't this enough to madden me? OGod! it's 
intolerable!" said he, rising and approaching me, — **my glo- 
rious prospects to be darkened by this speck — this atom of pup- 
pyism — of worthlessness," — naming Lord — , his destined 
opponent. ** Oh — (^ there were — if there toere " — he resumed, 
speaking fiercely through his closed teeth, his eyes glaring down- 
wards, and his hands clenched. He soon relaxed. '* Well, well I 
it can't be helped ; 't is inevitable -» ndvrmq TtiptTtQwrai xavta 
novn lipfvltrou — I must say with Medea. Ah! — Lord A— at 
last,** he said f as a gentleman, followed by his groom, rode past 
the window. In a few moments he entered the library. His stature 
was lofty , his features commanding , and his bearing fraught with 
composure and military hauteur. **Ah — Stafford, — good 
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momSog I '' said he , apppoachlDg and shaking him wannly by th6 
band, *^iipoD my soul I 'm sorry for the basiness I 'm come 
about." 

**Icaii sympathize with yon, I think," replied Mr. Stafford, 
calmly. '* My Lord, allow me —Dr. t— " I bowed. "Folly in 
my confidence — an old friend," he whispered Lord A-—, in 
eonseqoenee of his Lordship's inquisitive suspicious glance. * ^ 
'*^Well, you must tejich the presumptuous puppy better maraoers 
thfiseveuing!" said his Lordship, adjusting his black stock with 
an indifferent air. 

** Ay — nothing like a leaden less oh ," Teplied Mr. Stafford 
with a cold smile. 

— *'For a leaden head, too , by *-! " rejoined his Lordship, 
quickly. ** We shall run yon pretty fair through, I think; for we 
have determined on putting you up at six paces *^" 

•* 8ii paces 1 — why we shall blow one another to ^^ ! " echoed 
Mr. Stafford, with aonsternation. *^*Twould be rather bard to 
go there in such bad company, I own. Six paces ! " continued Mr. 
Stafford , " how could yon be so absurd ! — It will be deliberate 
murder ! " 

**Poh, poh! — never a bit of it, my dear fellow -^ never a bit 
of it ! — I 've put many up at that distance -* and, believe me, the 
chances are ten to two that both miss.'' 

** Both miss at six paces I ** inquired Mr. Stafford , with an in- 
credulous smile. 

*'Ay! both miss, I say; and no wonder either. Suck con- 
tiguity — Egad , 't would make a statue nervous ! " 

"But, A — ! have you really determined on putting us np at 
six paces?" again inquired Mr. Stafford earnestly. 

" Most unquestionably," replied htsLordship, briskly; adding, 
rather coldly, "I flatter myself, Stafford, that when a man's 
honour is at stake, six, or sixty paces, are matters equally in- 
different. 

**Ay, ay, A—, I dare say," replied Mr. Stafford, with a 
mriancholy air; "but 't is hard to die by the hands of a puppy, 
and uhder such cf reumstances ! Did you not meet a man on 
horseback?" 
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••Ay, ty," relied his Lordship, eagerly; **1 did-* a courier 
of my Lof d —'8 , and thanderiDg towBWard , a^ a prodigious rata. 
Any doitgs there between yoa and the premier ? '' 

•'Beadr* said Mr. Stafford , putting Lord — 'e letter into his 
hand. Before his Lordship bad more than half read it, he let it 
fall on the table, exclaiming, *'€rood God! has there ever sueh 
Ad unibrtunate thing in the world before ! ^ Ha'n't it really driven 
you mad, fttaflbrd?" 

^'No>" he reptied with a sigh; '*the Chittg must be borne J" 
Lord A-^ Walked a few steps about the room, thoughtfully, with 
energetic gestured* * ' If — if I could but find a preleit-^ if I eoidd 
but come across the puppy, in the interval --^ I 'd give my life to 
have a shot preparatory with him ! " he muttered. Mr. Stafford 
smiled. '* While I think of it," said he, opening his desk, *' here 's 
my will. I wish you and Dr^ -^ to see me sign.** We did -^ and 
infixed our Mmes. 

• *•*••• 

*'9y the way," said his Lord^ip, suddenly addressing Mr. 
Stafford, wlio, with his chin resting on his hands, and his features 
Hrearing an air of intense thought, had been silent for some mi- 
nutes; **how do you put off Lady Emma to-day? How do you 
account for your absence?" 

**Why, I 've told her we three were engaged to dinner at 
^ — 's," naming a neighbouring Baronet. •^I 'm afraid it will 
kili Lady Emma if I fall,*^ he faltered, while the tears rushed to his 
eyes. He stepped towards the decanters, which had, a little while 
before, been brought in by ihe servant; and, alter asking us to do 
the same ^ poured out a glass > and drank it hastily •— and another 
— and another. 

** Well^ this is one of the saddest affairs, altogether, that I ever 
knew ! " exclaimed his Lordship. ** Stafford , I feel for you from 
my heart's core — 1 do ! " he continued , grasping him affectio- 
nately by the hand : ** here 's to your success to-night, and. God *s 
blessing to Lady Emma ! " Mr. Stafford started suddenly from himy 
and walked to the window* where he stood for a few minutes ip 
silence. '* Lady Emma is returning, I see," said he, approaching 
us. His features e^ibited little or no traces of agitation. He 
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p(»ired out another glass of wfoe, and drank it off at a dcangbt, 
and had hardly set down the glass, before the carriage steps were 
heard letting down at the door. Mr. Stafford turned to them wUh 
an eye of agony , as his lady and one of her little girls descended. 

*' I think we 'd perhaps better not join her Ladyship before oar 
setting off/' said Lord A. — , looking anxiously at poor Stafford. 

"Oh, but we will" said he, leading to the door. He had 
perfectly recovered his self-possession. I never knew a man that 
had such remarkable command efface and manner as Mr. Stafford. 
I was amazed at the gay — almost nonchalant — air with which be 
walked up to Lady Emma — asked her about the sermon — whe- 
ther she had called at Admiral — 's — and several other such 
questions. 

•* Ah ! and how is it with you, my little Hebe — eh?" said he, 
taking the laughing girl into his arms, laughing, tickling and 
kissing her, with all a father's fondness, /saw his heart was swell- 
ing within him; and the touching sight brougbt, with powerful 
force, to my recollection a similar scene in the Medea ofEuripides, 
where the mother is bewailing over the **Iast smile" of her chil- 
dren. * He succeeded in betraying no painful emotion in his lady's 
presence, and Lord A— took good care to engage her in incessant 
conversation. 

*'What does your Ladyship say to a walk thr6ugh the 
grounds?" said he, proffering his arm, which she accepted, and 
we all walked out together. The day was beautiful, but oppres- 
sively sultry , and we turned our steps towards the plantations. 
Mr. Stafford and I walked together, and slipped a little behind for 
the purpose of conversation* * ' I sha'n't have much opportunity of 

* I shall be pardoned, I am sare> by the classical reader, for re- 
miodiog him of the exquisite language of the original: 

(P<0 ! q)(v\ — rt 7tgoaSi^xt<r&i fi*o /iftaaup , rinva; 

— Tt TrooayeXottB rov navvaraxw yiXotv; 
a* — at ! — xocQSla ydg o*;!f «t«* 

— ofifia qiou^Qov ws itdov thvwf 1 
owjc av dwoii/jujvl 

ECR. Med, ia8a--40. 
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speaking with 700, Doctor," said he, '* so 1 11 say what is upper- 
most DOW. Be sure, my dear Doctor, to hurry from the Geld — 
which is ahout four miles from my bouse — to Lady Emma, id the 
eveat of my being either killed or wounded, and do what you think 
best , to prepare my wife for the event. I cannot trust her to bet- 
ter , gentler hands than yours — my old , my tried friend ! — You 
know where my will is — and I 've given directions for my 
funeral." 

'* dear, dear Stafford ! " I interrupted him, moved almost to 
tears, * * donH speak so hopelessly ! " 

"0 Doctor — nonsense! there 's no disguising matters from 
one's self. Is there a chance for me ? No : I 'm a murdered man ; 
and can you doubt it? Lord — can do only one thing well in the 
world, and that is, hit his man at any distance ; and then six paces 
off each other ! Lord A — may say what he likes ; but I call it a 
murder. However, the absurd customs of society mtist be com- 
plied with 1 — I hope ," he added , after a pause , * ^ that when the 
nine days' wonder of the affair shall have passed off — if I fall — 
when the press shall cease its lying about it — that my friends will 
do justice to my memory. God knows , I really love my country, 
and would have served it : it was my ambition to do so ; but it 's 
useless talking now! — I am excessively vexed that this affair 
should have occurred before the — question comes on, in prepara- 
tion for which I have been toiling incessantly , night and day, for 
this month past. I know that great expectations—" At that instant. 
Lord A — and Lady Emma met us, and we had no farther oppor- 
tunity of conversing. We returned to lunch after a few minutes' 
longer walk. 

''God bless you, Emma!" said Mr. Stafford , nodding, with 
an affectionate smile, as he took wine with his lady. He betrayed 
no emotion throughout the time we sat together, but conversed 
long — and often in a Ihrely strain - on the popular tbpics of the 
day. He rang for his valet, and directed him to have his toilet 
ready and to order the carriage for four o'clock. He then with- 
drew: and in about a quarter of an hour's time, returned, dressed 
in a blue surtout and white trowsers. He was a very handsome, 
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weH-made kuan , and seemed dressed with particular elegance , I 
thought. 

** Upon my liOBOUr, Charles, yon are in a pretty dinner^irimy" 
said Lady Emma, **and all of you, I protest P she continued, 
looking round with surprise at our walking dress. Mr. Stafford 
told her, with a laugh , that we were going to meet none but 
bachelors. 

** WhatI — why, where will the Miss -s be?" 

*' Ordered out» my lady, for the day," replied Lord A—, with 
a smile, promptly, lest his friend should hesitate ; '''tis to be a 
model of a divan, I understand ! " 

*' Don't be late, love ! " said Lady Emma to her husband, as be 
was drawing on his gloves; ''you know I 've little enough of you at 
all times — don't — don't be late 1 " 

««No — no later than I can help , certainly!" said he, moving 
to the door. 

' * Say eleven — will you ? — come, for once / ** 

" Well— yes. I will return by eleven," he replied, pointedly, 
and I detected a little tremulousness in his tone. 

*'Papal papa!" eielaimed his little daughter, running across 
the hall , as her father was on the carriage Steps; "Papa ! papa ! 
may I sit up to-night till you come home?" He made no reply, but 
beckoned us in , hurriedly — sat back in his seal — thundered, 
" Drive ou, Sir ! " and burst into tears. 

"Oh, my dear fellow — Stafford ~ Stafford! This will 
never do. What will our friends on the ground say?" inquired 
Lord A — . 

"What they like ! " replied Mr. Stafford, sternly, still in tears. 
He soon recovered himself. 

* * After driving some time, " Now, let me give you a bit of 
advice," said Lord A — , in an earnest tone, " we shall say only 
one word, by way of signal — ' Fire ! ' and be sure to fire while you 
are in the act of raising your pistol." 

"Oh, yes — yes — yes — I understand —" 

"Well, but be sure^* don't think of pointing first , and then 
firing — or , by — , you '11 assuredly fire over his head or fire far 
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on one side. Onlf recollect to do as I say , and you m\t take him 
full in the ribs, or clip him in the neck, or at least wing him." 

**My dear fellow, do you take me for a novice? Do you forget 
my affair with—?" inquired Mr. Stafford, impatiently. 

**I promised to meet G — about here," said Lord A — , put- 
ting his head out of the window. *'Egad, ifhe is not punctual, I 
don't know what we shall do, for he 's got my pistol-case. Where 

— where is he?" he continued, looking up the road. ** There P' 
he exdaimed, catching sight of a horseman riding at a very slow 
pace. After we had overtaken him , and Lord A— bad taken the 
pistol-case into the carriage, and Mr. Stafford had himself examined 
the pistols carefully , we rode side by side till we came near the 
scene of action. During that time , we spoke but little , and that 
little consisted of the most bitter and sarcastic expressions of Mr. 
Stafford's contempt for his opponent, and regret at the occurrence 
which had so tantalized him, alluding to Lord — ^'s offer of the — 
office. About ten minutes to seven , we alighted , and gave the 
coachman orders to remain there tiii we returned. The evening 
was lovely ^— the glare of day ** mellowed to that tender light" 
which characterizes a summer evening in the country. As we 
walked across the fields towards the appointed spot, I felt sick and 
faint with irrepressible agitation, and Mr. G — , the surgeon, with 
whom I walked, joked with me at my '^ squeamishness," much in 
the style of tars with sea-sick passengers. '^ There 's nothing in it 

— nothing," said he ; ^* they '11 take care not to hurt one another. 
'T is a pity too that such a man as Mr. Stafford should run the risk. 
What a noise it will make ! " I let him talk on , for I could not 
answer, till we approached the fatal field , which we entered by a 
gjrp. Lord A — got through first. ♦* Punctual, however," said 
he, looking round at Mr. Stafford , who was following. ** There 
they are — just getting over the stile. Inimitable cdxcomb ! " 

**Ay, there they are, sure enough," replied be, shading his 
eyes. **A— , for God's sake , take care not to put me against the 
sunshine — it will dazzle — " 

**0h, never fear; it will go down before then; 'tis but just 
above the horizon now." A touching image , I thought! It might 
be so with Mr. Stafford — his sun ** might go down — at noon I" 
Diary of a Phytician. I. 23 
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^*fitop» my lord/' 6ai4 Mr. Siaflford, moUoniDg Lord A*- 
back, wd pfessing his hand to his forflbead. **▲ moment — 
«U»w 4kia ! Let me see — is there any thing I 'va forgot? Oh , I 
thought there vas!" He hurriedly requested Lord ▲— , after the 
affair, in the oveat of ita proving bloody, to callonthenunister 
and eaplain it all. > Lord A-- projmsed to do so. <^^ Ah *-« here, 
too/' unbuttoning biasurtout, ^''tkU must not habere, I 
suppose ; " and b» removed a anaU gold snoff-box from his right 
to his left vaistcoat poeket. '*Let tbe hloicldiead have bis full 
chance." 

«SStuf» stuf » StaffordI Tha» *% Quixotic!" muttered Lord 
A — • He was much paler, and oMre thoughtful than I had seen 
him all along, . All this occurred du much less time than I have 
taken to tell it. We all passed loto the field; and as we ^h 
preached, sawLord — and his second, who were, waiting our 
arrivaL The appe^ao^e of the fonner was that of a handsome 
fashionable young man , mik very light hair, and lightly dressed 
altogether; and he walked to and* fro, switching about a little 
riding-^ane, Afr. Stafford leased Lord A—, who joined the 
other second, and conmenced/the preliminary arrangenients; 

I never saw a greater contrast, than there was between the de- 
meanour of Mr. Stafford and his opponent. There stood the 
former his hat fading his eyes , his arms folded , eyeing the mo- 
tions of his antagonist wUh alook of supreme —: of utter contempt; 
for I saw his compressed and ended upper lip. Lord — betrayedan 
anxiety — a visible effort to appear unconcerned. He *^ overdid 
it." He was evidently as uneasy, in the contiguity of Mr. Stafford, 
as the rabbit shivering under the baleful glare of the rattlesnake's 
eye* One little cinmunstance was full of character at that agitating 
mosMDt. Lord — r, anxious to i manifest every appearance of 
coolness and indifference, seemed bent on demolishing a nettle, or 
some other prominent weed , and was making repeated strokes at 
it with the little whip he held. ThUy a few seconds before his life 
was to be jeopardied ! Mr. Stafford stood watching tliis puerile feat 
in the position I have focmevly mentioned , and a withering smile 
stole over his lealnredv while be mattered -- if I heard correctly—. 
^* Poor boy I poor boy!" 
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At length the yiork of loading befog completed, and the 
distance — six paces — duly stepped out, the duc^sts wi^ed ap 
to their respective stations. Their proximity was perfectly frighl^ 
All. The pistols were then placed in their hands « and we stepped 
to a Httie distance from them. 

^Fn«!" said Lord A—; and the word had hmrdly passed his 
lips , before Lord — 's ball whizzed close past the ear of Mr. Staf- 
ford. The latter, who had not eYen elevated his pistol at the word 
of command, after eyeing his antagonist for an instant with a 
scowl of contempt, fired in the air, and thCD jerked the pistol 
away towards Lord — , with the distinctly audible words *— 
** Kennel, Sir! J^ennell" He then walked towards the ^[lot where 
Mr. G-- and I were standing. Would to heaven he had never 
uttered the words in question! Lord — had heard them, and 
followed him, ftiriously exclaiming, **Do you call tkU satisDiction, 
Sir?" and, through his second, insisted on a second interchange 
of shots. In vain did Lord A — vehemently protest that k was 
contrary to aH the laws of duelling, and that he would leave the 
ground — they were inflexible. Mr. Stafford approached Lord 
A — , and whispered, *'For God's sake, A — , don't hesitate. 
Load ^ load a^in ! The fool will rush on his fate. Put us up 
again , and see if 1 fire a second time in the air ! " His second 
slowly and reluctantly assented, and reloaded. Again the hostile 
couple stood at the same distance from each other, pale with fury ; 
and at the word of command , both fired , and both fell. At one 
bound I sprung towards Mr. Stafford, almost blind with agitation. 
Lord A — had him propped against his knee , and with his white 
pocket-handkerchief was endeavouring to stanch a wound in the 
right side. Mr. Stafford's fire had done terrible execution, for his 
ball had completely shattered the lower jaw of his opponent, who 
was borne off the field instantly. Mr. Stafford swooned , and was 
some minutes before he recovered, When he exclaimed feebly, 
••God forgive me and be with my poor wife!" We attempted io 
mov^ him, when he swooned a second time, and we were afraid it 
was aU over with him. Again, however, he recovered ; and, open- 
ing his eyes, he saw me with my fingers at his pulse. *• Oh, Doctor, 
Doctor! what did you promise! Remember Lady Emm— ." he 

23* 
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could not get out the word. I waited till the surgeon had asceN 
tained generally the nature of the wound, which he presenUj 
pronounced not fatal, and assisted in binding it up, and conveying 
him to the carriage. I then mounted Mr. G—'s horse, and hniv- 
ried on to communicate the dreadful intelligence to Lad j Emma. 
I galloped every step of the way and found, on my arrival, that her 
ladyship had but a few moments before adjourned to the drawing- 
room , where she was sitting at coffee. Thither I followed the 
servant, who announced me. Lady Emma was sitting by the tea- 
table, and rose on hearing my name. When she saw my agitated 
manner, the colour suddenly faded (torn her cheeks. She elevated 
her arms, as if deprecating my intelligence; and before I could 

reach her, bad fallen fainting on the floor. 

• ••••••• 

I cannot undertake to describe what took place on that dread- 
ful night. All was confusion — agony — despair. Mr. Stafford 
was in a state of Insensibility when he arrived at home , and was 
immediately carried up to bed. The surgeon succeeded in extract- 
ing the ball, which had seriously ii^ured the fifth and sixth ribs, 
but had not penetrated to the lungs. Though the wound was 
serious, and would require careful and vigilant treatment, there 
was no ground for apprehending a mortal issue. As for Lord — , 
I may anticipate his fate. The wound he had received brought 
on a lockjaw , of which he died in less than a week. And this is 
what is called satisfaction. 

To return : All my attention was devoted to poor Lady Emma. 
She did not even ask to see her husband , or move to leave the 
drawing-room , after recovering from her swoon. She listened 
with apparent calmness to my account of the transaction , which, 
the reader may imagine, was as mild and mitigated in its details as 
possible. As I went on , she became more and more thoughtful, 
and continued, with her eyes fixed on the floor, motionless and 
silent. In vain did I attempt to rouse her, by soothing — threats 
— surprise. She would gaze full at me, and relapse into her former 
abstracted mood. At length the drawing-room door was opened 
by some one — who proved to be Lord A — , come to take his 
leave. Lady Emma sprang from the sofa , burst from my grasp, 
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Uttered a long, loud, and frightfal peal of laughter, and then came 
fit alter fit of the strongest hysterics I eter saw. * * About 
midnight, Dr. ^aillie and Sir — arrived , and found their patients 
each insensible, and each in different appartments. Alas! alas! 
what a dreadful contrast between that hour and the hour of my 
arrival in the morning! ambition! political happiness! — 
mockery! 

Towank morning Lady Emma became calmer, and, under the 
influence of a pretty powerful dose of laudanum , fell into a sound 
sleep. I repaired to the bedside of Mr. Stafford, He lay asleep, 
Mr. G — the surgeon sitting on one side of the bed , and a nurse 
on the other. Yes, there lay the Statesman ! his noble features, 
though overspread with a pallid , a cadaverous hue , still bearing 
the ineffaceable impress of intellect. There was a loftiness about 
the ample expanded forehead , and a stem commanding expres- 
sion about the partially knit eyebrows, and pallid compressed lips, 
which y even in the absence of the flashing eye , bespoke 

— the great soul, 
Like an imprisoned eagle, pent within, 
That fain would fly 1 

*' On what a slender thread hangs every thing in life ! " thought 
I, as I stood silently at the foot of the bed , gazing on Mr. Stafford. 
To think of a man like Stafford falliogby the hand of an insignificant 
lad of a lordling — a titled bully ! Oh , shocking and execrable 
custom of duelling! — blot on the escutcheon of a civilized people ! 
— which places greatness of every description at the mercy of the 
mean and worthless; which lyingly pretends to assert a man's 
honour and atone for insult, by turning the tears of outraged feel- 
ing into — blood ! 

About eight o'clock in the morning, (Monday,) I set off for town, 
leaving my friend in the skilful hands of Mr. G — , and promising 
to return, if possible, in the evening. About noon, what was my 
astonishment to hear street^criers yelling every where a *^full, 
true, and particular account of the bloody duel fought last night 
between Mr. Stafford and Lord — !" Curiosity prompted me to 
purchase the trash. I need hardly say that it was preposterous 
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fionseosft. The** duellists, " it seemed, ** fired i£i^8liot!^a-plece^ 

— ai!id wlial win the readei' iibagf ne w*r^ the ♦^ dyiiKg" i^ord^ oi 
M^. Stafford — aceordfog to these precloos^antificMrer^ of i&e 
marvellotii^? ~ **]|fr. Suffbrdtheta raised himself on bis seooa^'s 
ktiee, atfdvfthatbudatfdsof^itfnvoice, said, *I leiive^nifeire^- 
lastini^hiitried to Lord — , my duty to my liiDg and conkltry — my 
love to my family — and my precious soul to God ! '^ 

The papers of th^ day, however, gave a tolerably accurate ac- 
cdtiiit of the affair, and unanimously stigmatized the ** presump- 
tion" of Loi^d— in calling out such a man as Mr. Stafford — and 
on sUth fHvoloud grotinds. My name was , most fortunately , not 
even allttdedf to. I was glancing through the columns of tbe even- 
ing mitfi^teHal paper, while the servant was saddling the horses 
for my r^tnVn to the country, when my eye lit on the following 
paragraph: ** Latest news. Lord — is appointed — Siicretary. 
We understii^d thai Mf. Stafford had the refusal of it." Poor 
Stafford ! Lord A — had called on the minister latef on Sunday 
evening, and acquainted him with the whole affair. ** Sorry — 
very," said the premier. ''Rising man that — but we could not 
wait. Lord — is to be the man ! " 

I arrived at Mr. Stafford's about nine o'cloclc, and made my way 
immediately to his bedroom. Lady Emma, pale and exhausted, 
sat by his bedside, her eyes swollen with weeping. At nfify request 
she presently withdrew, and I toolt her place at my patienf s side. 
He was not sensible of my presence for some tlnlie, but lay with 
bis eyes half o^en , a(nd in a state of low Muttering delirium. An 
unfortunate cough of mine close to his ear, awolce him , and after 
gazing steadily at me for nearly a minute, he recognized me and 
nodded. He seemed going to speals to me — buti laid my finger 
on my lips to warn him against making the effort. 

** One word — one only, Doctor,** he whispered hastily, — 
**Who is the — Secretary?" "Lord— ," I replied. On hearing 
the name , he turned his head away from me with an air of intense 
chagrin, and lay silent for some time. He presently utter«d some- 
thing like the words— "tno hot to hold htm.- — "unsiJKthim,'* 

— and apparently fell asleep. I fottnd from the attendant that all 
was going on well — and that Mr. Sufford bade fair for a rapid 
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recoTei7f if he would but'keep hi& mlBd calm and «aay. Dearfal 
lest my presence, in the event of his waking agaia^HH^ht^icitc 
him^into « talking mood, I slipped silently from the roo«, and 
betook myself to Lady Emma, who sat awaiting me Jalkei^ud^iff* 
I foand her in a flood of tears. I did all in myipowertto soolbe her, 
by reiterating my solemn assara^e« thai Mr. Stafford iwa»i)eyMd 
all danger, and wanted only qoiet ta recover rapjdJy* 

*'0h, Doctor — I How could yoa deceive j&e. so yesterday? 
Yon koew all about it ! How could you look at my little ehildrt», 
and — " Sobs choked her utterance. **Well — I suppose you 
could not help it! I don't Uame you — but my heart h nearly 
broken about it I Oh, Mahotutttr — thisAoiio«r7 I alwaysitbangbt 
Mr. Stafford above the foolery of such things! " She paused — I 
replied not — for I had n^t a word to say against whal aha uttered* 
I thought and felt «Di7A her. 

'*I would to Heaven that Mr. Stafford wouldi forsake Parlia- 
ment for ever ! These hateful politics ! He has no peace or. rest by 
day or night!" continued L^dy Emma passionately. ** His nights 
are constantly turned into day — - and his day is ever foil of hurry 
and trouble ! Heaven knows I would consent to he bmsfaed frMa 
society — to work for my daily bread — I would submit to any 
things if I could but prevail on Mr. Stafford to return to the bosom 
of his family ! Doctor, my heart's happiness ia caelfiered and gone ! 
Mr. Stafford does but tolerate me — bis heart is not nine — it 
isn't — " Again she burst into tears* ** What can youp ladyship 
mean?" I inquired with surprise. 

' * What I say, Doctor/' she replied, sobbing ' ' He is wedded 
to ambition 1 ambition alone ! Oh ! I am often tempted to wish I 
had neier seen or known him ! For the future, I shall live trembling 
from day to day, fearful of the recurrence of such frightful scenes 
asyesderdayl his rea^n will be failing him — his region!** she 
repeated with a shudder, *'aad then -*/" Her emotions. onee 
more deprived her of utterance. I felt for hev from my very soul ! 
I was addressing some consolatory remark to her, whena|;entle 
tapping was heard at the door) ^'Come m^*' said Lady Emmar> and 
Mr. Stafford's valet made his appearance, saying, with hurried 
gestures and {grimaces -^ '*Ah ! Docteur ! Monsieur d^raisonne — 
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!I est fou! n vent absolument voir mylord — ! Je ne puis loi faire 
passer cette id^e-Ik ! " 

** What con be the matter?" exclaimed Lady Emma, looking 
at me with alarm. 

'*0h, only some little wandering, I dare say, bnt 1 11 soon 
retam and report progress!'* said I, prevailing on her to wait my 
return , and hurrying to the sick chamber. To my surprise and 
alarm , I found Mr. Stafford sitting nearly bolt upright in bed, his 
eyes directed anxiously to the door. 

i«Dr. — ** said he, as soon as I had taken my seat beside him, 
**I insist on seeing Lord — ," naming the prime minister; *'I 
positively insist upon it! Let his Lordship be shown up instantly." 
I implored him to lie down, at the peril of his life, and be calm — 
but he insisted on seeing Lord — . **He is gone, and left word 
that he would call at this time to-morrow," said I, hoping to quiet 
him. 

'indeed? Good of him! What can he want? The office is 
disposed of. There! there! he is stepped back again! Show 
him up — show him up ! What, insult the King's Prime Minister? 
Show him up, Louis," addressing his valet, adding drowsily, in a 
fainter tone , '* and the members — the members — the — the — 
who paired off — who pair" — he sank gradually down on the 
pillow, the perspiration burst forth , and he fell asleep. Finding 
he slept on tranquilly and soundly, I once more left him, and 
having explained it to Lady Emma, bade her good evening, and 
returned to town. The surgeon who was in constant attendance 
on him', called a^my house during the afternoon of the following 
day , and gave me so good an account of him , that I did not think 
it necessary to go down till the day after, as I had seriously broken 
in upon my own practice. When I next saw him he was mending 
rapidly. He even persuaded me into allowing him to have the 
daily papers read to him , — a circumstance I much regretted after 
I left him , and suddenly recollected how often the public prints 
made allusions to him — some of them not very kindly or compli- 
mentary. But there was no resisting his importunity. He had a 
wonderful wheedling way with him. 

Two days after , he got me to consent to his receiving the visits 
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of ^ political friends; and really the renewal of his accustomed 
stimulas conduced materially to hasten his recovery. 

Scarcely six i^eeks from the day of the duel , was this indefati- 
gable and ardent spirit, Mr. Stafford , on his legs in the House of 
Commons » electrifying it and the nation at large, by a speech of 
the most overvhelming power and splendour ! He flung his scorch- 
ing sarcasms mercilessly at the astounded Opposition, especially 
at those who had contrived to render themselves in any way pro- 
minent in their opposition to his policy, during his absence ! By 
an artihl manceuvre of rhetoric — a skilful allusion to *' recent 
unhappy circumstances,'* he carried the House with him, from the 
very commencement, enthusiastically, to the end, and was at last 
obliged to pause almost every other minute , that the cheering 
might subside. The unfortunate nobleman who had stepped into 
the shoes which had been first placed at Mr. Stafford's feet — so to 
speak — came in for the cream of the whole! A ridiculous figure 
be cut! Jokes, sneers, lampoons, fell upon him like a shower of 
missiles on a man in the pillory. He was a fat man , and sat 
perspiring under it. The instant Mr. Stafford sat down , this un- 
lucky personage arose to reply. His odd and angry gesticulations, 
as he vainly attempted to make himself heard amidst incessant 
shouts of laughter, served to clinch the nail which had been fixed 
by Mr. Stafford; and the indignant senator presently left the 
House. Another — and another — and Another of the singed ones, 
arose and ** followed on the same side," but to no purpose. It 
was in vain to buffet against the spring-tide of favour which had 
set in to Mr. Stafford ! That night will not be forgotten by either 
his friends or his foes. He gained his point I within a fortnight he 
had ousted his rival , and was gazetted — Secretary ! The effort 
he made , however, on the occasion last alluded to , brought him 
again under my hands for several days. Indeed, I never had such 
an intractable patient ! He could not be prevailed on to show any 
mercy to his constitution — he would not give nature fair play. 
Night and day — morning, noon, evening — spring, summer, 
autumn, winter — found him toiling on the tempestuous ocean of 
politics, his mind ever laden with the most hafassingand exhausting 
cares. The eminent situation he filled , brought him > of course, 
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an immense aecession of cares and aniietiest He was virdsayy 
the leader of the House of Commons; and^ thoagll his ^qnisite 
tact and talent secured to himself persoiuJly the apf^ausO'and 
admiration of all parties, the government U> which he baloftged 
was beginning to disclose symptoms of disunion and disofganiza- 
tion, at a time when pubKc affairs were becoming every hour more 
and more involved — our domestic and foreign policy perplexed-^ 
the latter almost inextricably — everyday assuming a new and dif- 
ferent aspect, through the operation of the great events^ incessantly 
transpiring on the Continent. The national confidence began 
rapidly to ebb away from the ministers, and symptoms of a most 
startling character appeared in different parts of the country. 
The House of Commons — the pulse of popular feeling — began to 
beat irregularly — now intermitting — now with feverish strength 
and rapidity — clearly indicating that the circulatiofll was disor- 
dered. Nearly the whole of the newspapers turned against the 
ministry, and assatled them with the bitterest and foulest obloquy. 
Night after night poor Mr. Stafford tallied himself hoarse, feeUng 
that he was the acknowledged mouth-piece ef the ministry , buVin 
vain. Ministers were perpetually left in miserable minorities; 
they were beaten at every point. iTheir ranks presented the 
appearance of a straggling disbanded army; those of the Opposi- 
tion hung together like a shipwrecked crew clinging to the 
last fragments of their wreck* Can the consequences be won- 
dered at? 

At length came the Budget, — word of awful omen to many a 
quaking ministry! In vain were the splendid powers of Mr. Staf- 
ford put into requisition. In vain did his masterly mind fling light 
and order over his sombrous chaotic subject, and simplify and 
make clear to the whole country the, till then, dreary jargon and 
mysticism of financial technicalities. In vain , in vain did he dis- 
play the sweetness of Cicero , the thunder of Demosthenes. The 
leader of the Opposition rose , and coolly turned all he had said 
into ridicule ; one of his squad then started to his feet, and made 
out poor Mr. Stafford to be a sort of ministerial swindler; andihe 
rest cunningly gave the cue to the country, and raised up in every 
quarter clamorous dissatisfaction. Poor Stafford began to look 



THE STATBSMAN 36S 

Infgitd and wn^Sed; and the papers said be stalked into the 
House, night after night, like a spectre. The honr of the ministry 
was come; They were beaten on the irst item , in the committee 
of supply. Mr. Stafford resigned in disgust aod indignation ; and 
thatl^^^ up the gofemment. 

I saw him the morning after he had formally tendered his resi^ 
nation , and given up the pilpers , tfrc. of office. He was pitifully 
emaciated. The fire of his eye was ^encbed ^ his sonorous voice 
broken. I could scarcely repress a tear , as I gazed at his sallow^ 
haggard features, and his languid limbs drawn together on his 
library sofa. 

** Doctor — my friend ! Thfs frightful' session has killed me, 
I 'm afraid I " said he. *'I feel equally wasted in body and ndodv 
I loathe life — every thing ! " 

"I don't think you 've been fairly dealt with! You 've. been 
crippled — shackled — " 

** Yes — cursed — cursed — cursed in my colleagues/' be in- 
terrupted me , with eager bitterness ; *' it is their execrable Kttle^ 
mindeddess and bigotry that have concentrated on us the hatred of 
the nation. As for myself, I am sacrificed, and to no purpose^ I 
feel I cannot long survive it; for I am with^ed, root and brabch 

— withered!" 

"Be persuaded, Mr. Stafford ," said I gently, *'towiChdraw 
for a while, and recruit." 

**0h, ay, ay — any whither — any whither — as far off as 
possible from London — that *s all. God pity the man that holds 
office in these times. The talents of half the angels in heaven 
wouldn't avail him! Doctor, I rave. Forgive me — I 'm in a 
morbid, nay, almost rabid mood of mind. Foiled at every point 

— others robbing me of the credit of my labours — sneered at 
by fools — trampled on by the aristocracy — oh I tut, tut, tu — 
fieonitalll" 

• •••••• 

* * Have you «een the morning papers , Mr* Stafford?" . 
*♦ Not I, indeed. Siek of their cant — lies -^ tergiversation — 
scurrility, I 've laid an embargo on them all. f won't let one come 
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to my house for a fortnight. 'T is adding fael to the fire that is 
eonsumiDg me." 

*' Ah , but they represent the nation as calHng loudly for your 
reinstatement in o£Bce." 

*' Faugh — let it call I Let them lie on ! I We done with them — 
for the present, at least." 

The servant brought up the cards of several of his late col- 
leagues. *' Not at home, sirrah 1 -> Harkee — ill — ill," thundered 
his master. I sat vvitfa him nearly an hour longer. Oh, what 
gall and bitterness tinctured every word he uttered ! How this 
chafed and fretted spirit spurned at sympathy, and despised — 
even acquiescence ! He complained heavily of perfidy and ingra- 
titude on the part of many members of the House of Commons; 
and expressed his solemn determination — should he ever return 
to power — to visit them with his signal vengeance. His eyes 
flashed tire, as he recounted the instance of one well-known in- 
dividual , whom he had paid heavily beforehand for his vote, by a 
sinecure, and by whom he was after all unblushingly ** jockeyed," 
on the score of the salary being a few pounds per annum less than 
had been calculated on ! '' Oh, believe me," he continued, *' of all 
knavish trafficking, there is none like your political trafficking; of 
kH swindlers, your political swindler is the vflest." Before I next 
saw him, the new ministry had been named, some of the leading 
members of which were among Mr. Stafford's bitterest and most 
contemptuous enemies, and had spontaneously pledged themselves 
to act diametrically opposite to the policy he had adopted. This 
news was too much for him ; and , full of unutterable fury and 
chagrin, he hastily left town, and, with all his family, betook him- 
self, for an indefinite period, to a distant part of England. I de- 
voutly hoped that he had now had his surfeit of politics, and would 
henceforth seek repose in the domestic circle. Lady Emma partici- 
pated anxiously in that wish; she doated on her husband more fondly 
than ever; and her faded beauty touchingly told with what deep 
devotion she had identified herself with her husband's interests. 

As I am not writinga/{/'e of Mr. Stafford, I must leap over a far- 
ther interval of twelve anxious and agitating years. He returned 
to Parliament, and for several sessions shone brilliantly as the 
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leader of the Opposition* Being freed from the trammels of office, 
his spirits resumed their wonted elasticity , and his health became 
firmer than it had been for years ; so that there was little necessity 
for my yisiting him on any other footing than that of friendship. 

A close observer could not fail to detect the system of Mr. Staf- 
ford's parliamentary tactics. He subordinated every thing to ac- 
complish the great purpose of his life. He took every possible 
opportunity, in eloquent and brilliant speeches, of familiarizing 
Parliament, and the country at large, with his own principles; 
dexterously contrasting with them the narrow and inconsistent 
policy of his opponents. He felt that he was daily increasing the 
number of bis partisans, both in and out of the House— ^ and 
securing a prospect of his speedy return to permanent power. I 
one day mentioned this feature , and told him I admired the way in 
which he gradually insinuated himself into the confidence of the 
country. 

•*Aha, Doctor!" — he replied briskly — **to borrow one of 
your own terms — I 'm vaccinating the nation » " 

July — , 18—. The star of Stafford again Lord of the Ascen- 
dant! This day have the seals of the — office been intrusted to my 
gifted friend Stafford, amid the thunders of the Commons, and 
the universal gratulations of the country. He is virtually the 
Leader of the Cabinet, and has it *'all his own way" with the 
House. Every appearance he makes Uiere is the signal for a per- 
fect tempest of applause — with , however, a few lightning gleams 
of inveterate hostility. His course is full of dazzling dangers. 
There are breakers a-head — he must tack about incessantly amid 
shoals and quicksands. God help him , and give him calmness 
and self-possession — or he is lost ! 

I suppose there will be no getting near him, at least to such an 
insignificant person as myself — unless he should unhappily re- 
quire my professional services. How my heart beats when I hear 
it said in society , that he seems to feel most acutely the attacks 
incessantly made on him — and appears ill every day ! Poor Staf- 
ford! I wonder how Lady Emma bears all this ! 

I hear every where, that a tremendous opposition is organizing, 
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coaDtenaneed in yeiy higb ^purlers, and that he will have hard 
work to maiotaiD his grouod. He is paramooDt at present, and 
laaghs bis enemies to scorn ! His name, coupled with almost ido- 
latrous expressions of homage , is In every one's mouth of the va^ 
rium et mutabile semper! His pietares are in every shop window ; 
dinners are given him every week; addresses forwarded ^om all 
parts of the country; the freedom of large eities and eorporatiens 
voted him; in short, there is scarcely anything said or done in 
public , but Mr. Stafford's name is coupled with it. 

March —x ^8— . Poor Stafford, baited incessantly in the House, 
night after night. Can he stand? every body is asking. He has 
commenced the session swimmipgly — as the phrase is. j^ady 
Emma, whom I acciflentAlly ,ipet to-^py at the house of a patient 
— herself full of feverish exciteipient — gives me a ^ad account of 
Mr. Stafford. Restless nights — incessant sleep-talking — con- 
tinual indisposition — loss of appetite 1 

Oh , the pleasures of politics, the sweets of ambition! 

Saturday, — A strange hint in one of the papers to-day about 
Mr. Stafford's unaccountable freaks in the House , and treatment 
of various members. What can it meant A fearful suspicion 
glanced across my mind — Heaven grant it may be groundless! — 
on coupling with this dark newspaper hint an occurrence which took 
place some short time ago. It was this : Lady Amelia — was sud- 
denly taken ill at a bailgiven by (he Duke of — , aud I was called 
In to attend her. She had swooned in the midst of the dauce, and 
continued hysterical for some time after her removal home. I 
asked her what had occasioned it ail ~- and she told me that she 
happened to be passing, in the dance, a part of the room where 
Mr. Stafford stood , who had looked in for a few minutes to speak 
to the Marquis of—. ** He was standing in a thoughtful attitude," 
she continued , '* and somehow or another I attracted bis atteution 
in passing, and he gave me one of the most fiendish scowls, ac- 
compaoied with a frightful glare of the eye, I ever .encountered. It 
passed from his face in an instant, and was succeeded by a smile, 
as he nodded repeatedly to persons who saluted him. • < The look he 
gave me haunted me, and, added to the eihaustion I Idt from 
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fiiDtatiieart while iisteniog to her, I lawgjhed it off, and said H 
OMlst have heea fancy. **No, oo, Doctor, it was not/' ahere* 
plied, *' for the Marchioii^sa of — saw it too, and m> laUr than 
ibis very moroiog, when she called, asked mo if I had afltronted 
Ur. Stafford." 

Could it he so? Was this **look" reaUy a tranaicBt ghastly 
pat-flaahipg of insanity? Was his great ound beginning to stagger 
under 4he mighty burden it bore? The thought agitated me h^ond 
measure* When I coupled the incidient in .question with the my»*- 
terions hint in the daily paper, my (ears ware awfully eorroborated. 
I resolved to call upon Mr. Stafford thai very evening. I was at 
his house about eight o'clock, but found he had left a littla while 
before for Windsor. The next morning, however — Sunday— « 
his servant brought me word that Mr. Stafford would be glad to see 
me between eight and ten o'clodi in the evening. Thither , there* 
fore , I repaired , about half-past eight. On sending up my name, 
his private secretary came down stairs, and joonducted me to the 
minister's library , --- a spacious and ricUy furnished room. Sta* 
tues stood in the window-places, and boats of British statesmen in 
the four corners. The sides were lined with book-shelves, filled 
with elegantly bound volumes; and a large table in the middle of 
the room was covered with tape-tied packets, opened and un- 
opened letters, ^c. A large bronze lamp was auspended from 
the ceiling, and threw a peculiarly rich and mellow light over the 
whole — and especially the 6gure of Mr. Stafford, who, in his 
long crimson silk dressing-gown, waa walking rapidly to and fro, 
with his arms folded on his breast. The firsL glance showed me 
that he<was labouring under high excitement. His face was pale, 
and his brilliant eyes glanced restlessly from beneath his intensely 
knit browa. 

* * My dear Doctor — ^an age since I saw yoa! — Here I am over- 
whelmed, youjsee, as usual!" ^id he, cordially taking me by 
the .hand,: and leading; ime to a ^at. — **My dear Sir, yoo give 
yourself no rest -r- you iSre actually r— you are rapidly destroying 
yoMrseif!" said I, after he had, in his own brief, energetic, 
and pointed language, 4escribed a train of symptoms bordering 
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OD those of bralD-feyer. He had^ unkDOWD to any one, latterly 
taken to opium, which he swallowed by stealth, in large qaanttties, 
on retiring to bed; and I need hardly say how that of itself was 
sufficient to derange the functions both of body and mind. He had 
lost his appetite , and felt consciously sinking every day into a 
state of the utmost languor and exhaustion — so much so , that he 
was reluctant often to rise and dress, or go out. His temper, he 
said , began to fail him , and he grew fretful and irritable with 
every body, and on every occasion. *' Doctor, Doctor! I don't 
know whether you *11 understand me or not — but every thing 
GLARES at me ! " said he. *' Every object grows suddenly invested 
with personality — animation — I can't bear to look at them ! — »I 
am oppressed — I breathe a rarified atmosphere ! " ~ **Your ner- 
vous system is disturbed, Mr. Stafford." — *' I live in a dim dream 
— with only occasional intervals of real consciousness. Every 
thing is false and exaggerated about me. I see, feel, think, 
through a magnifying medium ~- in a word, I 'm in a strange, un- 
accountable — terrible slate." 

*• Can you wonder at it — even if it were worse?" said I, expos- 
tulating vehemently with him on his incessant, unmitigating appli- 
cation to public business. ** Believe me," I concluded, with energy, 
•* you must lie by , or be laid by." 

" Ah — good, that — terse ! — But what 's to be done? Must I 
resign? Must public business stand still in the middle of the ses- 
sion? I 've made my bed , and must lie on it." 

I really was at a loss what to say. He could not bear *' preach- 
ing" or ''prosing," or any thing approaching to it. I suffered him 
to go on as he would — detailing more and more symptoms like 
those above mentioned — clearly enough disclosing to my reluctant 
eyes , reason holding her reins loosely , unsteadily ! 

*' I can't account for it, Doctor — but I feel sudden fits of wild- 
ness sometimes — but for a moment, however, — a second! — O, 
my Creator! I hope all is yet souhd here^ here!** said he, pressing 
his hand against his forehead. He rose aed walked rapidly to and 
fro. ''Excuse me, Doctor, I cannot s\X %i\\\V* said he. ♦ • • 
•*Have I not enough to upset me? Only listen to a tithe of my 
troubles , now I — After paying almost servile court to a parcel of 
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PasUaineBtary puppies , erer since the commeoceincDt of the ses- 
Sftoo , to secare tbeir votes on the — Bill — haying the boobies 
here to dine with me, . and then dining with them, week after week 
-^ siUiQg down gaily with fellows whom I utterly, unutterably de- 
spise -— every one of the pack suddenly turned tail on me — stole. 
Stole » stole away — every one^~ and left me in a ridiculous mino- 
rity cif 43 ! " . I said it was a sample of the annoyances inseparable 
from office. — "Ay, ay, ay ! *' he replied, with impetuous bitter- 
ness, increasing the pace at which he was walking. *'Why — 
why is U, that public men have no principle «->- no feeling — no 
gratitude — no sympathy?'' he paused. I said, mildly, that I 
hoped the throng of the session was nearly got through , that his 
embarrassments would diminish , and he would have some leisure 
on his hands* 

*' Oh, no, no, no ! — my difficulties and perplexities increase 
and thicken on every side ! Great heavens ! how are we to get on ? 
All the motions of government are impeded; we are hemmed in — 
blocked up on every side -^ the state vessel is surrounded with 
closing crashing icebergs ! I think I must quit the helm I Look 
here, for instance. After ransacking all the arts and resources of 
diplomacy, I had, with ininite difficulty, sueceeded in devising 
a scheme for adjusting our — differences. Several of the conti^ 
nental powers have acquiesced — all was going on well — when 
this very morning comes a courier to Downing Street,, bearing ^ 
civil bint from the Austrian cabinet, that , if I persevered with my 
project, such a procedure would be considered equtvalent to a de^ 
claration of war ! So there we are at a dead stand ! 'T is all that 
eiLecrable Metternich ! Subtile devil ! —He's at the bottom of all 
the disturbances in Europe ! Again — here, at home, weareaU 
on our backs ! I stand pledged to the — Bill. I will , and must 
go through with it. My consistency , popularity , place — all are 
at stake ! I 'm bound to carry it ; and only yesterday the — , and 
— y and — families — 'gad ! half the Upper House — have given 
me to understand I must give up them , or the — Bill ! And then 
we are all at daggers-drawing among ourselves — * a cabinet- 
council like a cock-pit, — and — eternally bickering ! And again 
— .last night his ]^jesty behaved with marked cooli;iess and hau^ 

Diary of a Phytician, 1. 24 
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tear; and, while sipping fais claret, told me, with stern sang 
'firoidy that his consent to the — Bill was * utterly out of the gaes- 
tion.' I must throw overboard the — , a measure that I have moro 
at heart than any other I It is whispered that --> is determioed to 
draw me into a duel; and, as if all this were not enough, lam 
perpetually receiving threats of assassination; and, in fact, a 
bullet hissed close past my hat the other day while on horseback^ 
on my way to — I I can't make the thing public —H is impossible; 
and perhaps the very next hour I move out, I may be shot through 
the heart I God ! what is to become of me 7 Would to Heaven 
I had refused the seals of the — office 1 Doctor , do you think — 
the nonsense of medicine apart — do you think you can do any 
thing for me ? Any thing to quiet the system — to cool the brain 7 
Would bleeding do 7 — pathing? — What7 But mind I've not 
much time for physic ; I 'm to open the — question to-morrow 
night ; and then every hour to dictate fifteen or twenty letters ! In 
aworcl—" 

•*Lord — , Sir," said the servant, appearing at the door. 
''Ah, execrable coxcomb!" he muttered to me. ''I know 
what he is come about — he has badgered me incessantly for the 
last six weeks! I won't see him. Not at home!" be called out 
to the servant. He paused. ''Stay, sirrah! — beg his Lord- 
' ship to walk up stairs." Then to me — " The man can command 
his two brothers' votes — I must have them to-morrow night 
Doctor, we must part," hearing approaching footsteps. ^'I 'v6 
been raving like a madman , I fear — But not a word to any one 
breathing ! Ah, my Lord, good evening — good evening!" said 
he, with a gaiety and briskness of tone and manner that utterly 
confounded me — walking and meeting his visitor half-way, and 
shaking him by the hands. Poor Stafford ! I returned to my own 
quiet home , and devoutly thanked God , who had shut me out 
from such splendid misery as I witnessed in the Right Honourable 
Charles StalTord. 

Tuesday. — Poor Stafford spoke splendidly in the House, 
last night, for upwards of three hours; and, at the bottom of the 
reported speech, a note was added, informing the reader, that 
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'*lfr. Stafford was looking better than they had seen him for some 
months, and seemed to enjoy excellent spirits." How little did 
he, who penned that note, snspect the tme state of matters — 
that Mr. Stafford owed his **beUer looks" and ** excellent ^>{Hts" 
to an intoxicating draught of raw brandy, which alone enabled him 
to face the Honse. I read his speech with agonizing interest $ it 
was fall of flashing fancy, and powerful argumentatire eloquence, 
and breathed throughout a buoyant, elastic spirit, which nothing 
seemed capable of overpowering or depressing. But Ifr. Staffard 
might have saved his trouble and anxiety, — for he ^ras worsted, 
arid his bill lost by an overwhelming majority ! Oh ! could his 
relentless opponents have seen but a glimpse of what I had seen, 
they would have spared iheit noble victim the sneers and railleries 
with which they pelted him throughout the evening. 

Friday, — I this afternoon had an opportunity of conversing 
conGdentially with Mr. Stafford's private secretary, who corro- 
borated my worst fears , by communicating his own , and their 
reasons, amounting to infoUible evidence, that Mr. Stafford was 
beginning to give forth scintillations ot madness. He would some- 
times totally lose his recollection of what he had done during the 
day, and dictate three answers to the same letter. He would, at 
the public office , sometimes enter into a strain of conversation 
with his astounded underlings, so absurd and Imprudent — dis- 
closing the profoundest secrets of state — as must have inevitably 
and instantly ruined him, had he not been surrounded by those 
who were personally attached to him. Mr. — communicated 
various other little symptoms of the same kind. Mr. Stafford was 
once on his way down to the Honse, in his dressing-gown , and 
could be persuaded with the utmost difficulty only to return and 
change it. He would sometimes go down to his country house, 
and receive his Lady and children with such an extravagant — 
^uch a frantic — display of spirit and gaiety , as at first delighted, 
then surprised, and finally alarmed Lady Emma into a horrid 
suspicion of the real state of he^ husband's mind. 

I was surprised early one morning by his coachman's calling at 
my house, and desiring to see me alone ; and, when he was shown 
into my presence, with a flurried manner , many apologies for his 

24* 
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H)|i9l4Qei^l(,^ aod eotrMties ^ somefwhat Hibernian,. to 1>e sire, 
ia iho w^4vig — that I ** would takenofmtioewhaieiver^^^hni 
he^Ml," te teM rae, that his master's conduct bad latterly been 
* ^ verj add and queer-like." That on getting into his ^arrilf e, on 
his veturn from the House , Mr. $taflford would dtreet hhn to diif e 
five or six miles into the country, at the top of his speed- — then 
back ag^in — then to some distant part of London, without once 
alighting, and with no apparent object; so that it was sometimes 
five or sis, or even seven o'clock in Uie morning before they get 
homel/ *'La^ night. Sir," headded^ ^'master did som'mut un- 
common 'stroarnary; he told me to drive to Crre^nwi^; and 
when I gets there ^ be bids me pull up at the — > «nd get him a 
draught of ale -^ and then he drinks a sup , and tells me and John 
to finish it — end then turn the horses' heads back again for 
town ! " I gave the man half a guinea, and scdemnly enjoined him 
to keep what he had told me a profound secret. 

What was to be done? — what steps could we take? -^ how 
deal with such a public man as Mr, Stafford? I felt myself in a 
fearful dilemma. Should I couununicate candidly with Lady 
Emma? I thought it better, on the whole, to wait a little longer ; 
and wa& delighted to find , that as publie business slackened a 
little ) and Mi. Stafford carried several favourite measures very 
successfully, and with comparatively litHe effort, he intermitted 
his attention to business, and was persuaded into spending the 
recess at the house of one of bis relatives , a score or two miles 
from town, whose enchanting house and grounds, and magnifi- 
cent hospitalHies , served to occupy Mr* Stafford's mind with 
bustling and pleasurable thoughts. Such a fortnight's interval 
did wonders for him. Lady Emina^ whom I had requested to write 
frequently to me about him, represented thin^ nu)re ai^more 
cheerfully in every succeeding letter, — saying, that the ^'distress- 
if^ JUglUine^s" which Mr. Stafford had occasional eninoedin 
town, had totally disappeared; that every body at — House was 
astonished at the elasticity and joyousness of his spirits, attd the 
energy, afapaost amounting to enthusiasm, with which be eii^red 
into the glitfeeriog gaieties and festivities that were going o«arOuiMi 
him. *' He was the life and soul of the party." He seemed de- 
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termiaed to iMiiish btlsiaess from hlft thMighis, at least lor a 
while; and wkea * ehuice eUnsioo was made tt^tt, would put it 
off gailj witli •^ '< Suffleient for the day is the otU thereof/' All 
th«3 filled ma with consolation. I dismiased the apprehensieiits 
whleh had latterly harassed my mind coneemii^g him» and heartily 
thanked God that Mr. Staiord's splendid powers seeined likely to 
be yet long spared to tha country — that the hovering fiend was 
heaten off from his victim •**• might it he for ever ! 

The Bouse at len^ resumed ; Mr. Stafford returned to town, 
and all his weighty cares again gathered around him* Hardly a 
few days had elapsed, hefore he delivered one of the longest* calm- 
est, most argumentative speeches which had ever fallen from him. 
Indeed, it began to he commonly remarked, that all he said in the 
House wore a matter-of-fact, business-like air, which nobody 
could have expected from hfrn. All this was encouraging. The 
measure which he brought forward in the speech last alluded to, 
was hotly comested, inoh by inch^ m the House, and at last, 
contrary even to his own expectations, carried, though by an in- 
considerable majority. All his friends congratulated him on his 
triumph. 

''Tes, I HAVE triumphed at last," he said, emphatically , as 
he left the House* He went home late at night, and alarmed — 
confounded his domestics, by calling them all up, and — it is 
lamentable to have to record such things of sueh aman — Insisting 
on their ittuminaUng the house — candles in every window — in 
front and behind ! It was fortunate that Lady Emma and her fa- 
mily had not yet returned from — House , ta witness this unequi- 
vocal indication of returning insanity. He himself personally 
assisted at the ridiculous task of lighting the candles, and putting 
them in the windows; and when it was completed, actually 
harangued the assembled servants on the signal triumph he and 
the country had obtained that night in the House of Commons, 
and concluded by ordering them to extinguish the lights, and 
adjourn to the kitchen to supper, when he would presently join 
them, and give them a bozen of wine! He was as good as his 
word : yes; Mr. Stafford sat at the head of iiis conftounded fervants 
— few in number, on account of the family's absence*. an4 
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engaged Id the most Qproarions failtrity ! Fortaaately , most foi^ 
iunately, his condoct was anhesitatiD^y attributed to intoxicatioB 
— ia wliich condition he was really carried to bed at an advanced 
hour in the morning, by those whom nothing bat their l>ashfiil 
fears had saved from being similarly overcome by the wine thef 
had been drinking. All this was told me by the coachman , who 
had communicated with me formerly ^-. and with tears, for he was 
an old and faithful servant. He assiduously kept up among his 
fellow'-servants the notion that their master's drunkenness was the 
cause of his extraordinary behaviour. 

I called on him the day after, and found him sitting in his 
library , dictating to his secretary , whom he directed to withdraw 
as soon as I entered. He then drew his chair close to mine , and 
burst into tears. 

«< Doctor, would you believe it," said he, <'I was horridly 
drunk last night — I can't imagine how — and am sure I did some- 
thing or other very absurd among the servants. I dare not, of 
course, ask any of them — and am positively ashamed to look even 
my valet in the face!" 

** Poh , poh — Semel insanivimui cmnes ," I stammered , at- 
tempting to smile , scarcely knowing what to say. 

'^ Don't — don't desert me, Doctor ! " he sobbed, clasping my 
hand, and looking sorrowfully in my face — > *' Don't yotf desert 
me, my tried friend. Every body is forsaking me! The King 
hates me — the Commons despise me — the people would have 
my blood, if they dared ! And yet why? — What have I done? 
God knows, I have done every thing for the best — indeed, indeed 
I have ! " he continued, grasping my hand in silence. 

« ' There 's a terrible plot hatching against me ! — Hush ! " He 
rose, and bolted the door. ^*Did you see that fellow whom I 
ordered out on your entrance?" — naming his private secretary — 
'^Well, that infamous fellow thinks he is to succeed me in my 
office, and has actually gained over the King and several of the 
aristocracy to his interest I " 

^'Nonsense — > nonsense -~ stuff! ~- Tou have wine in your 
head, Bfr« Stafford," said I, angrily, trying to choke down my 
emotions* 
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<*No, no — sober eDOvgh now, Doctor-*. I 'II tell you what 
(albeit unused to the melUng mood) has thus oyercome me : Lady 
Emma farours the scoundrel! They correspond! My children, 
CTen, are gained over! — But Emma, my wife, my lore, who 
could baye thought it ! " * * * I succeeded in calming him , and he 
began to converse on diflterent subjects , although the fiend was 
manifest again. *' Doctor — , I '11 intrust you with a secret — a 
state secret ! You must know that I have long entertained the idea 
of uniting all the European states into one vast republic, and have 
at last arranged a scheme, which will, I think, be unhesitatingly 
adopted. I have written to Prince — on the subject, and expect his 
answer soon! Isn't it a grand thought?" I assented of course. 
**It will emblazon my name in the annals of eternity, beyond all 
Roman and all Grecian fame," he continued, waving his hand 
oratorically; ''but I Ve been — yes, yes — premature! — Ify 
secret is safe with you, Doctor — ? " 

*' Oh, certainly ! " I replied, with a melancholy air, uttering a 
deep sigh. 

' ' But now to business. I '11 tell you why I Ve sent for you." I 
had caUed unasked , as the reader idll recollect. *' I '11 tdl you," 
he continued, taking; my hand affectionately; **Dr. — , I have 
known yon now for many years , ever since we were at Cambridge 
togedier," (my heart ached at the recollection), ''and we have 
been good friends ever since. I have noticed that you have never 
asked a favour from me since I knew you. Every one else has 
teased me — but I have never had a request preferred me from 
you, my dear friend." He burst into tears, mine very nearly over- 
flowing. There was no longer any doubt that Ifr. Stafford — the 
great, the gifted Mr. Stafford , was sitting before me in a state of 
idiocy! — of madnbss! I felt faint and sick as he'proceeded. 
*' Well , I thank God I have it now in my power to reward you >— 
to offer you something that vrill fully show the tove I bear yon, afid 
my unlimited confidence in your talents and integrity. I have 
determined to recall our ambassador at the Court of — , and shall 
supply his place" — he looked at roe with a good-natured smile— 
** by my friend Dr. — ! " He leaned back in his chair, and eyed me 
with a triumphant, a gratified air, evidently preparing himself to 
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be overwbelflMd with my tliaoks; la oii« kisttDt, however , ''a 
change came o'er the aspect of his dream." His features grew 
soddenly disturbed, now flushed, now pale; bis UMmierfrew 
restless and embanr assnd ; and I felt convivoed that a lacid ie- 
tenral had occurred, that a consciousness of his having been either 
saying or doing something v^ absurd, had that instaut fli^hed 
across his mind ! ^* Ah , I see , Dr. ^ ," he resumed, in an dtered 
tone, speaking hesitatingly, while a vivid glance shot from his ey« 
into my^ery soul , as though he would see whether I had detected 
the process of thought which had passed through his mind , ^* you 
look surprised/^ ba* ha! — and well you may! But luywill 
eiplain the riddte.^ You must know that Lord — is expeelhig to be 
our new ambassad6r, and, in fact, I nuut oifer it him ; but -^ but 
— I wish fo pique him into declining it , when I 'II take offettce -^ 
by — telling htm ^- hinting carelessly, that one of my friends had 
the prior refusal of it!" 

Jhd not the promptitude and plausibility of this pretext savour 
of madness? He hinted soon after that he had much business in 
hand , and I withdrew. I fell back in my carriage, and resigned 
myself to bitter and agonizing reflections on the scene I had just 
quitted. What was to be done? Mr. Stafford, by some extra-* 
vagant aet , might commit himself frightfully with public eflirirs. 

Lady Emma, painfM as the task was, must be written to. Blea- 
sures MUST now be had recourse to. The case admitted of no 
farther doubt. Yes — thi3 great — this unfortunate man must be 
put into constraint, and that immediately. In the tumult of my 
thoughts , I scarcely knew what to decide on ; but at last I ordered 
the man to drive to the houses of Sir — , and Dr. — , and consult 
with them on the proper course to be pursued. 

Oh, God ! ~ Oh, horror ! ^ Oh, my unhappy Soul ! — Despair ! 
Hark — what do I hear? --* Do I hear aright — 

Have I SEEN aright — or is it all a dream? — Shall I wake to-*mor<- 
row, and find it false? 
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CHAPTER XX. 

A SLIGHT COLD. 

CoNsissR '' a sliglit cold*' to be in the nature af a ehill, cai^ht 
by a sadden contact vfiih your grare: or as occasioned by the 
damp finger of Death laid npon you, as it were « to mark you for 
HIS, in passing to the more immediate object of his commission. 
Let this tye called croaking, and laughed at as such, by those who 
are **awearied of the painfiil round of life," and are on the lool&-« 
out for their dismissal iVom it; but be learnt off by heart, and re* 
membered as having the force and truth of gospel , by all those 
who would *' measure out th^r span upon the earth," and arc 
eonscions of any constitutional flaw or feebleness; who are distin- 
guished by any such tendency death-ward , as long necks , — nar- 
row, chicken chests — yery fair complexions — exquisite sym- 
pathy with atmospheHc variations ; or, in short, exhibit any symp- 
toms of an asthmatic or consumptive charactl^, — « they choose 

to NS&LBCT A SLI&HT COin. 

Let not those complain of being bitten by a reptile, whi^ they 
have cheiished to maturity in their very bosoms, when they might 
have crushed ft in the egg ! If ow , if we call *' a slight cold " the 
egg, * and pleurisy — inflammation of the hings — * asthma — 
coKsvMFTioN, the veuomous reptile — Ae matter will be no more 
than correctly figured. There are many ways in which this * * egg " 
may be deposited and hatched. Going suddenly,. st%htly clad, 
from a heated into a cold atmosphere, espeeiaMy if you can contrive 
to be in a state of perspiration — sitting or standing in a draught, 
however slight, — it is the breath of Death, reader, and laden 
with the vapours of the grave ! Lying in damp beds , for there his 
cold arms shall embrace you — ^continuing in wet clothing, and 
neglecting wet feet, — these, and a hundred others, are some of 
the ways in which you may slowly, imperceptibly, but surely, 
cherish the creature , that shall at last creep inextricably inwanls, 

* Omnhtm prepe quibua affiigimur morborum origo et quasi temen^ 
says aB inteliigeat medical writer of the last century. > 
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and lie coiled aboat your very vitals. Onee more , again -^ agaio 
^-agaio — I would say, attend to this, all ye who think it a 
small matter to — nb&lect a sli&ht cold ! 

So many painful — I may say dreadful illustrations of the truth 
of the above remarks, are strewn over the pages of my Diary, that 
I scarcely know which of them to select. The following melancholy 
'* instance" will, I hope, prove as impressive, as I think it 
interesting. 

Captain C — had served in the Peninsular campaigns with 
distmguished merit; and on the return of the British army, sold 
out, and determined to enjoy in private life an ample fortune be- 
queathed him by a distant relative. At the period I am speaking 
of, he was in his twenty-ninth or thirtieth year; and in person one 
of the very finest men I ever saw in my life. There was an air of 
ease and frankness about his demeanour, dashed with a little. pen- 
siveness, which captivated every body with whom he conversed — 
but the ladies especially. It seemed the natural effect produced 
on a bold but feelini^ heart , by frequent scenes of sorrow. Is not 
such a one formed to win over the heart of woman? Indeed , it 
seemed so; for, at the period I am speaking of, our English ladies 
were absolutely infatuated about the military; and a man who had 
otherwise but little chance, had only to appear in regimentals , to 
turn the scale in his favour. One would have thought the race of 
soldiery was about to become suddenly extinct; for in almost 
every third marriage that took place within two years of the magni- 
ficent event at Waterloo — whether rich or poor, high or low, a 
redcoat was sure to be the ^' principal performer." Let the reader 
then, being apprized of this influenza — for what else was it? — set 
before his imagination the tall, commanding figure of Captain 
C — , bis frank and noble bearing — his excellent family — bis 
fortune, upwards of four thousand a-year — and calculate the 
chances in his favour! 

I met him several times in private society, during his stay in 
town , and have his image vividly in my eye as he appeared on the 
last evening we met. He wore a blue coat , white waistcoat , and 
an ample black neckerchief. His hair was very light, and disposed 
with natural grace over a remarkably fine forehead, the left comer 
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of whieh bore Iho mark of a slight sabro cot. His eye, bright 
hazd — dear and full ~ whieh |oa would ki |our owo mind in- 
stantly compare to that of 

If trs —' to threaten tnd command , 
was capable of an expression of the most winning and soul-snb- 
dning tenderness. Much more might I say in his praise, and truly 
— but that I have a melancholy end in view. Suffice it to add, that 
wherever he moved , he seemed the sun of the social circle , gazed 
on by many a soft starlike eye, with trembling rapture — the 
envied object of 

Nods, becks, and wreathed smiles 

from all that was fair and beautiAil. 

He could not remain long disengaged. Intelligence soon found 
its way to town of his having formed an attachment to Hiss Ellen 
— , a wealthy and beautiful northern heiress, whose heart soon 
surrendered to its skilful assailant. Every body was pleased with 
the match and pronounced it suitable in all respects. I had air 
opportunity of seeing Captain C— and Miss — together at an 
evening party in London; for the young lady's family spent the 
season in town, and were, of course, attended by the Captain, who 
took up his quarters in — Street. A handsome couple they 
looked. 

This was nearly twelve months after their engagement; and 
most of the preliminaries had been settled on both sides, and the 
event was fixed to take place within a fortnight of Miss — and 
family's return to -^ shire. The last day of their stay in town, they 
formed a large and gay water party, and proceeded up the river 
a little beyond Richmond , in a beautifdl open boat, belonging to 
Lord — , a cousin of the Captain's. It wad rather late before 
their return ; and long ere their arrival at Westminster stairs , the 
wind and rain combined against the party, and assailed them with 
a fury ^ against which their awning formed but an insufficient pro- 
tection. Captain C — had taken an oar for the last few miles ; 
and as they had to pull against a strong tide, his task was not a 
trifling one. When he resigned his oar , he was in a perfect bath 
of perspiration ; but he drew on his coat, and resumed the seat he 
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had formerly occupied beside S|ks *- , at tbe back of the boat. 
The awning nnfortanctely fot rent immediately behind where they 
sat ; and what with the splashing of the water on his back, and the 
squally gusts of wind which incessantly burst upon them , Captain 
C — got thoroughly wet and chilled. Miss — grew uneasy about 
him, but he laughed off her apprehensions , assuring her that 
they were groundless, and that he was *Hoo old a soldier" to 
suffer from such a trifling thing as a little " wind and wet." On 
leaving the boat, he insisted on accompanying them home to — 
Square, and stayed there upwards of an hour, busily conyersing 
with them about their departure on the morrow. While there he 
took a glass or two of wine , bat did not change his clothes. On 
returning to his lodgings, he was too bosily aad pleasantly oecof^d 
with thoughts about his approaching nuptials, to advert to the ne- 
eessity of using more precautions againkst cold, before retiring to 
bed. He sat down in his dressing-room , without ordering a fire 
to be lit, and wrote two or three letters; after which he got into 
bed. Now, how easy would it have been for Captain C — to ob- 
viate any possible ill consequences, by simply ringing for warm 
water to put his feet in , and a basin of gruel , or posset ? He did 
not do either of these, however; thinking it would be time enoogh 
to *' cry out when he was hurt." In the morning he rose, and 
though a little indisposed , immediately after breakfast drove to 
— > Square, to see off Bliss — and the family; for it had been 
arranged that he should remain behind a day or two, io order to 
complete a few purchases of jewellery, 4f:c., and then follow the 
party to — shire. He rode on horseback beside their travelling 
carriage a few miles out of town ; and then took his leave and re* 
turned. On his way home he called at my house , but finding me 
out, left his card, with a request that I would come and see him in 
the evening. About scved o'clock I was with him. 1 found him in 
his dressing-gown , in an easy chair, drinking coffee. He looked 
rather dejected , and spoke in a desponding tone. He complained 
of the common symptoms of catarrh ; and detailed to me the ac- 
eoimt which I have just laid before the reader, I remonstrated 
with him on his last night's imprudence. 

''Ah, Doctor — , 1 wish to Heaven I had rowed on to West- 
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minster, tired asl wasl" said he — ** Good God, what if I have 
caught my death of cold? — Ton camiot conceive how singular my 
sensations are." 

*'That 's generally the way with patients after the mischief's 
done^" I replied with a smile. — *'But come! cornel only take 
care of yourself, and matters are not at all desperate ! " 

"Heigh ho!" 

" Sighiog like a furnace /' I continued , gaily , on hearing him 
utter several sighs in succession — *'You sons of Mars make hot 
work of it , both in love and war ! " — Again he sighed. * ' Why, 
what 's the matter , Captain ! " 

''Oh, nothing — nothing," he replied, languidly, ** I suppose 
a cold generally depresses one's spirits — is it so? Is it a sign of 
a severe — " 

' ' It is a sign that a certain person — " 

''Pho, Doctor, pho!" said he, witli an air of lassitude — 
* 'don't think me so childish ! — I '11 tell you candidly what has 
contributed to depress my spirits. For this last week or so , I 've 
bad a strange sort of conviction that — " 

''Nonsense -^ none of your nervous fancies — " 

^'Ah, hmlhave, Doctor," he continued, scarcely noticing 
the interruption ; " I 've felt a sort of presentiment — a foreboding 
that — that — that — iometkmg or other would occur ^o prevent 
my marriage!" 

"Oh, tush— tush I — every one has these low nervous fancies 
that is not accustomed to sickness." 

' ' Well — it Tnay be so — I hope it may be nothing more ; but 
I seem to bear a voice whispering -^ or at least, to be under an in^ 
fluence to that effect; that the cup will be dashed brimful from my 
lips — a fearful slip ! It seems as if my Ellen were too great a 
happiness for the Fates to allow me." 

" Too great a fiddlestick, Captain ! — so your school-boy has a 
fearful apprehension that he cannot outlive the day of his finally 
leaving school — too glorious and happy an era ! " 

"I know well what yoti allude to ^ Imt mine is « cdm and 
rational apprehension — " 

"Come, come. Captain C—, this is going too far. Raillery 
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apart, howeyer, I can folly enter info your feelings," — I eon- 
tinned, perceiYing his morbid excitement. — ^'Tis but human 
nature to feel trepidation and apprehension when approaching 
some great crisis of one's existence. One is apt to giye unfayour- 
Me possibiUHes an undue preponderance oyer probabiUHes^ and 
it is easily to be accounted for, on the known tendency ve find 
within oursehres, on ordinary occasions, to shape erents 
according to our vrishes — and in our oTer-anxiety to guard 
against such — " 

"Very metaphysical — yery true , I dare say — " 

"Well — to be matter-of-fact —./had all your feelings — 
perhaps greatly aggrayated — at the time of my own marriage — " 

•*Eh? — indeed? — Had you really?" he inquired, eagerly, 
laying his hand on mine — continuing , .with an air of anxious 
curiosity— "Did you eyer feel a sort of conyiction that some 
mysterious agency was awaiting your approach towards the cri- 
tical point, and, when just within reach of your object, would 
suddenly smite you down ? " 

"Ay, to be sure," said I, smiling, "a mere flutter of feel- 
ing — which you see others haye besides yourself; but that you — 
trained to confront danger -*- change — casualties of all sorts — 
that you — you , with your frame of Herculean build — " 

" Well — a truce to jour banter ! " he interrupted'me , some- 
what impatiently; "I shouldn't mind taking you ten to one that I 
don't liye to be married , after all ! " 

"Come, this amounts to a symptom of your indisposition. 
Tou haye got more fever on you than I thought — and you grow 
light-headed ! — you must really get to bed , and in the morning 
all these fantasies will be gone." 

"Well — I hope in God they may! But they horridly oppress 
me ! I own that latterly I 've giyen in a little io fatalism,*' 

This won't do at all , thought I, taking my pen in hand, and 
beginning to write a prescription. 

"Are you thirsty at all! any catching in the aide when you 
breathe? Any cough?" dec. Ac. said I, asking him the usual 
routine of questions. I feared , from the symptoms he described, 
that he had caught^ very severe , and possibly obstinate , cold — 
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80 I prescribed actiire medicines. Amoogst (Uhers , I reeoUect 
ordering him one-foarth of a grain of tartarized antimony every 
four hours , for Ae purpose of encouraging the insensible per- 
spiration , and thereby determining the fever outwards. I then 
left him, promising to call about noon the next day, expressing 
my expectations of finding him perfectly recovered from his indis- 
position. I fonnd him the following morning in bed , thoroughly 
under the influence of the medicines I had prescribed, and, in 
fact , much better in every respect. The whole surface of his body 
was damp and clammy to the touch, and he had exactly the pro- 
per sensation of nausea — both occasioned by the antimony. I 
contented mf self with prescribing a repetition of the medicines. 

** Well, Captain, and what has become of your gloomy fore- 
bodings of last night?" I inquired, with a smile. 

**Why — hem! I 'm certainly not quite so desponding as I 
was last night; but "^11 , the goal — the goal 's not reached yet ! 
I 'm not well yet — and, even if I were, there 's a good fortnight's 
space for contingencies ! " * * I enjoined him to keep bouse for a 
day or two longer, and persevere with the modicines during that 
time, in order to his complete recovery, and he reluctantly ac- 
quiesced. He had written to inform Miss — , that, owing to ** a 
slight cold,*' and his jeweller's disappointing him about the trinkets 
he had promised, his stay in town woiUd be prolonged two or 
three days. This circumstance bad fretted and worried him a 
good deal. 

One of the few enjoyments which my professional engagements 
permitted me, was the opera, where I might for a while forget 
Uie plodding realities of life , and wander amid the magnificent 
regions of music and imagination. Few people, indeed, are so 
disposed to '* make the most" of their time at the opera as medical 
meb , to whom It is a sort of stolen pleasure; they sit on thorns, 
liable to be summoned out immediately — to exchange the bright 
scenes of fairyland for the dreary bedside of sickness ami death. I 
may not, perhaps, speak the feelings of my more phlegmatic 
brethren ; but the considerations above named always occasion me 
to sit listening to what is going on in a state of painful suspense 
and nervousness, which is aggravated by the slightest noise at the 
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box-door -— by the mere trying of tbe ba&dle. On Itae efeoiog of 
the day in question , a Mend of my wife's bad kindly allowed wts 
the use of ber boi; and we were both sitting In onr places «t a 
masieal banquet of nn^snal splendour; for it was Catalaoi's be- 
nefit. In looking round tbe house , durinf^ tbe interval between 
the opera and ballet, I happened to east my eye towards tbe op- 
posite boi, at the moment it was entered by two gentlemen of very 
fashionable appearance. Fancying that the person of one of ^em 
was familiar to me, I raised my glass, my sight being rat^r short. 
I almost let it fall out of my hand with astoni^ment — for one of 
the gentlemen was — Captain € — ! — he whom I had that moro- 
ing left ill in bed I Scareely believing that I had seen^right , I re- 
directed my glass to tbe same spot, but there was no mistaking 
the stately and handsome person of my patient. There he stood, 
with the gay, and even rather lliistered air of one who has but re- 
cently adjourned thither from the wine-table ! He seemed in very 
high spirits — his foce (lushed — chatting incessantly with bis 
companion , and smiling and nodding frequently towards persons 
in various parts of the bouse. Concern and wonder at his rash- 
ness — his madness — in venturing out under such circumstances, 
kept me for sonM time breathless. Could I really be looking at 
my patient, Captain C— ? him whom I had left in bed ,^ under 
the influence of strong sudorifics? — who had faithfully prdn^sed 
that he would keep within doors for two or three days longer? 
What had induced him to transgress the order of his medical at- 
tendant — thus to put matters in a foir train for verifying his 
own gloomy apprehensions expressed but the evening before? — 
Thoughts like these ma^ me so uneasy , that, after failing to at- 
tract his eye, I resolved to go round to his box and renonslrale 
with him. After tapping at the door several times without being 
heard , on account of tbe Hmd tones in which tbey were laughing 
and talking ^ the door was opened. 

**6ood€iod! Doctor — !" exchrfmed Captain C*- , in amaze- 
ment, rising and giving me bis band. *'Why, what on earth is 
the matter? What has bmuglit you here? Is any thing wrong? 
Heavens! Have you heard 4iny tMng about Wss — V* he con- 
tinued , all in a breads twpoing pale. 
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**Wo( a bretth — Bot a word -^ But what hM brought too 
here, Captiin? Are yon «tark stariog mad?" I replied, as I 
cootioued graspiog hte hand, which was eyan then damp and 
clammy. 

* *Wi|y-^ why -^ nothing pavliGfUar," hestamnefed, startled 
by my agitated manner. *' What is there so very wonderful in my 
comiBg to the opera? Hav« I done wrong, eh?'' he inquired, 
after a panse. 

*- Ton have acted likjtn madman ,, Captaia! in ventaring eyen 
oat of your bedroom , while under the influence of the medicine^ 
yea were taking!" 

**0h, nonsense, my dear Doctor — nonsense! What harm 
can there be? IM% infinitely better after you left me this morn- 
ing;" and he proceeded to eiplain, (hat his companion, to whom 
he introduced me, was Lieutenant — , the brother of his intended 
bride ; that he had that morning arriyedin town from Portsmouth, 
had called on the Captain , and after drinking a glass or two of 
champagne, and forcing the Captain to join him, had prevailed 
on him to accompany him to dinner at his hotel. Lieutenant — 
overcame all his scruples — laughed at the idea of his ** slight 
cold," and said it would be '* unkind te refuse the brother of 
BUen ! " -»* so , after dinner they both adjourned to the opera. I 
nodded towards the deor, and we both ielt the box for a moment 
or two. 

'^Why, Doctor—, you don't mean to say that I'm running 
any rtal risk?" he inquired, with some trepidation. *«What 
tould I do , you know , when the Lieutenant there — only just re- 
turned from his cruise -- Ellen's brother , yen know — " 

*' Excuse me. Captain — . Did you Uke the medicines I or^ 
dered regularly, up to the time c^ your going out?" I inquired 
anxiously. 

**Tobe8ureI did — punctual as clockwork; and, egad! now 
I think of it," hfr added, eagerly, ''I took a doubUdost of the 
powders, just before leaving my room , by way of making *assu« 
ranee doubly sure 'you know — ha ha ! Right, eh?" 

''Have you perspired during the day, as usual?" 

^*0h, profusely — profusely! Egad, Imust have sweated all 

i>iaty of a Phyticiatu L 25 
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the fever oat long ago , I tMnk ! I hadn't beeo in the open air half 
an hoar, when my skin was as dry as yoars — as dry as ever it 
was in my life. Nay , in fact , I felt rather chilled than otherwise." 

"Allow me , Captain — did you drink much at dinner?" 

* ' Why — I own — I think I 'd my share ; these tars, you know 
-^ such carsed soakers — " 

*^ Let me feel your pulse," said I. It was full and thrilling, 
beating upwards of one hundred a minute. My looks , I suppose, 
alarmed him; for, while I was feeling his pulse; he grew very 
pale, and leaned against the box-door, saying, in a fainter tone 
than before , ** I 'm afraid I 've done wrong in coming out. Your 
looks alarm me." 

"Ton have certainly acted very — very imprudently; but I 
hope the mischief is not irremediable ," said I , in as cheerfol a 
tone as I could , for I saw that he was growing excessively agitated. 
*• At aH eveitfs, if you '11 take my advice — " 

*'!/'/ — there 's no need of taunting me — " 

*'Well, then, you 'II return home instantly, and muffle your- 
self up in your cloak as closely as possible." 

**I will. By the way , do you remember the bet I offered you," 
said he, with a sickly smile, wiping the perspiration from his 
forehead. * * I — I — fear you may lake it , and win ! Good God ! 
what evil star is over me? Would to Heaven this Lieutenant — 
had never crossed my path ! — I '11 return home this instant, and 
do all you recommend; and, for God's sake, call early in the 
morning, whether I send for you or not! — By — ! your looks 
and manner have nearly given me the brain fever ! " — I took my 
leave , promising to be with him early ; and advising him to take a 
warm bath the moment it could be procured — to persevere with 
the powders —- and lie in bed till I called. But, alas! alas! alas! 
the mischief had been doi^b ! 

''Dear me, what a remarkably fine-looking man that Captain 
C — is," said my wife, as soon as I had reseated myself be- 
side her. 

** He is a dead man , my love , if you like ! " I replied, with a 
melancholy air. The little incident just recorded , madf me too 
sad to sit out the ballet; so we left very early, and I do not think 
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ytft iotercbfiogesi wore than a word or two ia going home; ind 
thosetuere, "PoorMiss— I" — "Poor Captain C — I" I do not 
pretend to say that eiren the rash conduct of Captain C — , and its 
probable consequences, could in every instance warrant such 
gloomy fears; but, in his case, I felt with himself a sort of «ti^«r- 
stitiaus apprehension , I knew not why. 

I found him, on calling in the morning, exhibiting the inci- 
pient symptoms of inflammation of the lungs. He complained of 
increasing difficulty of breathing — a sense of painful oppressi<m 
and constriction all over his chest , and a hard harassing cough, 
attended with excruciating pain. His pulse quivered audi thrilled 
under the finger^ like a tense harp-string after it has been twanged; 
the whole surface of his body was dry and heated; his face was 
flushed, and full of anxiety. A, man of his robust constitution , and 
plethoric habit, was one of the very worst subjects of inflamma* 
tion. I took from the arm, myself, avery large quantity of blood 
-^ which presented the usual appearance in such cases — and pre- 
scribed active lowering remedies. But neither these measures, 
nor the application of a large blister in the evening — when I again 
saw him — seemed to make any impression on the complaint , so 
I ordered him to be bled again. Poor Captain C — ! From that 
morning he prepared himself for a £aital termination of his illness, 
and lamented, in the most passionate terms, that he had not 
acted up to my advice in time ! 

On returning home from my evening visit , I found an express, 
requiring my instant attendance on a lady of distinction in the 
country, an old patient of mine; and was obliged to hurry off, 
without having time to do more than commit the care of Captain 
C — > and another case equally urgent, to Dr. D — , a friend of 
mine close by, imploring him to keep up the most active treat- 
ment with the Captain ; and promising him that I should return 
during the next day. I was detained in the country for two days, 
during which I scarcely left Lady — 's bedroom an instant; and 
before I left for town she expired, under heart-rending circum- 
stances. On returning to town , I found several urgent cases re- 
quiring my instant attention , and first and foremost that of poor 
Captain C — . Dr. D — was out , so I hurried to my patient's bed* 

25* 
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gMc aft tmee. It cabo^rt iejar^ snf due at tbi« distaoee of tiiAe, 
to state plainly, that the poor Captaia'a ease had been most d6* 
ploitMy mismaMged dariog nay ahseneie. It was oiring to oo 
liii^ of my friend Dr. D -— , ^ho had done histitmost, and had 
, his own large practice to attend to. He WiB tfaerefbre under the 
necessity of committing tbe'casd to the more immediate svperin- 
tendeuae of a yonng and ineiperieneedmembef of the prof<6BSion, 
who, in his ignorance and timidity, tfettew asfde the only chawees 
t&i Captain € -^ 's fife , — repeated hlood^lMlhig. Only one» did 
Mr. -^ bleed him, and then took away aboat^nrovnees! Under 
the joidicioiis management of Dr. D — the inraada of the inflam- 
matioB had been sensibly checked; but it rallied a^ain, and made 
head against the langnid resistance contimied by the yo«t^ apo^ 
thecary ; so that I arrived hot in time to witness the ctesing scene. 
He was absolntely withering nnder the fetert the difficulty 
with which he drew his breath amounted almoH to suffocation. 
He had a dry hacking cough — the oppression of his chest was 
greater than ever; and trhat he eipectoralsd was of a bktck co- 
lour. He was delirious , and did not know me. He fancied him- 
self OQ the river rowing — then endeatonring to protect Miss — 
feflin ^e inclemency of the weather; and the expressions. of mo- 
ving tenderaess which he coupled with her name, were heart- 
breaking. Then, again, he thought himself in -^ shfre, su- 
perintending the alterations of his house ^ Which was getting remly 
for- their reeepUoh on their nvarriage. fie mentieoed m^ name, 
and said , ** "^fhat a gloomy man that Dr. — is ^ Ellen ! he keeps 
one stewing in bed for a week , If one has but a commoh cold ! " 

Letters were despatched into — shire, to acquaint his femily, 
and that of Miss — , with the melancholy tidings of his dangerous 
iUness. Several of his relatitms soon nMde their appearance ; but/ 
as Miss — "s party did not go direef home^ but staid a day or two 
on the way , I presume the letters reached ~ House long before 
their arrival , and were not seen by the family before poor Captain 
C — had expired. 

I called again on him in the evening. The first glance at Ms 
countenance sufficed to show me that he could not survive the 
night. I found that the cough and spitting had ceased suddenly; 
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hi^ fi^ no palo: bis leeble, irarxldg fwl^e^ iQdic«ted Uiat the 
powers of nature were rapidly linking. His lips bad assumed a 
i^arfiiUj livid hue , and ^ere occasjonallj retraoted w as to show 
all hii^ teeth; and his whole countenanoe was jpiUen. He wa^ quite 
eensihle, and aware that he vas ffying. He here the Intelligeoce 
with noble fortitude,, sapif;, it was ))ut the fruit of his own im- 
prudence and folly. He several times ejaculated, ''Oh, ^llen — 
Ellen — Ellen ! " and shook his head feebly with a woful de^air*^ 
ing look upwards , but without shedding a tear. He was fast all 
display of active emotion ! 

*' Shouldn't you call me a suicide. Doctor -*?'' said he, 
moumiully , on seeing me sitting beside him. 

''Oh, assuredly QOtl Disqfiiss such thoughts, dear Cap^in^ 
I beg! We are all in the Jiands of the Almigbty , Captain. It is 
He who orders our ends," said J, gently grasping his hand, which 
lay passive on the counteipane. * ' Well , I suppose it is so ! His 
will be done!" he exclaimed, looking reverently upwards, and 
closing his eyes. I rose, and walked to the table, on which 
stood his medicine, to see how much of it he had (aken. Therfi 
lay an unopened letter from Miss — ! Jt had arrived by that morn- 
ing's post, and bore the postmark of the town at which they were 
making their halt by the way. Captain — 's friends considered it 
better not to agitate him , by informiog him of its arrival ; for as 
Miss — 4;ould not be apprized of his illness , it might be of a tenor 
to agitate and tantalize him. My heart ached to see it. I returned 
presently to my seat beside him. 

*' Doctor," he whispered, "will you be good enough to look 
for my white waistcoat — it is hanging in the dressing-room , and 
feel in the pocket for a little paper parcel?" I rose, did as he 
directed, and brought him what he asked for. 

^* Open it, and you '11 see poor Ellen's wedding-ring and i^rd, 
which- 1 purdiased only a day or two ago. .1 wish to see them," 
said he , in a low but firm tone of voice, I removed the wool, and 
gazed at the glistening trinkets in silence , as did Captain C — . 

"They will do to wed me to the worm!" said be, extending 
towards me ihe little finger of his left hand, fhe tears nearly 
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blinding me , I did as be wisbed , bat could not get them past tlie 
first joint. 

**Ah! Ellen bas a small finger!** said be. A tear fell from 
my eye upon bis band. He looked at me for an instant with appa- 
rent surprise* *^ Never mind, Doetor — tbat will do — I see they 
wont go farther. Now, let me die with them on ; and when I am 
no more 9 let them be given to Ellen. I have wedded her in my 
heart — she is my wife ! " He continued gazing fixedly at ike finger 
on which the rings were. 

*<0f course, she cann,ot know of my illness?" he inquired 
faintly, looking at me. I shook my head. 

**6ood. *T will break her little heart, I 'm afraid!*' Those 
were the last words I' ever heard him utter; for, finding tbat my 
feelings were growing too excited, and that the Captain seemed 
disposed to sleep, I rose and left the room, followed by Lieute- 
nant — , who had been sitting at his friend's bedside all day long, 
and looked dreadfully pale and exhausted. *'l>octor,*' said he, 
in a broken voice , as we stood together in the hall , '* I have mur- 
dered my friend , and he thinks I have. He won't speak to me, 
nor look at me! He hasn't opened his lips to me once, though 
I 've been at his bedside night and day. Yes ,** he continued , al- 
most choking, ** I 've murdered him ; and what is to become of my 
sUterf^ I made him no reply, for my heart was full. 

Id the morning I found Captain C — laid out; for he had died 
about midnight. 

Few scenes are fraught with more solemnity and awe , none 
more chilling to the heart, than the chamber of the recent dead. 
It is like the cold porch of eternity! The sepulchral silence, the 
dim lights the fearful order and repose of all around — a sick- 
room , as it were , suddenly changed into a charnel-house — the 
central object in the gloomy picture, the bed — the yellow effigy 
of him that was ^ looking coldly out from the white unrufiEled 
sheets — the lips that must speak no more — the eyes that are shut 
forever! 

The features of Captain C — were calm and composed ; but 
WIS it not woful to see that fine countenance surrounded with the 
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dose crimped cap , injariog its outlioe aod proportions ! — Here, 
reader , lay the victim of a sLieH:^ colb I 



CHAPTER XXI. 

RICH AND POOR. 

A RBMARKABLsaod effecting joxtaposition of Uie two poles, so 
to speak, of human' condition — afflaence and poverty — rank 
and degradation — came under my notice during the early part of 
the year 181-. The dispensations of Providence are fearful level- 
lers of the factitious distinctions among men I Little boots it to 
our common foe , whether he pluck his prey from the downy sa- 
Un-curtained couch, or the wretched pallet of a prison or a work- 
house ! The oppressive splendour of rank and riches , indeed ! — 
what has it of solace or mitigation to him hidden ''to turn his 
pale face to the wall" — to look his last on, life, its toys and 
tiiselries? 

The Earl of — 's old tormentor, the gout, had laid close siege 
to him during the early part of the winter of 181- , and inflicted on 
him agonies of unusual intensity and duration. It left him in a 
very low and poor state of health , his spirits utterly broken — and 
his temper soured and irritable , to an extent that was intolerable 
to those around him. The discussion of a political question, in the 
issue of which his interests were deeply involved, seduced him into 
an attendance at the House of Lords, long before he was in a fit 
state for removal, even from his bed-chamber; and the consequen- 
ces of such a shattered invalid's premature exposure to a bleak 
winter's wind may be easily anticipated. He was laid again on a 
bed of suffering; and having, through some sudden pique, dis- 
missed his old family physician , his lordship was pleased to sum- 
mon me to supply his place. 

The Eari of — was celebrated for his enormous riches and the 
more than oriental scale of luxury and magnificence on which his 
establishment was conducted. The slanderous world farther gave 
him credit for a disposition of the most exquisite selfishness, 
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whfeb, add«d(obiscaprkfa«saBdellol«rielmmoQr^ msdehlaift 
very oneviable compaDioA, eten in bealtb. Wbat, theo, mmt 
such a man be in sickness ? I trembled at the task that was before 
mel It was a bitter December evening on which I paid him my 
first Visit. Nearly the whole of the gloomy, secluded street in 
which his mansion was situated, was covered with straw ; and men 
were stationed about it to prevent noise in any shape. The ample 
knocker was mulled and the bell unhung, test tli« noise of either 
should startle the arfetocraUeai invalid. The instant my earri«ge» 
with its muffled roll , drfewup^ the hall^-door sprang Op^n is if liy 
magic ; for the watchAil porter had orders to anticipate ail comers, 
6n pain of instant dismissaL Tbiek matting was laid over the haH 
floor — double carpeting covered the staircases and lattdiugB, 
frotn the top to th^ bottom of tfie house — and aH the do0f-edges 
were lined with list. dfoKr eolild sickness or death presume to 
enter, in spite of such ^^etautions! 

A servant, in large Hst-slippers^ asked nke, in a whisper, ny 
name ; and, on learning It, said the Countess wished to have a few 
moments' interview with me before I was shown up to his lordship. 
I was thei^efore led intd a magnifleent apartment , where her lady- 
ship, with two grown-up daughters, and a young man in the 
Guards' unifohn , sat sipping coffee -^ for they had but just left 
the dining-room. The Countess looked peie" and dispirited* 
** Doctor — ," said she, after a few words of course had hetm iniet*^ 
changed, *'I 'm afraid you II have a trying ta^ to manage Ms 
lordship. We are all worn out with attending on him, ai^d yel he 
Mys w^ neglect hfM ! Nothing can please or satisfy him ! ^^ Whit 
do you iMragine wa^ the reason of his dismissing Dr. — ? BeciMe 
he persisted in ifttributing the present seizure to his lorftshlp*s hb- 
prudent visit to the House I '* 

*' Well, your ladyship knows I can but attempt ^ do my duty*' 
— I was answ^rhig ^ when at that instant the door wis opened, 
and a sleek servant, all pampered and powdered, in a siyito voce 
tone , inOMrmed the Countess that his lordship had been Inquiring 
forme. «'0h, ibt God's safke , go ^^ go immediately ," said her 
ladyship, eagerly, "or we shall have no peace for a week te 
come ! — I shall , perhaps , follow you in a few minutes ! — B«t 
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mM r- please , not a brta A afcatot Dr. — *s leaTing ! " I bowed, 
and left ilie room. I foUowed the servant up the noble staircase ^ 
Yases and statues, with graceful taitps, at every laDding^and was 
presently ushered into the *' Blue-beard" chamber* Oh, the 
sumptuous — the splendid air of every thing within it I Flowered, 
festooned satin window draperies — flowered satin bed-curtains, 
gathered together at the top by a golden eagle — flowened satin 
counterpane! Beautiful Brussels aauffied lie tread of feur feet, 
and delieately-^anred «batrs and coilches solicited to repose 1 Jk^ 
very chamber lamps, glktening In soft radiance firoia snowy 
marble stands in tbe farther eOffners of the room, were tastefol and 
elegant in the eitreme^ In short , grandeur and elegance seemed 
to outvie one another, bo4h in fSkt ma(M>lal8 and disposition of 
every thing aronnd me. I never saw any thing like it before , nor 
bave I since* 1 never in my life sai in such a yielding luxurions 
diair as the one I was beckoned to , beside tbe Eari. There was, 
in a word> every thing cakulaied to cheat a man into a belief, that 
he belonged to a ''higher order" than that of ''poor brnnanity." 

But for the Lord — the owner of all this ^ my patient. Af , 
there he lay, embedded in down« anrid snowy linen and figured 
satin — all that was visible of him being his little sallow wrinkled 
visage, worn with illness, age, and fretfulness, peering cu- 
riously at me from the depths of his pillow — and his left band, 
lying outside the bed-clothes, holding a white embroidered hand- 
kerchief, with which he occasionally wiped his clammy features. 

' * U — u — gh ! U — u — gh " he groaned , or rather gasped, 
as a sudden twinge of pain twisted and corrugated his features 
almost out of all resemblance of humanity — till they looked more 
like those of a strangled ape, than the Right Honourable the Earl 
of — . The paroxysm presently abated. ** You *ve been — down 
stairs — more than ^ five minutes — I believe — Dr. — ?" he 
commenced in a petulant tone, pausing for breath between every 
two words — his features not yet recovered flrom their contortions. 
I bowed. 

•*I flatter myself— it was /—who sent— lor you, Dr. — , and 
— not her ladyship ," — he oontinoed. I bowed again, and was 
going to explain , when he resumed^ 
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** Ah ! I see ! Heard — the whole story of Br. — *s dismissal — 
ugh — ugh — eh? — May I — beg the faTour — of hearing — her 
ladyship* s version — of the affair?" 

**My lord , I heard nothing but the simple fact of Dr. — ^'s ha- 
ving ceased to attend your lordship — *' 

*^ Ah i •— ceased to attend! Good \ " he repeated with a sneer. 

** Will your lordship permit me to ask if you have much pain 
just now?" 1 inquired, anxious to terminate his splenetic display. 
I soon discovered that be was in the utmost peril; for there was 
every symptom ot ^e gout's having been driven from its old quar- 
ter, — the extremities, to the vital organs, — the stomach and 
bowels. One of the most startling symptoms was the sensation he 
described as resembling that of a platter of tee laid upon the pit of 
his stomach; and he complained also of increasing nausea. 
Though not choosing to apprize him of the exact extent of his 
danger, I strove so to shape my questions and comments that bo 
might infer his being in dangerous circumstances. He either did 
not, however, or would not, comprehend me. I told him that 
the remedies I should recommend — 

*' Ah — by the way" — said he , turning abruptly towards me, 
<* it mustn't be the execrable stuff that Dr. — half poisoned me 
with 1 'Gad , Sir — it had a most diabolical stench — garlic was a ^ 
pine-apple to it — and here was I obliged to lie soaked in eau de 
Cologne , and half stifled with musk. He did it on purpose — he 
had a spite against me ! " I begged to be shown the medicines he 
complained of, and his valet brought me the half-emplied vial. I 
found my predecessor had been exhibiting assa-fcetida and musk 
— and could no longer doubt the coincidence of his view of the 
case and mine. 

<a 'm afraid, my lord," said I, hesitatingly, '*that I shall 
find myself compelled to continue the use of the medicines which 
Dr. — prescribed — " 

** I '11 be — if you do, though —that 's all" — replied the Earl» 
continuing to mutter indistinctly some insulting words about my 
small acquaintance with ihephannacopcBia. I took no notice of it* 
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*< Would yoar lordship," steidi, after a pause , '' object to the 
use of camphor or ammonia?'' * 

*' I object to the use of every medicine but one ^ and that is , a 
taste of some potted boar's flesh, which my nephew, I understand, 
has this morning sent from abroad." 

*' My lord, it is utterly out of the question. Tour lordship, it 
is my duty to inform you, is in extremely dangerous circum- 
stances — *• 

''The devil I am I " he exclaimed , with an incredulous smile. 
*' Pho , pho ! So Br. -*- said. According to him , I ought to have 
resigned about a week ago ! Egad — but — but — what symptom 
ofdanger is there now?" he inquired, abruptly. 

**Why, one — in fact, my lord, thet&or<^is — the sensation 
of numbness at the pit of the stomach , which your lordship meni- 
tioned just now." 

'^Pho ! — gone — gone — gone ! A mere nervous sensation, 
I apprehend. I am freer from pain just now than I have been all 
along." His face changed a little. ** Doctor — rather faint with 
talking — can I have a cordial? Pierre, get me some brandy ! — " 
he added , in a feeble voice. The valet looked at me — I nodded 
acquiescence , and he instantly brought the Earl a wine-glassful. 

** Another — another — another" — gasped the Earl, his face 
suddenly bedewed with a cold perspiration. A strange expression 
flitted for an instant over the features ; his eyelids drooped ; there 
was a little twitching about the mouth — 

"Pierre ! Pierre ! Pierre ! call the Countess ! *' said I hurriedly, 
loosening the Earl's shirt-neck , for I saw he was dying. Before 
the valet returned , however , while, the muflled tramp of footsteps 
was heard on the stairs approaching nearer — nearer -— nearer — 
it was all over ! The haughty Earl of — had gone where rank and 
riches availed him nothing — to be alone with God! 



* His lordship, with whom, as possibly I should have earlier in* 
formed the reader, I had some little personal acquaintance before being 
called io professionally, bad a tolerable knowledge of medicine: which 
will account for my mentioning what remedies I intended to exhibit. In 
fact, he in fisted on kaowing. 
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Om airmng kone ilut evmiifig, mf iOB&9d si4deMd iHth the 
scene I had left , I found my wife — £iDily — sfiuiog by the dcaw- 
in^eoM fire , aleoe , aed in tear*. On inqwlfkig the reasoo of it, 
she told me that a char^-womaD vho had been that<Uj engaged at 
oar house, had been telling 7ane — my wile's maid — ^i^, of 
«ourse, e«mm«ftiicafted ii to her mistress, one of the mostbeart^ 
rending tales of distress that ^e had ever listeotd to — that poverty 
and disease united could inflict on humanity. My sweet wife's 
voice, ever ek»q«ettt in the cause of benetolenee, did not require 
jnach eier tion to persuade me to resume my watiung trim , and go 
«hait Yery evemng to the scene of wretchedness she described. The 
char-woman had gone haIf-«n-hoar ago, but left the name and 
address of the (amily she spoke of, and , after learning them , I 
set off. The cold was so fenfuUy intense , that I was obliged 4o 
return and get a *' comfortable " for my neck ; and Emily took th^ 
opportunity «o empty all the loose silver in her purse iiitpimy hand, 
saying, *'¥on know wh^ to ^o wilh it, lo^T' Blessing her 
benevolent heart, I once more set out on my errand of vaercy. 
With some difficulty I^found out the neighbocirbood , Ihre^tdiqf 
my doubtful way through a labyrinth of obscure back-*streets» 
lanes, and alleys, till I came to *' Peter's Flace/' where the ob- 
jeets of my visit resided. I began to be apprehensive for the safety 
of my person and property, when I discovered, the sort of Aei^;h- 
bourhood I bad got mto. 

"Do you know where some people ^ the name of 0*EUirdlt 
live?" I inquired of Uie watchman, who wa9 pafising^bawiiDg the 
hour. 

*^¥ts, I knows two of that 'ere name hereabouts -^ whicb 
Hurdle is it, Sir?" inquired Ibe gruff guardian of ^e^igbt. 

**I really don't exactly know — the people I want tare very, 
very poor." 

" Oh ! oh ! oh ! I *m thinking they 're all much of a muchness 
for the matter of that, about here,"i— he replied, setting down 
his lantern , and slapping his hands against his sides to keep him- 
selfwarm. 

«' But the people I want are very ill — I 'm a Doctor.** 

'* Ob , oh ! you must be meaning *em 'oose son was transported 
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ytsttvdaf! Bi» nine was Ttaa OlIorAe, Sir •- thoiista some 
called bim Jimmy — and I was the man tliat catch'd him , 6k -^ 
i^df Itwasfbrarebberylnthiskere-^'' 

•* Ay , ay, I dare say they are the people I want. Where is 
their home?" I inqnfred, hastily, somewhat distarbed at (he 
latter portion of his Intelligence — a new and forbidding feature of 
'uM case* 

*'I H show 'ee the way» Sir," said the watchman, walking 
befbre me , and holding his lantern close to the ground to light my 
path* Be led me to the last house of the Place ^ and through a mi- 
serable dilapidated door-way; then up two pair of narrow, dirty, 
broken stairs , till we found ourselves at the top of the house. He 
knocked at the door with the end of his stick , and called out, 
<< Holloa, missus! Hey! Within there! Ton 're wanted here ! " 
adding suddenly , in a lower tone , touching his hat , ^' It 's a bi^ 
ter night. Sir — a trifle, Sir, to kee^ one's self warm — drink 
your health, Sir." I gave him a trifle, motioned him away , and 
took bis place at the door. 

V' Thank your honourl mind your watch and pockets, Sir, — 
that 's all ," he muttered , and left me. I felt very nervous as the 
sound of his retreating footsteps ^ied away down stairs. I had half 
a mind to follow him. 

''Who 's there?*' in^ired a female voice through the door« 
opened only an inch or two. 

*'lt 's I — Doctor. Is your name O'Hurdlet Is any one ill 
here? I 'm come to see yon. Betsy Jones, a. char-woman, told 
me of you." 

''Ton 're fight, Sir," replied the same voice , sorrowfully. 
''Walk in. Sir;" and the door was opened enough for me to 
enter. 

Now, reader, who, labile ghracing over these sketches, are 
perhapfr reposing in the lap of Luory , brieve me wbea I leN you, 
that the scene which I shall attmplf to set before you, nsi encounr- 
tered it, I feel to beggar all my powers of descfiptiofi ; and that 
what yon may conceive to be eiaggeralioae , are ininitely short of 
the frightful realities of that evening. Bad I not seen and knoma 
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ibr ibxself , I sboold scarcely hafe beliered that suck inlsoy 
eiisted. 

*'Wait a moment, Sir, an' 1 11 fetch ;oii a light," sdd the 
woman , In a strong Irish accent; and I stood still outside the door 
till she returned with a rushlight, stuck in a bluebottle. I had 
time for no more than one glimpse at the haggard features and 
filthy ragged appearance of the bearer, with an infant at the 
breast y before a gust of wind, blowing through an unstopped 
broken pane in the window, suddenly extinguished the candle, 
and we were left in a sort of darkness visible, the only object I 
could see being the faint glow of expiring embers on the hearth. 
''Would your honour be after standing still a while , or you 11 be 
thredding on the chilther?" said the woman; and, bending down, 
she endeavoured to re-light the candle by the embers. The poor 
creature tried in vain, however; for it seemed there was but an 
inch or two of candle lef^ and the heat of the embers melted it 
away, and the wick fell out. 

"Oh, murlher — there! What tw7/ we do?" exclaimed the 
woman , ** that 's the last bit of candle we 've in the house , an' it 's 
not a farthing I have to buy another ! " 

**Come — send and buy another," said I, giving her a shil- 
ling, though I was obliged to feel for her hand. 

'* Oh , thank your honour ! " said she , '* an' we '11 soon be see 
ing one another. Here, Sal! Sal! Sally! — Here, yecratur!" 

**Well, and what d'ye want with me?** asked a sullen Toice 
from another part of the room, while there was a rustling of straw. 

**Fait, an' ye must get up wid ye, and go to buy a candle. 
Here 's a shilling — " 

''Heigh — and isn't it a loaf o' bread ye should rather be after 
buying, mother?" growled the same voice. 

** Perhaps the Doctor wop't mind," stammered the mother; 
** he won't mind our getting a loaf too.'' 

'* Oh , no , no ! For Giod's sake , go directly , and get what yoo 
like 1 " said I , touched by the woman's tone and manner. 

•*Ho, Sal! Get up — ye may buy some bread too — " 

•'Bread! bread! bread! — Where's the shiUing?" said the 
\ voice, in quick and eager tones; and the emberlight enabled 
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me barely to distinguish the dim oatKoe of a Igore rising from the 
straw on which it had been stretched, and which nearly oyer- 
tamed me by stnmbling against me , on its way towards where the 
mother stood. It was a. grown-up girl, who, alter receiving the 
shilling, promised to bring the candle lighted, lest her own firer 
should not be sufficient, and withdrew, slamming the door -vio- 
lently after her, and rattling down stairs with a rapidity which 
showed the interest she felt in her errand. 

"I 'm sorry it 's not a seat we have that 's iit for yon. Sir," 
said the woman, approaching towards where I. was standing; 
*'bat iff may make so bold as to take yonr honomr*s hand , I'll 
guide yon to the only one we have — barring the floor — a box by 
the fire, and there ye '11 sit perhaps till she comes vrith a light." 

** Anyisvhere — anywhere, my good woman ^'' said I; "but I 
hope your daughter will return soon> for I haye not long to be 
here;" and giving her my gloved hand^ she led me to a deal box, 
on which I sat down , and she on the floor beside me. I was be- 
ginning to ask her some questions, when the moaning of a little 
child intermpted me. 

*^Hnsh I hush ! — ye little divil — hush ! — ye '11 be waking 
your poor daddy 1 — hush ! — go to sleep wid ye I" said the wo- 
man , in an earnest under tone. 

** Och — och — mammy ! — mammy ! an* isn't it so ctnvld? — 
I can't sleep, m^mmy," replied the tremulous voice of a very 
young child; and, directing my eyes to the quarter from which 
the sound came, I fancied I saw a poor shivering half-naked crea- 
ture, cowering under the window. 

«'HishI — lie sUll wid ye, ye unfortunat' little divtl — an' 
yell presently get something to eat.-— We ha'n't none of us tasted 
a morsel sin' the morning, Doctor!" The child she spoke to 
ceased its meanings instantly; but I heard the sound of its little 
teeth chattering, and of its hands rubbing and striking together. 
Well it might, poor wretch — , for I protest the room was nearly as 
cold as the open air ; for^ besides the want of fire , the bleak wind 
blew in chilling gusts through the broken panes of the window. 

"Why, how many of you are there in this place, my good wo- 
man?" said I. 
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^'Och, ratirlbcrl mortber! oiQrtber! •»' isoH th«re — ba^- 
riogSal, tkat 's gooe for the caodle^ aod Bobby, that 's out beg- 
ging, aad Tin, that the osld dhrils it Newgate bave sent away to 
BoitvmkMs* yesterday," she oqntioiied, barsting into tears; — 
^'Och, an' won't that sam^ be the death o' me, and the poor 
fMher o' tha b<^ -^ an* it wasn't sich a sintence he deserved — bot 
hush! hnshi" she eontinned, loweHog her tones, '*an' it's wa- 
king the father o' him , 1 'li l>e , that doesn't — " 

''I understand your husband is ili?" said I. 

**Fait, 8ur, as ill as the 'smattidts (asthmatics) can make 
him ^ the Lord ptty him ! but he 's bad a blessed hour's sUep, 
the poor fellow 1 though tiia little brat he Ims in his arms has been 
making a noise -* a little cM vil that it is ->^ it 's the youngest , bar- 
ring this one I 'm suckling — an' it 's not a fortnight ft is sin' it 
first looked on its mother I " she continued , sobbing, and kissing 
her baby's hand« **Oeh, och! that the Uctle oratnr bad niver 
been born ! " 

I heard lootstaps slowly appffoaohing the room; and preseotlf 
a few rays of light flickered through the chinks and fissures of the 
door , ^ch was in a moanent or two pushed open , and Sai made 
her appearance, shading (he lighted candle in her hand, and hold- 
ing a quartern loaf under her arm. She had brought beta wreUdwd 
rushUgbt, which she hastily stuck into the neck of the bottle, and 
placed it on a shelf OYar tbe fireplace; and then -^what a scene 
was visible! 

The eaom was a garret, a«d the sloping ceiling — if s«rah ft 
might be called — made it next ta iaiqwssible to move anywhere In 
an upri^t position. The nmckery of a window had not one entire 
paoaof glass in it; but some of the holes were^stopped with straw, 
rags, aodbvown paper, while one or two were not stopped at all! 
There was not an ar^la of furniture fn the place — no, not a bed, 
chair, ortablsof anykind; the last remidns of it had been seized 
for arrears of rent^eigbteenpeDce a-w«ek — by tl\e horrid harpy, 
their landlady, who lived on the ground floor! The fioiw was lit- 
tered with dirty straw, such as swine might scorn — but which 

♦ Botany Bay. 
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fonned the only conch of ^lis devoted family! The rosU^lit 
eplipsed the dying glow of the few enbers , so that there was not 
even the appearance of a fire ! Aad this in a garret facing the north 
— on one of the bitterest and bleakest nights I ever knew ! My 
heart sank within me at witnessing such frightfii] n^sery and 
destitution , and contrasting it, for an instant, with the arl8toci*a^ 
tical splendour, the exquisite luxuries, of 9iy last patient ! L€aaru9^ 
and Dives! 

The woman with whom I had been conversing, was a meire bun* 
die of filthy rags — a squalid^ shivering, starved creature; balding 
to her breast a half-naked infant, — her matted hair hangdog long^ 
and loosely down her back , and over her shdulders; her dau^ter 
Sal was in like plight— a sullen, ill-favonred slutof about eighteen, 
who seemed ashamed of being seen , and hung her bead like a 
guilty one. She had resumed her former station on soato straw 
^> her bed ! ^ in the extreme corner of the room where she was 
squatting, with a little creature cowering close beside her, both 
munching ravenously the bread which had been purchased^ The 
miserable father of the family was seated on the floor , with hts 
back propped against the opposite side of the ^place to that 
which I occupied, and held a child clasped loosely in his arms, 
though he had plainly fallen asleep. Oh , what a Wi^tehed object ! 
a foul , shapeless , brown paper--cap on his bead , a^ a ragged 
fustian jacket on his back, which a beggar might have spurned 
with loathing I 

The sum of what the woman communicated to me was, that- 
her husband, a bricklayer by trade, had been long unable to work, 
on account of his asthma ; and that their only means of subsistence 
were a paltry pittance from the parish, her own scanty earnings a^ 
a washer-woman, which had been interrupted by her recent oo»<^ 
finemeni, and charities collected by Sal, and Bobby, who ^as 
then out begging. Their oldest son , Tim , a lad of sixteen , had 
been transported for seven years, the day before, for a robbery, 
of which his mother vehemently dex^red him innoeeBt; and this 
last circumstance had, more than all the rest, completely broken 
the hearts of both his father and mother, who had absolutely 
starved themselves and thdr children, in order to hoard up 

Diari/ of a Phytician, I, ^6 
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enough to fee an Old Bailey counsel to plead for their son ! The 
hasband had been for some time, I foand , an out-patient lof one 
of the infirmaries ; '^ and this poor little darlint" said she , sob- 
bing bitterly and hugging her infant closer to her, '*has got the 
measles, I^fearin'; and little Bobby , too, is catching them — 
Och, murther, murtber! Oh, Christ, pity us, poor sinners that 
we are ! — Oh ! what will we do? — what will we do?" — and she 
almost choked herself with stifling her sobs, for fear of waking her 
husband. 

*' And what is the matter with the child that your husband is 
holding in his arms?" I inquired, pointing to it, as it sat in its 
father's arms , munching a little crust of bread , and ever and anon 
patting its father's face, exclaiming^ *♦ Da-a-a ! — - Ab-bab-ba ! — 
Ab-bab-ba!" 

'' Och ! what ails the cratur? Nothing, but that it 's half-sUnred 
and naked — an' isn't that enough — an' isn't it kilt I wish we all 
were — eyery mother's son of us! " groaned the miserable woman, 
sobbing as if her heart would break. At that moment a lamentable 
noise was heard on the stairs, as of a lad crying, accompanied by 
the pattering of naked feet. <*Och! murther!" exclaimed the 
woman , with an agitated air. — '' What 's ailing with Bobby? It 
is crying he is?" and starting to the door, she threw it open time 
enough to admit a ragged shivering urchin , about ten years old, 
without shoes or stockings, and having no cap, and rags pinned 
about him , which he was obliged to hold up with his right hand, 
while the other covered his left cheek. The little wretch , after a 
moment's pause, occasioned by seeing a strange gentleman in the 
room , proceeded to put three or four coppers into his mother's 
lap, telling her, with painful gestures, that a gentleman whom 
he had followed a few steps in the street , importuning for charity, 
had turned round unexpectedly, and struck 1dm a severe blow with 
a cane, over his face and shoulders. 

' ' Let me look at your face, my poor little fellow," said I, dra^iH 
ing him to me ; and , on removing his hand , I saw a long weal all 
down the left cheek. I wish I could forget the look of teariess 
agony with which his mother put her arms round his neck , and 
drawing him to her breast , exelaimed faintly , ~ * « Bobby ! — mj 
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Bobby ! " After a few moments she released the boy , pointing to 
the spot where his sisters sat, still munching their bread. The ' 
instant he saw what they were doing, he sprang towards them, and 
plucked a large fragment from the loaf, fastening on it like a young 
wolf! 

** Why, they 11 finish the loaf before you *ve tasted it , my good 
woman," said I. 

* ' Och, the poor things ! — Let them — let them ! " she replied, 
wiping away a tear. '' I can do without it longer than they — the 
eraturs!" 

'^Well, my poor woman," said I, ** I have not much time to 
spare , as it is growing late. I came here to see what I could do 
for you as a doctor. How many of you are ill ? " 

** Fait , an' isn't it ailing we all of us are ! Ah, your honour I — > 
A 'firmary , without physic or victuals-! " 

'* Well , we must see what can be done for you. What is the 
matter with your husband there?" said I, turning towards him. 
He was still asleep , in spite of the tickling and stroking of his 
child's hands, who, at the moment I looked, was trying to push 
the corner of its crust into' its father's mouth , chuckling and crow- 
ing the while , as is Uie wont of children who find a passive subject 
for their drolleries. 

<<Och! och! the little villain! — the thing!" said she, im- 
patiently, seeing the child's employment, '* Isn't it waking him it 
'11 bet — St— St?" 

" Let me see him nearer," said I : ** I must wake him, and ask 
him a few questions." 

I moved from my seat towards him. His head hung down drow- 
sily. His wife took down the candle from the shelf, and held it a 
little above her husband's head , while I came in front of him, and 
stooped on one knee to interrogate him. 

*' Phelim ! —love ! —honey ! — darlint ! — Wake wid ye ! And 
isn't it the doctor that comes to see ye?" said she, nudging him 
with her knee. He did not stir, however. The child, regardless 
of VLS, was still playing with his passive features. A glimpse of 
the awful truth flashed across my mind. 

26* 
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rather sQcioiislf « 

T)^ipiftDW9Piileadl 

Hie. n^imt h#xe expired nearly an houf before, for bis f^ice and 
hands were quite cold ; but the position in which oe sat, togeAber 
with the aeapliness of the light, concealed the Bvent It was 
fearful to see the ghastly pallor of the features, Uue, fixed pupils, 
the g^ssy glace downwards., the fallen jaw ! — Was it not a subject 
for a pointer? — the living child in the arms, of its dead fa^er, 

unconsciously sporting with a corpse ! 

• *•••••• 

To attempt a description of what ensued , woukt. be idle , and 
e?en ridiculous. It is hardly possible even to imagine ft! In one 
word , the neighbours who lived on the floor beneath were called 
in , and did their utmost to console the wretched widow and quiet 
the children. They laid out the corpse decently; and* I left them 
all the silver I had about me, to enable them to purchase a few of 
the more pressing necessaries. I succeeded afterwards in gaining 
two of the children admittance into a charity school ; and, through 
my wife's interference, the poor widow received the efieient as- 
sistance of an unobtrusive, Imt most incomparable instlt«(ioB, 
'^ The Strangers* Friend Society." 1 was more than once present 
when those angels of mercy — those 'Hrue Samaritans" — the 
"Visitors" of the Society , as they are called — were engaged on 
their noble errand , and wished* that their numbers were countless, 
and their means inexhaustible ! 



CHAPTER XXII. 

THE RUINED MERCHANT. 

It is a common saying, that sorrows never come alon^ -* that 
**it never rains, but it pours; *' * and it has been verified by ex- 
perience, evenfromtheday of that prince of the wretched — the 

• — And now behold , Gertrude , Gertrude — 
When sorrows come, they come not single spies , 
But in battalions. Sbakspsabb. 
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miD * ' who8i6 nane Iras Job.** Nbw-«*da|s , 4k%cUy a snAldieii ac- 
eomutation of IMb beftiUs^a nnu , he uttlsrs soikid ra^ exelfeimatioiA, 
like the 6kii in ^estioo ^ and to» tftten submits to the intfctiMis of 
Prorftlboce wichsnlteii hMHlTereDtee -^ like a brate to a bt«w — or 
^reserts, possibly, tosnielde. Yoiitr i^oor, stapid) Qnobsetvinf 
man, in sueb a case, eannot cottc^ve how it comes topa^sthai 
di tie etils miderthe sim are showet^d donni upon kit head — af 
obee ! There is no atltempt to a^connt for it on reasonable grounds 
^ BO reference to probable , nay , obVibils causes — his oWn itiis- 
eonduot, possibly, or imprtldence. In a word, h« ft^iesthat 
ttie only thfng they resemble is Spicnrus's fortuitous cottcour^e of 
atMkns. It is undoubtedljf true that people arie occasienally as- 
saUed by misfortanes so numerous, sudden, aut! simultaneous, as 
is reaUy unaccountable* In the majoiity, bowerer, of what are 
rqiuted such eases, a ready solution may be found, by any one 
ofoi»ertatien. Take a simple titustration t A passeogeir suddenly 
fttlls down in a crowded tborougbftre; and when down , and un- 
able to rise , the one following stumbles over him — the neit over 
hiin — add so on — all unable to resist the on-{^iressiAg crbwd 
behind; and so the first Allien lies nearly crushed and smothered. 
Now, is not this frequendy ^e cAse with a tnan amid the cariss atad 
troubles of \ih ? One solllary dl^^istier •— ode unexpected calamity 
— befillls hkn; the sudden shock stuns him om of his self-posses- 
sion ; be is dispirited, confounded, paralysed — and dowki he falls, 
in the very tbrobg of «ll tie pressing cares and tl*onb}es of Hfe, one 
implicatlhg and dragi^ttig after It another — till all is uproar and 
constematibn. "niett it is , th^ we hear passionate lamentations, 
and cries of soitows **nevercokiiog atone" — of all this '* being 
agAittsthimi" atfdfaeeilhef stttpfdiy lies still, till he is crushed 
and trampled on, or, it may be, succeeds in scrambling to the 
first teiBporary resttog-place be can e^y , where he resigns him- 
self to stdplfied inaction , Btai*iot vacantly at thb throng of niishttps 
following in the wake of that one which bore him down. Wlie\reds 
the first thought of one ib such a situatititt ^otlld dur^ be, 
<' Let me be *up and dblng,' and I may y#trtei;oVer liiy^elf."-^ 
''IHreclly a man determib^ to think/' says ati e&ibebt Writ^^ 
'' be is well nigh sdre of bUteriiig his Condition." 
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It is to the operation of snch cadses as these, that is to be 
traced, in a great majority of cases, the necessity for medical 
interference. Within the sphere of my own practice , I hare wit- 
nessed , in such circumstances, tlie display of heroism and forti- 
tade ennobling to hnman nature ; and I have also seen instances of ^ 
the most contemptible pusillanimity. I have marlted a brave 
spirit succeed in buffeting its way out of its adversities ; and I have 
seen as brave a one overcome by Hiem , and falling vanquished, 
even with the sword of resolution gleaming in its grasp ; for diere 
are combinations of evil , against which no human energies can 
make a stand. Of this , I think the ensuing melancholy narrative 
will afford an illustration. What its effect on the mind of the reader 
may be , I cannot presume to speculate. Mine it has oppressed to 
recall the painful scenes with which it abounds , and convinced of 
the peculiar perils incident to rapidly acquired fortune, which too 
often lifts its possessor into an element for which he is totally un- 
fitted, and from which he falls exhausted, lower far than the sphere 
he had left I 

Mr. Dudleigh's career afforded a striking illustration of the 
splendid but fluctuating fortunes of a great English merchant — of, 
the magnificent results insured by persevering industry, economy, 
prudence, and enterprise. Early in life he was cast upon the 
world , to do as he would, or rather cmUd^ with himself; for his 
guardian proved a swindler, and robbed his deceased friend's child 
of every penny that was left him. On hearing of the disastrous 
event, young Dudleigh instantly ran away from school, in his 
sixteenth year, and entered himself on board a vessel trading to 
the West Indies, as cabin-boy. As soon as his relatives, few in 
number, distant in degree , and colder in affection , heard of this 
step , they told him, after a little languid expostulation, that as he 
had made his bed, so he must lie upon it; and never came near 
him again, till he had become ten times richer than all of them 
put together. 

The first three or four years of young Dudleigh's novitiate at 
sea, were years of fearful, but not unusual hardship. I have heard 
him state that he was frequently flogged by the captain and mate, 
till the blood ran down his back like water; and kicked and cuffed 
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^bout by the common sailors with infamous impunity. One cause 
of all this was obvious; his evident superiority over every one on 
hoard in learning and acquirements. To such an eitent did his 
tormentors carry their tyranny, that poor DudleigVs life became 
intolerable ; and one evening, on leaving the vessel after its arrival 
in port from the West Indies, he ran to a public-house in Wapping, 
called for pen and ink , and wrote a letter to the chief owner of the 
vessel, acquainting him of the cruel usage he had suffered, and 
imploring his interference ; adding , that if that application biiled, 
he was determined to drown himself when they neit went to sea. 
This letter, which was signed ^^ Henry Dudleighy cabin-boy^** asto* 
nished and interested the person to whom it was addressed ; for it 
was accurately, and even eloquently worded. Toung Dudleigh 
was sent for, and after a thorough examination into the nature of 
his pretensions, engaged as a clerh: in the counting-house of the 
ship-owners, at a small salary. He conducted himself with so 
much ability and integrity, and displayed such a zealous interest in 
his employers* concerns , that in a few years' time he was raised to 
the head of their large establishment, and received a salary of 500/. 
a-year , as their senior and confidential cleric. The experience he 
gained in this situation, enabled him, on the unexpected bank- 
ruptcy of his employers, to dispose most successfully of the 
greater proportion of what he had saved in their service. He 
purchased shares in two vessels, which made fortunate voyages; 
and the result determined him henceforth to conduct business on 
his own account, notwithstanding the offer of a most lucrative 
situation similar to his last* In a word , he went on conducting 
his speculations with as much prudence, as he undertook them 
with energy and enterprise. 

The period I am alluding to may be considered as the golden 
age of the shipping interest; and it will occasion surprise to no one 
acquainted with the commercial history of those days, to hear that' 
in little more than five years' time, Mr. Dudleigh could ** write 
himself" worth 20,000/. He practised a parsimony of the most 
excruciating kind. Though every one on 'Change was familiar 
with his name, and cited him as one of the most '* rising young 
men there , " he never associated with any of them but on occa- 



THE RUINED MERGHilNT. 



sioBS of strict business. He was content with ^e humblest fore ; 
aai trudged cheerfully to and £rom Ae city to his <iaiet quarters 
near Hackney, as if be had beea but a cemmoB clerk hiiuriatinf 
An an kicome of 50/. per annisn. Matters ^^ent on thus prosper- 
ing vitii him, tiil his lfairty-«econd year, M^ien he married the 
weali^ widow of a shipbuilder. The iaflBeoce whidi she had In 
his fotore fortunes , warrants me in pausing te describe her. She 
was about twenty-seven or twenty-eight years oldi of passable 
pecson , as for as figure went, for her foce-was rather bloated «nd 
vulgar; somewhat of a dowdy in dress; insufferably vain , and 
fond of extravagant display ; a tcfrmagant, with little or no Intellect, 
in fact, she was in disposition the per/eel antipodes of her bus- 
b9od« Bfr. B«dleigh was a liumUe, unobtrusive, kind-hearted 
nan , alw*ys intent on business, beyond which he did not pretend 
to knew or care, for much. How could such a man, it will be 
asked , marry sudi a woman? -^ Was he ^ejiret who has been 
dazzled and blinded by the blaze of a kirge fortune? Such was 
his case. Besides, a young widow is somewhat careful of undue 
exposures, which might fright *way promisiag suitors. "So they 
Bsade a ma^ of It ; and he resuscitated the expiring business and 
connexion of his predecessor, and conducted it with a skHl and 
tnergy , which In a tihort time (^ned upon him the floodgates of 
fortune. Affluence poured In from all quarters ; and he was every 
where ealled by his panting , but distanced comfietitors In the city, 
the V^rhinafolfr.iDudleigh.'' 

One memorable day, four of his vessels, richly freighted, came, 
almost together, intoport^ and on the same day, he made one of 
the most fortunate speculatloBS la the ftttids which had been heard 
of for years ; so that he was able to say to his assembled family, as 
be drank Iheir healths after dinner, that he vrould not take <t quarter 
q^nffti/^tofi for whathe was worth! And there, sia^, he might 
have paused , nay , made his final stand, as the possessor of such a 
princely fortune , acquired with unsullied honour to himself, and^ 
latterly , spent in warrantable splendour In hospitality. But no : 
as Is and ever^ll be the case , the more he had the more he would 
have. Not to mention the incessant baiting of his ambitious wifo. 
the dazriiag capabilities of indefinite increase to his wealth proved 
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irr«6istilU«. ffHiat mx^jki not h% doae by a mm of Mr. ]MliD|li^« 
•elelMritgi:, wich ^floating capital<ofs«iiielian(k«diaBdfifty tboQMii4 
p««nd8, and ai» iMwh ercdic as be ^ose to accept of? Tfaa regular 
course of bis ebippkg banaess broa^ him in confitflotly mapn* 
fifeol remraa, and be began io sigb after other collatevalBOiiroes of 
money-^naaMng; lor why sboald nearly ene^balf o^bts vastMtaas 
lie iinproduotiiie? He bad aotlong Io took about, after itonoe be** 
ean»o known that be was readty to eaiploy bis floatki|; capital in 
profitaUe specnlations. The brokers, for instance, came about 
bim , uidbe leagued with tbena. By and by the world beard of a 
■Muopoli of nuloiQis. There was not a sc<n« to be bad anywhere 
in London , but at a most «iorMkant price -*- for the £ict was, that 
Mr. Budldgb bad laid bis hands on them all, and by so doing, 
cleared a Tery large sun. Presently be would ^y similar pcanlLS 
with o^ qfroses^ and as soon as he bad quadrupled the cost of 
that AahJMable article, be would let loose bis stores on the gaping 
market ; by which ha gained as large a profit as be bad made with 
the nutmegs. Conamercial people wiU oasMy see bow be did this. 
The brokers , who wished to effect fke monopoly , would apply to 
him for the use of his capital, and giye him an ample indemnity 
against wbateTcr loss adght be the fate of the speculation; and^ on 
its ppoTing successful , rewar^d him wiA a ^ery laiige proportion 
of the profits. This is the scheme by whf cbmaay splendid fortunes 
bam been raised, with a rapidity which has astonished their gainers 
as mach as any one else! Then , again , be ntgoeiated bills on a 
large scate, and at tremendous discomits; and, in a word, by 
these, and similar means^ amassed^ In a few years, the enormous 
sum of half a million of money ! 

It is easy to guess at the concomitants of such a fortune as this. 
At the instigation of his wife -^ for be himself retained ail his old 
unobtrusive and personally ecenomical habits — • he supported 
two splendid establishments — the one at the ** West End" of the 
town and the other near Richmond. His wife -^ for Mr. Bodleigh 
himself seemed more like the hired steward of bis fortune, ^n 
Us possessor — was soon surrounded by swarms of those titled 
blood-suckers, that batten on bloated opulence , which has been 
floated into the sea of fosbion. Mrs. Dudleigh*8 dtnnere, suppers. 
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roots, sotreetffftes-ehampStres, flisbed astonishment oi;i Ihe town, 
through ihe colomns of the obsequious prints. Miss Dudlei^, 
an elegant and really amiable girl, about seyenteen» was begin- 
ning to get talked of as a fashionable beauty^ and, report said, had 
refused her coronets by dozens!— whUe '' young Harry Dadleigfa" 
far out-topped the astonished Oxonians, by spending half as much 
again as his noble allowance. Poor Ifr. Dudleigh freqaentlj 
looked on all this with fear and astonishment, and, when in the 
city, would shrug his shoulders, and speak of the *^drea4M 
doings at the West!" I say, when in the city — for, as soon as 
he traTclled westwards , when he entered the sphere of his wife's 
influence, his energies were benumbed and paralysed. He had 
too long quietly succumbed to her authority , to call it in question 
now, and therefore he submitted to the splendid appearance he 
was compelled to support. He often said, howeyer, that *^he 
could not understand what Mrs. Dudleigh was at;" but beyond 
such a hint he never presumed. He was seldom or 4!iever to be 
seen amid the throng and crush of company that crowded his house 
evening after evening. The first arrival of his wife!s guests, was 
his usual signal for seizing his hat and stick, dropping quietly 
from home, and betaking himself either to some sedate city friend, 
or to his counting-house, where he now took a kind of morbid 
pleasure in ascertaining that his gains were safe, and planning 
greater, to make up, if possible, he would say» *'for Bfrs. 
Dudleigh's awful extravagance." He did this so constantly, that 
Mrs. Dudleigh began at last to expect and calculate on his absence, 
as a matter of course, whenever she gave a party; and her good- 
natured , accommodating husband too easily acquiesced, on the 
ground, as his wife took care to give out, of his health's not 
bearing late hours and company. Though an economical, and 
even parsimonious man in his habits , Mr. Dudleigh had as warm 
and kind a heart as ever glowed in the breast of man. I have 
heard many accounts of his sfjfstematic benevolence which he 
chiefly carried into eflfect at the periods of temporary relegation 
to the city, above spoken of. Every Saturday evening, for in- 
stance he had a sort of levee , numerously attended by merchants* 
clerks and commencing tradesmen , all of whom he assisted most 
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liberally with both '*eash and counsel," as he good-hnmoaredly 
called it. Many a one of them owes his establishment in life to 
Mr. Dudleigh, who never lost sight of any deserting object he had 
once served. 

A far different creature Mrs. Dudleigh! The longer she lived, 
the more she had her way — the more frivolous and heartless did 
she become — the more despotic was the sway she exercised over 
her husband. Whenever he presumed to ''lecture her," as she 
called it, she would stop his mouth, with referring to the fortune she 
had brought him, and ask him triumphantly, ** what he could have 
done without her cash and connexions ! '* Such being the fact , it 
was past all controversy Uiat she ought to be allowed ** to have her 
fiin§\ now they could so easily afford it!" The sums she spent 
on her own and her daughter's dresses were absolutely incredible, 
and almost petrified her poor husband when the bills were brought 
to him. Both in the articles of dress and party-giving, Mrs. Dud- 
leigh was actuated by a spirit of frantic rivalry with her com- 
petitors; and what she wanted in elegance and refinement, she 
sought to compensate for in extravagance and ostentation. It was 
to no purpose that her trembling husband , with tears in his eyes, 
suggested to her recollection the old saying, **that fools make 
feasts, and wise men eat them ; " and that, if she gave magnificent 
dinners and suppers, of course great people woikld come and eat 
ihem for her; but would they thank her? Her constant answer 
was, that they ** ought to support their station in society" — that 
**the world would not believe them rich, unless they showed it 
that they were," dec, Set. Then, again, she had a strong plea for 
her enormous expenditure In the ** bringing out of Miss Dudleigh," 
in the arrayment of whom, panting milliners *' toiled in vain." In 
order to bring about this latter object, she induced, but with great 
difficulty, Mr. Dudleigh to give his bankers orders to accredit her 
separate cheques ; and so prudently did she avail herself of this 
privilege for months, that she completely threw Mr. Dudleigh off 
his guard, and he allowed a very large balance to lie in his banker's 
hands , subject to the unrestricted drafts of his wife. Did the 
reader never happen to see in society that horrid harpy, an old 
dowager, whose niggard jointure drives her to cards? Evening 
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aher evefiiiog ^d s^v^iral of lh«s« M crevtturcfs squat , toad-Ilk^, 
tovtad Bfr^. tadldgh^s card table, and isucfceedM at test itt fe- 
spirhi^ %er iHth sttcb a ketty for <*pi.Air/' as tli^ mosl am^fe 
fortune must melt away under, more rapidly than sno'w bedeaA 
sunbeams. The infatuated woman becMne tiotoriou^y the first 
to seek, and last lo lehve , t!i« fetal catd ttble; and the t^nVed 
readiness witbirhich she *'bled,*' at fost blt>ughtireif the iMnouir 
6f an old Countess, who eon^eseeiiided to wivi from bet^, al tWo 
sittings , yery ttearly 5 000/. It is not now difficult to account hfr 
the amietySlrs.lXudleigb manifested to banfsb her husband from 
her patties. She had many ways of satisfaetotily accountiiig fcft 
ber fre^ent drafts on his bankei's. Biss Budlelgh Itiad made a 
conquest of a young peer, who as soon as he ha%i acciiirateljf as^ 
certained the reality of bet vast eipeclations , feil dteeply in IdVfe 
with ber ! The young lady herself bad too much good sense to giv^ 
him spontaneous credit for disinterested affection ; btit she Iras ^o 
dunned on the subject by her foolish moUier — so pelted and 
flattered by the noble , but impoverisbed family, th^t songblbeir 
connexion -^ and the young nobleman , hiinself A bAttdSolb^ nian, 
so ardent and persevering in bis courtSbit> — that at lastb^ Iteart 
yielded, and she passed in society as the ''envied oh}€ti iA Mk 
affections ! " The notion of intermingnng their blood With irdbt^ 
LiTT, So dazzled the vain imagination of Mrs. Dttdlefgh, thM ft 
gave heir eloquence enough to succeed, at last, in StirHhg^the 
phlegmatic temperament of her busbancj . ** Hhve a HoblBfnan foir 
MT soK^iN-LAW ! ** thought the merchant , morning , hobii , tod 
night -^ at the East and at the West End -^ in town and cdVkntry ! 
What lyould the city people say to that? &e hadaSpi^ df »dl^ 
bition in his composition , beyond what could be contented witft 
the achieVal of mere city eminence. He was tiring of il — he had 
long been a kind of king on 'Change , and, as it were , caft'iied the 
Stocks in his po(^els. fie had long thought that it was ** )[>6ssB>ie 
to clioke a dog with pudding,'' and he wa^ growing heartilv wearied 
of the turtle And venisoil eastward of Tettiple hdit, wlBdi he was 
compelled to e^t at the pub^ dinners of the greMt cdtnpanies, aiid 
elsewhere, when hfs own tastes Would have led him, in every ca^e, 
to pitch upon '*port, beef-stettkB, and the papers," aSfa>efiif»r 
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alfiBt;^! The ^azzliajj^ to^, tb^efoce, oa wliich his wifii held 
forth with uQwearieid eloqueac«, ««$ begJAOiagto pro4ttce eon* 
viction in his miad; and though he himself eschewed his wife's 
Ij^ind of life , and refused to share in it^ he did not lend a very un- 
Villing ear to her representations of the necessity for an «ven in* 
created rate of expenditure, to enable Bliss Dudk^gh to eclipse her 
gay competitors, and appear a worthy prjie in the eyes of her nohle 
suitor. Aware of the magnitude of the proposed ohject, he could 
not but assent to Mrs. Dudleigh's opinion, that ei^raordiniO'y 
means must bo made use of; and was at last persuaded into; 
placing nearly 20,000/. in his new banker's hands, subject, as 
before, to Mrs. Dudleigh's drafts, which she promised hiw should 
be as seldom and as moderate as she could possibly contr<iye to 
meet necessary expanses with. Qis many and heavy expenses^ 
together with the great sacrifice in p^^eot, when the time of his 
daughter's marriage should arrive, syppjied him with new incen- 
tives to CQter into commercial speciilations. do tried seYend new 
schemes, threw all the capital hfe could, command into new and 
even more productive quarters, and calculated on making vast 
accessions of fortune at tjie end of the year. 

Moot a fortnight after Mr. Dudleigh had informed Mrs. Pud- 
ieigb oftfae new lodgment he had made at his bankers , she gave a 
very large evening party at her house in — Square. She had been 
very saecessfal in her guests on the occasion , having engaged the 
attiendaBceof myliorcte Tkis, and my Ladies Thatj innumerable. 
Even tlw high and haughty Duke of — had deigned to look in for 
a few momeals , on his way to a party at Carlton House , for the 
purpose of sneering at the *' splendid cit," and extracting topics of 
laughter for his royal host» The whole of •-> Sqaare , and one or 
two of the adjoining streets, were absolutely choked with carriages 

— the carriages of HBRguests ! When you entered her magoifioent 
apartments, and had made your way through the soft crush and 
flutter of aristocracy ,. you noight see the lady otf the house throb- 
bing and panting with excitement--.- a perfect hhiae ofi Jeiwellei^, 

— flanked by her very kind frieqds, oW Lady — , an4 the well- 
known Miss— , engaged^ as usual, at unlimited loo« The good 
humour vnth whjch Mrs, Dudleigh lost, was decteced to he ** quite 
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charming^'' — 'MeBerriog of better fortune;" and iDflamed by 
the cayeDoed compliments they forced apon her, she was just 
uttering some sneering and insolent allusion to *' that odious c»<y,'' 
while old Lady ~'s withered talons were extended to clutch her 
winnings, when there was perceived a sudden stir about the chief 
door — then a general hush — and in a moment or two , a gen- 
tleman, in dusty and disordered dress, with his hat on, rushed 
through the astonished crowd , and made his way toward the card 
table at which Mrs. Dudleigh was seated , and stood confronting 
her, extending towards her his right hand, in which was a thin slip 
of paper. It was Mr. Dudleigh ! *' There ^— there , Madam ! " he 
gasped in a hoarse yoice, — '' there, woman ! what haye you done? 
-* Ruined — ruined me, Madam — you 'ye ruined me ! My credit 
is destroyed for ever! my name is tainted. Here 's the first dis- 
honoured bill that eyer bore Henry Dudleigh's name upon it! — 
Tes, Madam, it is tou who haye done it/' he continued, with 
yehement tone and gesture, utterly regardless of the breathless 
throng around him , and continuing to extend towards her the 
protested bill of exchange. 

"My dear I — my dear — my — my — my dear Mr. Dudleigh," 
stammered his wife , without rising from her chair , ** wliat is the 
matter, loye?" 

*' Matter, Madam? why , by — ! — that you 've ruined me — 
that 's all ! Where 's the 20,000^ I placed in Messrs. — 's hands 
a few days ago? — Where — whbrb is it| Mrs. Dudleigh?" he 
continued almost shouting, and advancing nearer to her, with his 
fist clenched. 

"Henry ! dear Henry ! — mercy , mercy ! " — murmured his 
wife, faintly. 

"Henry, Indeed! Merey? — Silence, Madam ! How dare you 
deny me an answer? Boyrdare you swindle me out of my fortune 
in this way?" he continued, fiercely, wiping the perspiration from 
his forehead ; " Here 's my bUl for 4000/., made payable atMessrs. 
— , my new bankers; and when it was presented this morning. 
Madam, by — ! the reply was, 'no effects!' and my bill has 
been dishonoured ! Wretch ! what haye you done with my money? 
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Where is it all gone? — I 'm the town's talk about this — bill I 
There '11 he a ran upon me ! -^ I know there will — ay — this is 
the way my hard-earned wealth is squandered , you Tile , you un- 
principled spendthrift! ** he continued, turning round and points 
ing to the astounded guests , none of whom had uttered a syllable. 
The music had ceased — the dancers left their places — the card 
tables were deserted — in a word, all was blank consternation. 
The fact was, that old Lady — , who was that moment seated, 
trembling like an aspen leaf, at Mrs. Dudleigh's right hand side, 
had won from her, during the last month, a series of sums 
amounting to little short of 9000/., which Mrs. Dudleigh had paid 
the day before by a cheque on her banker; and that yery morning 
she had drawn out 4000/. odd, to pay her coachmaker's, con^ 
fectioner's, and milliner's bills, and supply herself with cash for 
the evening's spoliation. The remaining 7000/. had been drawn 
out during the preceding fortnight to pay her various clamorous 
creditors, and keep her in readiness for the gaming table. Mr. 
Dudleigh, on hearing of the dishonour of his bill — the news of 
which was brought him by a clerk , for he was staying at a friend's 
house in the country — came up instantly to town , paid the bill, 
and then4mrried , half beside himself, to his house in — Square. 
It is not at all wonderful, that though Mr. Dudleigh's name was 
well known as an eminent and req>onsible mercantile man , his 
bankers, with whom he had but recently opened an account, 
should decline paying his bill, after so large a sum as 20,000/. had 
been drawn out of their hands by Mrs. Dudleigh. It looked suspi- 
cious enough, truly! 

^'Mrs. Dudleigh! where ~ whbre is my 20,000/.?" he 
shouted almost at the top of his voice ; but Mrs. Dudleigh heard 
him not; for she had fallen fainting into the arms of Lady — . v 
Numbers rashed forward to her assistance. The confusion and 
agitation that ensued it would be impossible to describe ; and , in 
the midst of it, Mr. Dudleigh strode at a furious pace out of the 
room , and left the house. For the next three or four days he be- 
haved like a madman. His apprehendops magnified the temporary 
and very trifling Injury his credit had sustained, till he fancied 
himself on the eve of becoming bankrap^ And , indeed , where 
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t» theaoeMhaBt of mj tmincntfl, whom snek acireomfltaace » 
the diafaoiiovr of a bill for 400011 (however afterwards accounted 
for) w#ald noteiasperaie? For several days Mr. IHidleigh w«iild 
not 9e near -*- Scpiaffc, and did not once inquire after lira. 
IKidleJgh. Jfy profoaaional services were put into requisiaioa«B 
ker behalCr Hage , shane , and agony, at the thought of Um dis* 
graceful ei^osure she had ra^ with, in the eyes of aHherasaennUed 
guests — of those reepccling whose opinioDs she was most -ei^ 
quisitelyr sensitive *- had neatly driven her distracted^ Sheoen- 
tioued so ill for about a week, and exhibited such frequem 
glimpses of delirium , that I was compelled to resort to very active 
treatment to avert a brain lever. More than once , I heard her 
utter the words, or something like them, — '*be revenged on 
him yet!** but whether or not she was at the time sensible of the 
import of what she said, I did not know. 

The incident above recorded — which I had from the lips oC 
Mr. Dudleigh himself, as well as from others — made a good deal 
of noise in what are called *< the fashionable ciDcles," and was ob- 
scurely hinted at in one of the daily papers. I was much amused 
at hearing, in the various circles I visited, the cooflicting and 
eiaggerated accounts of it. One old lady told me she *' had it on 
the best authority, that Bfr. IkKlleigfa actually struck his wife, md 
wrenched her purse out of her hand ! " I recommended Bfirs. 
Dudleigh to withdraw for a few weeks to a watering-place, and 
she followed my advice; taking with her Bfiss Dudleigh, whose 
health and spirits had suffered materially through the event which 
has been mentioned. Poor girl ! she was of a very different mould 
from her mother, and suffered acutely, though sHoitly, at wit- 
nessing the utter contempt in which her mother was held by the 
very people she made such prodigious efforts to court and conei- 
liate. Can any situation be conceived more painful? Her fern 
and gentle remonstrances, however , met mvaiiably with a harsh 
and cruel reception; and at last she was compelled to bold her 
peace, and bewail in mortified sUenoe her mother's obtuseoessi 

They continued at -— about a month; aad^ on their return 
to town, found the affair qmt& ''blown over;'' andisooo after^ 
wards, through the mediation of mutuallrieiids, the angry couple 
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were rveoDciled to jeaeh other. For twehe long months Mrs. 
Dudleigh led a comparatively quiet and secluded life, abstaining 
'^ with but a poor grace , it is true — from company and cards — 
from the latter compnlsorily ; for no one chose to sit down at plaj 
with her, who had witnessed or heard of th<^ event which had talten 
place last season. In short, every thing seemed going on weH 
with our mercliant and his family. It was fiied that his daughter 
was to become Lady — as soon as young Lord ^— should have 
returned from the Continent; and a dazzling dowery wasspolien 
of as hers on the day of her marriage. Pleased with his wife's good 
behaviour, Mr. Dudleigh's confidence and good-nature revived, 
and he held the reins with a rapidly slackening grasp. In pro- 
portion as be allowed her funds, her scared ** friends" flocked 
again around her; and by and by she was seen flouncing about in 
fashion as heretofore, with small *'let or hinderanee" from her 
husband. The world — the sagacious world — called Mr. Dud- 
leigh a happy "man ; and the city swelled at the mention of his 
Dame and doings. The mercantile world laid its highest honours 
at his feet. The Mayoralty — i^Bank, an East Indian Director- 
ship — a seat for the city in Parliament — all glittered within his 
grasp — but he would not stretch forth his band. He was eontent, 
he would say, to be ** plain Henry Dudleigh, whose word was as 
good as his bond " — a leading man on 'Change — and, above all, 
** who could look every one full in the foce with whom he had ever 
had to do." He was indeed a worthy man — a rich and racy speci- 
men of one of those glories of our nation -^ a true English 
merchant. The proudest moments of his life were those, when an 
accompanying friend could estimate his consequence, by wit- 
nessing the mandarin movements that every where met him — the 
obsequious obeisances of even his closest rivals — as he hurried 
to and fro about the central regions of 'Change, his hands stuck 
into the worn pockets of his plain snuff'-coloured coat. The merest 
glance at Mr. Dudleigh — his hurried, fidgety, anxious gestures — 
the keen , cautious expression of his glittering gray eyes — his 
mouth screwed up like a shut purse — all, all told of the *'man of 
a million." There was, in a manner, a '^plum " in every tread of 
his foot, in every twinkle of his eye. He could never be said to 

IHari/ of a Phyticiun. L ' J^7 
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breathe freely — really to Hve — bat In his coDgental atm<v- 
sphere — his natiye element — the City ! 

Once every year he gave a capital dinner, at a tavern, to all 
his agents, clerks , and people in any way connected with him in 
business;* and none but himself knew the quiet ecstasy with which 
he took his seat at the head of them all, joined in their timid jokes, 
echoed their modest iaugliter, made speeches, and was be- 
speechified in turn ! How he sat while great things were saying 
of him , on the occasion lof his health's being drunk! On one of 
these occasions, his health had been proposed by his sleek head- 
clerk, in a most neat and appropriate speech, and drunk with 
uproarious enthusiasm ; and good Mr. Dudleigh was on his legs, 
energetically making his annual avowal, that ** that was the proud- 
est moment of his life ,*' when one of the waiters came and in- 
terrupted him, by saying that a gentleman was without, waiting to 
speak to him on most important business. Mr. Dudleigh hurriedly 
whispered , that he would attend to the stranger In a few minutes, 
and the waiter withdrew; but returned in a second or two, and 
put a card into his hand. Mr. Dudleigh was electrified at the name 
It bore — that of the great loan-contractor — the city Croesus, 
whose wealth was reported to be incalculable! He hastily called on 
some one to supply his place ; and had hardly passed the door, 
before he was hastily shaken by the hands by ~, who told him 
at once that he had called to propose to Mr. Dudleigh to take part 
with him in negotiating a very large loan on account of the — 
government! After a flurried pause, Mr. Dudleigh, scarcely 
knowing what he was saying , assented. In a day or two , the 
transaction was duly blazoned in the leading papers of the day; 
and every one in the city spoke of him as one likely to double , or 
even treble , his already ample fortune. Again he was praised — 
again censured — again envied! It was considered advisable that 
he should repair to the Continent, during the course of the nego- 
tiation , in order that he might personally superintend some im- 
portant collateral transactions: and when there, he was most 
unexpectedly detained nearly two months. Alas ! that he ever left 
England ! During his absence , his infatuated wife betook herself 
— "like the dog to his vomit , like the sow to her wallowing in the 
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mire" -^ to her former rainou9 courses of extraTaganee and dissi- 
pation , bat 00 a fearfully larger seale. Her boose was more lilse 
a botel than a private dwelling; and blazed away, night alter 
night, with light and company, till the whole neighbourhood com- 
plained of the incessant uproar occasioned by the mere arrival 
and departure of her guests. To her other dreadful besetments,- 
Mrs. Dudleigh now added the odious and vulgar vice of— intoxica- 
tion! She complained ofthe deficiency of her animal spirits; and 
said she took liquor as tunedieinel She required stimulus, and 
excitement, she said, to sustaio her mind under the perpetual run 
of ill luck she had at cards! It was in vain that her poor daugh- 
ter remonstrated, and almost cried herself into fits, on seeing her 
mother return home, frequently in the dull stupor of absolute in- 
toxication! ** Mother, mother, my heart Is breaking!** said 
she, one evening. 

**So — so Is mine," hickuped her parent; *^so get me the 
decanter!" 

Young Harry Dudleigh trode emulously in the footsteps of his 
mother; and ran riot to an extent that was before unknown to 
Oxford I The sons of very few of the highest nobirity bad hand- 
somer allowaoces than he; yet was he constantly over head and 
ears in debt. He was a backer of the ring ruflSaos; a great man 
at cock and dog fights; a racer; in short, a blackguard of the first 
water. During the recess, he had come up to town, and taken Up 
his quarters, not at his father's house, but at one of the distant 
hotels ; where he might pursue his profligate courses without fear 
of interruption. He had repeatedly bullied his mother out of 
large sums of money to supply his infamous extravagancies; and 
at length became so insolent and exorbitant in his demands, that 
Aey quarrelled. One evening, about nine. o'clock, Mrs. and Miss 
Dudleigh happened to be sitting in the drawing-room, alone — and 
the latter was pale with the agitation consequent on some recent 
quarrel with her mother; for the poor girl had been passionately 
reproaching b«r mother for her increasing attachment to liquor, 
under the influence of which she evidently was at that moment. 
Suddenly ^ voice was heard in the hall, and on the stairs, singing, 
or rather bawling, snatches of some comic song or other; tlid 

27 • 
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drawiDg-room door was presently psshed opeo, aod young Bud- 
leigb, more ibao half intoiieatedy made his appearaoce iu a slo- 
venly evening dress. 

'* Madame ma m^reT' said he, staggering towards the sofa, 
where his mother and sister were sitting : \'I — I must be supplied 
— I must, mother 1" he hickuped, stretching towards be? his right 
hand, and tapping the palm of it significantly with bis left fingers* 

*' Pho r- nonsense I ^ off to — to bed , young scapegrace I " 
replied bis mother, drowsily; for the stupor of wine lay heavily 
on her. 

" T is useless, Madam — quke, I assure you! — Mon^ — 
money — money I must and will have ! '' said her son , striving to 
steady himself against a chair. 

"Why, Harry, dear! -^ where 's (he fift^ pounds I gave you 
a cheque for only a day or two ago?" 

*^Gone \ gone the way of ail money. Madam -* as you know 
pretty well ! I — I must have 300/. by to-morrow" — 

^^ Three hundred pbundgy Henry T' exclaimed bis mother, 
angrily. 

*'Yes, Ma'am! Sir Charies won't be put off any longer, be 
says. Has my -^ my — word — * good as my bond* — as the old 
governor says ! Mother," be continued, in a louder tone , fling- 
ing bis hat violently on the floor, ** I must and will have money ! " 

^ Henry, it 's disgraceiul — infamous — most infamous!" 
exclaimed Miss Dudleigh, with a shocked air; and raising her 
handkerchief to her eyes , she rose from the sofa , and walked 
hurriedly to the opposite end of the room , and sat down in tears. 
Poor girl! — what a mother! what a brother! The young man 
took the place she had occupied by her mother's side, and, in a 
wheedling, coating way, threw, his arm round Mrs. Oodleigk^ 
bickuping — '* Mother — give me a cheque ! — do, please! — 
't is the last time I '11 ask you — for a twelvemonth to come ! -«- 
and I owe 500/. that mutt be paid in a day or two 1 " 

** How can I^ Harry? Bear Haity, don't be unreasonable ! -^ 
recollect I'm a kind mother to you/' kissing him, ** and don't dis- 
tress me , for I owe three or four times as much myself, and c»n* 
not pay it." 
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**Eh! — eh! caoDotpayit! — stoff, Ma'am! Wliy, i»tho 
bank ruD dry?" he cootioned^ with m appuhemise stare^ 

' 'Yes, lone — long ago ! " replied his mother^ with a sigh. 

<*Whoo-^wfaoo!" he exclaimed; aodrisiog, he walked, or 
rather staggered, a few steps to aod fro » as if attempUog to recol- 
lect his faculties -^ and tbiokl 

'*Ah, ah, ah! — eureka, Ma'^m!" he exclaimed suddenly, 
after a pause, snapping his fingers^ '' I 'to got it — I have ! --. the ' 
PLATE, OAother — the plate :— Hem! raising the wind — you 
understaed me ! " 

''Oh, shocking, shocking!" sobbed Miss Dudleigh, hurry- 
ing towards them, wringing her hands bitterly; ''0 mother! O 
Henry, Henry! would you ruin my poor father, and hreak his 
heart?" 

'*Ab, the plate, mother! ~ the plate!" he continued, ad- 
dressing his mother; then turning to his sister, *'Away, you 
little puss — puss ! — what do ^ou understand about business, 
eh ! " aad he attempted to kiss her, bat she thrust him away with 
indignation and horror in her gestures. 

''€ome, mother! — Will it do! — JLhieky thought! The 
plate I -r. Mr. — is a rare hand at this kind of thing! — a thou- 
sand or two would ^et you and me to lights in a twinkliog ! — 
Come, what say you?" 

*' Impossible, Harry!" — replied his mother, turning pale, 
— *• 't is quite — 't is — 't is — out of the question ! " 

*'Pho! no such thing! — It must be done! — why cacmot 
it, Ma'am?" inquired the young man, eame^y. 

*' Why, because — if you must know, sirrah! — because it 
is AL&BADT pawned!" — replied his mother, in a loud voice, 
shaking her hand at him with passion. Their attention was 
attracted at that moment towards the door, which had been stand- 
ing a-jar — for there was the sound of some one suddenly faUen 
down. After an instant's pause, they all three walked to the door, 
and ^od gazing , horror-struck at the prostrate figure of Mft. 
Dudleigh! 

He had been standing unperceived ki the doorway — having 
entered the hou'se only a monaent or two after his son— during the 
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vhole of the disgracefal s^ene just described, almost petrified with 
grief, amazement, and horror — till he could bear it no longer, 
and fell down in an apoplectic fit.' He had bat that evening 
returned from abroad, exhausted with physical fatigue, and dis- 
pirited in mind — for, while abroad , he had made a most disas- 
trous move in the foreign funds, by which he lost upwards of sixty 
or seventy thousand pounds { and his negotiation scheme also 
'turned out very unfortunately, and left him minus nearly as muchv 
more. He had hurried home, half dead with vexation and anxiety, 
to make instant arrangements for meeting the most pressing of his 
pecuniary engagements in England, apprehensive from the gloomy 
tenor of his agent's letters to him whilC' abroad, that his affairs, 
were falling into confusion. Ob! what a heart-breaking scene 
had he to encounter — instead of the comforts and welcome of 
home! 

This incident brought me again into contact with this devoted 
family; for I was summoned by the distracted daughter to her 
father's bedside , which I found surrounded by his wife and chil- 
dren. The shock of his presence had completely sobered, both 
mother and son, who hung horror-stricken over him, on each side 
of the bed, endeavouring in vain to recall him to sensibility. I 
had scarcely entered the room , before Mrs. Dudleigh was carried 
away swooning , in the arms of a servant. Mr. Dudleigh was in a 
fit of apoplexy. He lay in a state of profound stupor, breathing 
stertorously — more like snorting. I had him raised into nearly 
an upright position , and immediately bled him largely from the 
jugular vein. While the blood was flowing, my attention was 
arrested by the appearance of young Dudleigh , who was kneeling 
down by the bedside, his hands clasped^onvulsively together, and 
his swollen blood-shot eyes fixed on his father. ''Father ! father I 
father ! " were the only words he uttered , and these fell quivering 
from fats lips unconsciously. Miss Dudleigh, who had stood 
leaning against the bedpost in stupified silence , and pale as a 
statue, was at length too faint to continue any longer in an upright 
posture, and was led out of the room* 

Here was misery ! Here was remorse ! 

I continued with my patient more than an hour, and was gratis 
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fied at flnding that there was every appearance of the attack 
proving a mild and raanageable one. I prescribed suitable reme- 
dies and left, — enjoining young Dudleigh not to quit his father 
for a moment, but to watch every breath he drew. He hardly 
seemed to hear roe , and gazed in my face vacantly while I ad- 
dressed him. I shook him gently, and repeated my injunctions, 
but all he could reply was -^ '^Oh — Doctor — we have killed 
him!" 

Before leaving the house , I repaired to the chamber where 
Mrs. Dudleigh lay, just recovering from strong hysterics. I was 
filled with astonishment, on reflecting upon the whole scene of 
that evening ; and, in particular, on the appearance and remorse- 
ful expressions of young Dudleigh. What could have happened? 
— A day or two afterwards, Miss Dudleigh, with shame and 
reluctance, communicated to me the chief facts above stated ! Her 
own health and spirits were manifestly suffering from the distress- 
ing scenes she had to endure. She told me, with energy, that 
she could sink into the earth, on reflecting that she was the 
daughter of such a mother , the sister of such a brother ! 

[The Diary passes hastily over a fortnight, — saying merely 
that Mr. Dudleigh recovered more rapidly than could have been 
expected — and proceeds, — "} 

Monday, June 18. — "While. I was sitting beside poor Mr. 
Dudleigh, this afternoon, feeling his pulse, and putting ques- 
tions to him, which he^was able to answer with tolerable distinct^ 
uess. Miss Dudleigh came and whispered tbft her mother < who, 
though she had seen her husband frequently, had not spoken to 
him , or been recognised by him since his illness — was anxious 
then to come in, as she heard'that he was perfectly sensible. I 
asked him if he had any objections to see her; and he replied with 
a sigh, — *^ No. Let her come in, and see what she has brought 
me to ! " In a few minutes' time she was in the room. I obsened 
Mr. Dudleigh's «yes directed anxiously to the door before she 
entered; and the instant he saw her pallid features, and the 
languid exhausted air with which she advanced towards the bed, 
he lifted.up his shaking hands, and beckoned towards her. His 
eyes fiJUed with tears, to overflowing, and he attempted to speak — 



424 The ruined ^ MER^HAKt. 

but in vain. She tottered to his side, and fell down on her 
knees; while he clasped her hands in his, kissed her aS)ectionately, 
and both of them wept like children; as did joiing Dndleigh and 
his sister* That was the hour of hA\ forgiveness and recon- 
ciliation ! It was indeed a touching scene* There lay the deeply 
injured father and husband , his gray hair (grown long during his 
absence on the Continent, and his illness) combed back frdm his 
temples; his pale and fallen features exhibiting deep traces of the 
anguish he had borne. He gave one band to his son and daughter,, 
while the other continued grasped by Mrs. Dudleigb. 

"Oh, dear, dear husband ! — Can you forgive us, who have 
so nearly broken your heart?" — she sobbed, kissing his fore- 
head. He strove to reply, but burst into tears, without being 
able to utter a word. Fearful that the prolonged exeitenaent of 
such an interview might prove injurious , I gave Mrs. Dudleigb a 
hint to withdjraw -^ and left the room with her. She had scarcely 
descended the staircase, when she suddenly seized my arm> stared 
me full in the face , and burst into a fit of loud and wild daughter. 
I. carried her into the first room I qould find , and gave her all the 
assistance in my power. It was long, however > before she 
recovered. She continually exclaimed, *^ **0h, what a wretch 
I 've been I What a vile wretch I 've been ! -^ and he so kind and 
forgiving too ! " 

As soon as Mr. Dudleigb was sufficiently recovered to leave his 
bedroom — contrary to my vehemently expressed opinion — he 
entered at once on the active management of his affiiirs. It is easy 
to conceive how business of such an extensive and complicated 
character as his , must have suffered from so long an intermission 
of his personal superintendence •— especially at such a critical 
conjuncture. Though his head clerk was an able and faithM man, 
he was not at all equal to the overwhelming task which devolved 
upon him; and when Mr. Dudleigb , the first day of his coming 
down stairs , sent for him , in order to learn the general aspect of 
his affairs, he wrung his hands despidringly , to find the lament- 
able confusion into which they had fallen. The first step to fee 
taken, was the discovery of funds whevewith to meet some heavy 
demands which had been for some Ume clamorously asserted. 
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What, boivever, was to be done? Hfs unfortunate specalations 
in the foreign funds had made sad bavoc of his floating capital, 
and farther fluctuations in the English funds during his illness, 
had added to his losses. As far as rcffrfy woncy went , therefore, 
he was comparatively penniless. All his resources were so locked 
up, as to be promptly available only at ruinous sacrifices , and yet 
he must procure many thousands within a few days — or he 
trembled to contemplate the consequences. ^ 

^ ** Call in the money I advanced on mortgage nf my Lord — *s 
property," said he. 

''We shall 4ose a third, Sir, of what we advanced, if we do,'' 
replied the clerk. 

*' Can't help it, Sir — must have money — and that instantly — 
call it in, Sir.** The clerk, with a sigh, entered his order ac- 
cordingly. 

* * Ah — let me see. Sell all my shares in — ." 

'^ Allow me to suggest, Sir, that if you will but wait two months 
— or even six weeks longer, they will be worth twenty times what 
you gave for them ; whereas , !f you part with them at present , it 
must be at a heavy discount." 

•* Must hate money, Sir ! must ! — write it down too," replied 
Mr, Dndleigb, sternly. In this manner he •* ticketed out his pro- 
perty for ruin," as his clerk saii — throughout the interview. His 
demeanour and spirit were altogether change ; ^e first was be- 
come stem and imperative, the latter rash and inconsa'derate to a 
degree which none would credit , who bad known his former mode 
of conducting business. All the prudence and energy which had 
secured him such splendid results, seemed Yiow lost, irrecoverably 
lost. Whether or not this change was to be accounted for by 
mentai imbecility consequent on his recent apoplectic seizure — 
or the disgust he felt at toiling in the accumulation of wealth 
which had been and might yet foe so profligately squandered , I 
know not; but his conduct now cx>nsisted of ahemations between 
the extremes of rashness and timorous indecision. He would 
waver and hesitate about the outlay of hundreds, when every one 
else — even those most proverbially prudent and sober, would 
venture their thousands with an almost absolute certainty of ten- 
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fold profits; and again, would flfog away thoasands into the very 
yawning jaws of viilany. He would not tolerate remonstrance or 
expostulation; and when any one ventured to hint surprise or 
dissatisfaction at the conduct he was pursuing, he would say tartly, 
'*that he had reasons of his own for what he was doing." His 
brother merchants were for a length of time puzzled to account 
for his conduct. At 6rst they gave him credit for playing. some 
deep and desperate game, and trembled at his hardihood; but 
after waiting a while , and perceiving no 

-~ wondrous issue 
Leap down their gaping throats , to recompense 
Long hours of patient hope — 

they came to the conclusion , that as he had been latterly unfortu- 
nate, and was growing old, and indisposed to prolong the doubt- 
ful cares of money-making — he had determined to draw his 
affairs into as narrow a compass as possible with a view to with- 
drawing altogether from active life, on a handsome independence. 
Every one commended his prudence in so acting — in " letting 
well alone." ''Easy come , easy go," is an old saw , but signally 
characteristic of rapidly acquired commercial fortunes : and by 
these, and similar prudential considerations, did they consito 
Mr.Dudleigh to be actuated. This latter supposition was strength- 
ened by observing the other parts of his conduct. His domestic 
arrangements indicated a spirit of rigorous retrenchment. His 
house near Richmond was advertised for sale, and bought ''out 
and out" by a man who had grown rich in Mr. Dudleigh's service. 
Mrs. Dudleigh gave, received, and accepted fewer and fewer invi- 
tations: was less seen at public places; and drove only in oue 
plain chariot. Young Dudleigh's allowance at Oxford was cur- 
tailed, and narrowed down to 300/. a-year; and he was forbidden 
to go abroad , that he might stay at home to prepare for — orders ! 
There was nothing questionable, or alarming in all this, even to 
th& most forward quidnuncs of the city. The world that had 
blazoned and lauded his, or rather hisfamtly*s extravagance, now 
commended his judicious economy. As for himself personally, he 
had resumed his pristine clock-work punctuality of movements; 
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aA4 tbe ody difference to be perceived in his behaviour, was aa 
air of UQceasing thoughifuloess and reserve. This was accounted 
for, by the ruoioured unhappiness he endured in his family ^ for 
which Mrs. Dudleigh was given ample credit. And then his fa-> 
vourite -^ his idolized child — Miss Dudleigh — was exhibiting 
alarming symptoms of ill health. She was notoriously neglected 
by her young and noble suitor, who continued abroad much longer 
than the period he had himself fixed on. She was of too delicate 
and sensitive a character to hear with indifference th« impertinent 
ffnd cruel speculations which this oocasioned in ''society." When 
I looked at her — her beauty, her amiable and fascinating man- 
ners , her high accomplishments -^ and , in many conversations, 
perceived the superior feelings of her soul , — it was with difficulty 
I brought myself to believe that she was the offspring of such a 
miserably inferior woman as her mother. — To return^ however, 
to Mr. Dudleigh: He who has once experienced an attack of 
apoplexy, ought never to be entirely from under medical «?^rvei/-^ 
fance. I was in the habit of calling upon him once or twice a-week 
to ascertain how he was going on. I observed a great change in 
him. Though never distinguished by high animal spirits, he 
seemed now under the influence of a permanent and increasing 
melancholy. When I would put to him some such matter-of-fact 
question as — **How goes the world with you now, Mr. Dudleigh ! " 
he would reply, with an air of lassitude, -r- '* Oh, as it ought! as it 
ought.'' He ceased to speak of his mercantile transactions with 
spirit or energy ; and it was only by a visible effort that he dragged 
himself into the city. 

When a man is once on the inclined plane of life f— once fairly 
*'going down hill.,'' one push will do as much as fifty; and such a 
one poor Mr. Dudleigh was not long in receiving. Rumours were 
already flying about, that his credit had no more substantial sup- 
port than pctper props ; in other words , that he was obliged to re- 
sort to accommodation bills to meet his engagements. When once 
such reports are current and accredited, I need hardly say, that it 
is ** all up " with a man in the «ity. And ought it not to be so? I 
obsenred, a little while ago , that Mr. Dudleigh , since his ilhaess, 
eondaeted his affairs very differently from what h? had former!;. 
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He would freight his vessels with anmarketable cargoes, ia spite 
of all (he represeDtatloos of his servants and friends ; and when his 
advices confirmed the truth of their surmises , he would order the 
goods to be sold off, frequently ft a fifth or eighth of their value. 
Th^sse, and many similar frealis, becoming generally known, soon 
alienated from him the confidence even of his-oldest connexions; 
credit was given him reluctantly, and then only to a small extent — 
and sometimes even point blank refused ! He bore all this with 
apparent calmness , observing simply that ^* times were altered!" 
Still he had a corps derlserve in his favourite investiture, — mort- 
gages ; a species of security in which he long had locked up some 
forty or fifty thousand pounds. Anxious to assign a mortgage 
for 15,000/., he had at last succeeded in finding an assignee on ad- 
vantageous terms, whose solicitor, after carefully inspecting the 
deed, pronounced it so much waste paper, owing to some great 
technical flaw , or informality , which vitiated the whole ! Poor 
Mr. Dudleigh hurried with consternation to his attorney; who, 
after a long show of incredulity, at last acknowledged the existence 
of the defect ! Under his advice, Mr. Du^ieigh instantly wrote to 
the party whose property was mortgaged , frankly informing him 
of the circumstance, and appealing to his '' honour and good feel- 
ing.** He might as well have appealed to the winds! for he received 
a reply from the mortgager's attoraey^ stating simply , that "his 
client was prepared to stand or fall by the deed, and so, of course, 
must the mortgagee ! " What was Mr. Dudleigh's utter dismay at 
finding , on further examination , that every mortgage transaction 
— except one for 1500/. — which had been intrusted to the man- 
agement of the same attorney , was equally , or even more invalid 
than the one above mentioned ! Two of the heaviest proved to be 
worthless , as second mortgages of the same property and all the 
remainder were invalid on account of divers defects and informa- 
lities. It turned out that Mr. Dudleigh had been in the hands of a 
swindler, who had intentionally committed ^ draft error, and 
colluded with his principal, to outwit his unsuspecting client, Mr. 
Dudleigh , in the matter of the double mortgages. Mr. Dudleigh 
instantly commenced actions against the first mortgager, to recover 
the money he had advanced, in spite of the flaw in the mortgage 
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deed, aod against tiie attorney through whose viOany he had suf- 
fered so severely. In the former — whieh» of course, decided the 
fate of the remaining mortgages similarly situated — he failed ; in 
the latter, he succeeded, as far as the bare gaining of a v^dict 
could be so considered; but the attorney, exasperated at being 
brought before the eourt and exposed by his client , defended the 
action in s«ch a manner as did himself no good, at the same time 
that it nearly ruined the poor plaintiff; for he raked up every cir- 
cumstance that had come to his knowledge professionally , during 
the course of several years' confidential connexion with Mr. Dud- 
leigh, and which eoiidd possibly be tortured into a disreputable 
shape ; and gave bis foul brief into the hands of an ambitious 
young (^nsel, who, faithful to his instructions, and eager to 
make the most of so rich an opportunity of vituperative declama- 
tion, contrived so to blacken poor Mr. Dudleigh's character, by 
cunning, cruel innuendoes, asserting nothing, hut suggesting 
every thing vUe and atrocious, that poor Mr. Budleigh , who was 
in court at the time , began to think himself, in spite of himself, 
one of the most execrable scoundrels in existence ; and hurried 
home in a paroxysm of rage, agony, and despair, which, but for 
my being opportnnely sent for by Mrs. Diidleigh, and bleeding 
him at once , must in all probability have induced a secon/d and 
fatal apoplectic seizure. His energies, for weeks afterwards, lay 
in a state of complete stagnation ; and I found he was sinking into 
the condition of an irrevocable hypochondriac. Every thing, from 
that time, went wrong with him. He made no provision for the 
payment of his regular debts; creditors precipitated their claims 
from all quarters; and he had no resources to fall back upon at a 
moment's exigency. Some of the more forbearing of his creditors 
kindly consented to give him time , but the small fry pestered him 
to distraction; and at last one of the latter class, a rude, hard^ 
hearted fellow, cousin to the attorney whom Mr. Dudlelgh had 
recently prosecuted, on receiving the requisite ''denial," instantly 
went and struck the docket against his unfortunate debtor ; and 
Mr. Dudleigh — the celebrated Mr. Dudleigh — became a — 
BamkruptI 

For some hours after he had received an official notification of 
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the event, he seemed eompletely stanned. He did not utter a syl- 
lable when first informed of it ; but his face assumed a ghastly pale- 
ness. He walked to and fro about the room — now pausing — 
then hurrying on — then pausing again , striking his hands ou his 
forehead, and exclaimitig> with an abstracted and incredalous 
air, — *'A bankrupt! a bankrupt! Henry Dudhigk a bankrupt! 
What are they saying on 'Change?" In subsequently describing 
to me his feelings at this period , he said he felt as though he bad 
** fallen into his grave for an hour or two , aud come but again cold 
and stupified." 

While he was in this state of mind , his daughter entered th« 
room, wan and trembling with agitation. 

**My dear little love, what 's wrong? What *s wrong, eh? Wbat 
has dashed yon , my sweet flower , eh?" said he, folding her in 
his arms , and hugging her to his breast. He led her to a seat, 
and placed her on his knee. He passed his hand over her pale 
forehead "What have you been about to-day, Agnes? Yod *ve' 
forgotten to dress your hair to-day ; " taking her raven tresses in his 
fingers; ** Come, they must be curled! They are all damp , love! 
What makes you cry?" 

<*My dear, dear, dear darling father!" sobbed the agonized 
girl , almost choked with her emotions — clasping her arms con- 
vulsively round his neck, *^I love you dearer — a thousand times 
— than I ever loved you in my life ! " 

*' My sweet love!" he exclaimed, bursting into tears. Neither 
of them spoke for several minutes. 

"You are young, Agnes, and may be happy, — but as for me, 
I am an old tree , whose roots are rotten ! The blasts have beaten 
me down , my darling ! " She clung closer to him , but spoke not. 
"Agnes, will you stay with me, now that I *m made a— a beggar? 
Will you? I can love you yet — but that 's all ! " said he , staring 
vacantly at her. After a pause, he suddenly released her from 
his knee, rose from his seat, and walked hurriedly abotit the 
room. 

•• Agnes , love ! Why , is it true — is it really truk that I 'm 
made a bankrupt of, after all ? And is it come to that ? " He resumed 
his seat, covered his face with bis bauds, and wept like a child. 
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** 'T is for you, my darling -^ for my famUy •— my chUdren, that I 
grieve! What is to become of yoa 7" Again he paosed. **WelI! 
it cannot be helped — it is more my misfortune than my fiinlt ! 
God knows, I *ve tried to pay my way as I went on—- and — 
and— no, no ! it doesn't follow that every man is a villain that 's a 
bankrupt!" 

**No, no, no, father!" replied his daughter, again flinging 
her arms round his neck, and kissing him with passionate fondness, 
** Your honour is untouched — it is — " 

*^ Ay, love — but make the world think so — There '# the rub ! 
What has been said on 'Change to-day, Agnes? That 's what hurts 
me to mysoal!" 

* * ^*Come, father, be calm! We shall yet be happy and 
quiet , after this little breeze has blown over ! Oh , yes , yes , fa- 
ther! We will remove to a nice little comfortable house, and live 
among ourselves ! " 

*'But, Agnes, can tou do all thi^? you make up your mind 
to live in a lower rank — to — to — to be, in a manner, your own 
servant?" 

**Yes, God knows, I can! Father, I M rather be your ser- 
vant girl , than wife of the king ! " replied the poor girl with en- 
thusiasm. 

**0h, my daughter! — Come, come, let us go into the next 
room, and do you play me my old favourite — ^0 Nanny , wilt 
thou gang wi* me.' You '11 feel it, Agnes ! " He led her into the 
adjoining room, and set her down at the instrument, and stood 
by her side. 

*< We must not part with this piano, my love — .must we?" 
said he, putting his arms round her neck, *'we 11 try and have 
it saved from the wreck of our furniture ! " She commenced play- 
ing the tune he had requested , and went through it. 

**Sing, love — sing!" said her father. '*I love the words as 
much as the music! Would you cheat me, you little rogue?" She 
made him no reply , but went on playing, rery irregularly , how- 
ever. 

''Come! you mttff sing, Agnes.*^ 

**I can't!" she murmured, **My heart is breaking! My — 
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ny » bro — " and fell faintiag into the arms b( her father. He 
raag instantly for assistance. In carrying herirom the music stool 
to the sofa, an open letter dropped from her bosom. Mr. Dad- 
leigh hastily picked it up , and saw that the direction was in the 
hand- writing of his «on, and bore tiie '' Wapplng" post-oiark. 
The stunning contents were as follows: — ** My dear, dear, dear 
Agnes, fai<eweli! it may ht for ever! I fly from my country! 
While you are reading this note , I am on my way to America. 
Do not call me cruel, my sweet sister, for my heart is broken! 
broken! Yesterday, near Oxford, I fought with a man who dared 
to insult me about our family troubles. I am afraid — God for-« 
give me — that I have killed him! Agnes, Agnes, the blood- 
hounds are after me! Even were they not, I could not bear to 
look on my poor father whom I have helped to ruin , under the 
encouragement of one who might have bred me belter 1 I cannot 
stay in England , for I have lost my station in society; I owe thou- 
sands I can never repay; besides — Agnes, Agnes! the blood- 
hounds are after me! I scarcely know what I am saying! Break 
all this to my father — my wretched father — as gradually as you 
can. Do not let him know of it for h fortnight y at least. May 
God be your friend, my dear Agnes! Pray for me! pray for me, 
my darling Agnes ! ^ yes, forme, your wretched, guilty, heart- 
broken brother! H.D." 

** Ah ! he might have done worse ! he might have done worse ! " 
exclaimed the stupified father. '' Weil , I must think about it ! " 
and he calmly folded up the letter, to put it into his pocket-book, 
when his daughter's eye caught sight of it, for she had recovered 
from her swoon while he was reading it; and with a faint ahriek, 
and a frantic effort to snatch it from him, she fell back, and 
swooned again. Even all this did not rouse Mr. Dudleigh. He 
sat still , gazing on his daughter with a vacant stare, and did not 
make the slightest effort to assist her recovery. I was summoned 
in to attend her , for she was so ill that they carried her up tp bed» 

Poor girl! poor Agnes Dudleigh! already had consumptiom 
marked her for his own ! The reader may possibly recollect , that, 
in a previous part of thi^ narrative, Miss Dudleigh was represented 
to be affianced to a young nobleman. I need hardly , I suppose. 
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inform him that the '*' affair" vas *^a\\ off/' as sooq as ever Lord 
~ heard of her falleh fortunes. To do turn jostice, he behaved 
io the bastness with perfect politeness and condescensioa; wrote 
to her from Italy , carefully retarning her all her letters ; spoke of 
her aditiirable qualities in the haodsomest strain ; and , in choice 
and feeling language « regretted the altered state of his affections, 
and that the '* fates had ordained their separation.** A few months 
afterwards , the estranged couple met casually in Hyde Park , and 
Lord ^ passed Miss Dadleigh with a strange stare of irreeogni- 
tion, that showed the advances he bad made in the command of 
manner! She had been really attached to him , for he was a young 
man of handsome appearance, and elegant, winning mauners. 
The only things he wanted were a head and a heart. This cir- 
cumstance , added to the perpetual harassment of domestic sor- 
rows, hadcompletely undermined her delicate constitution; and 
her brother's conduct prostrated the few remaining energies that 
were left her. 

But Mrs. Dudleigh has latterly slipped from our observation. 
I have Uttle more to say about her. Aware that her own infamous 
conduct bad conduced to her husband's ruin» she had resigned 
herself to the incessant lashings of remorse, and was wasting 
away daily. Her excesses had long before sapped he^ constitu- 
tion ; and she was now little else than a walking skeleton. She sat 
moping in her bedroom for hours together, taking little or no no- 
tice of what happened about her, and manifesting no interest in 
life. When , however , she heard of her son's fate — the only 
person on earth she really loved — the intelligence smote her 
finally down. She uever recovered from the stroke. The only 
words she uttered, after hearing of his departure for America, 
were, '* Wretched woman! guilty mother 1 I have done it all!" 
The serious illness of her poor daughter affected her scarcely at 
all. She would sit at her bedside , and pay her every attention in 
her power; but iiwas rather in the spirit and manner of a hired 
Borse than a mother^ 

To return, however, to the "chief mourner" — Mr. Dudleigh. 
The attorney, whom he had sued for his villany in the mortgage 
transactions , contrived to get appointed solicitor to the commis- 

Diary of a Phy$ician. I. 28 
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sioo of banltraptcy sued out against Mr. Dadleigh; and he en* 
hanced the bitterness and agony incident to the judicial proceed- 
ings he was employed to condact , by the cmelty and insolence of 
his demeanour* He would not allow the slightest indulgence to 
the poor bankrupt, whom he was selling out ofhoose and home; 
but remorselessly seized oti every atom of goods and furniture the 
law allowed him , and put the heart-broken , helpless family to 
all the inconvenience his malice could suggest. His conduct was, 
throughout, mean , tyrannical ^ even diabolical, in its contemp-^ 
tuous disregard of the best feelings of human nature. Mr. Dud- 
leigh's energies were too much exhausted to admit of remonstrance 
or resistance. The only evidence he gave of smarting under the 
man's insolence, was after enduring an outrageous violation of 
his domestic privacy — a cruel interference with the few con- 
veniences of his dying daughter, and sick wife — when he sud- 
denly touched the attorney's arm , and , in a low , broken tone of 
voice, said, Mr. — , lama poor, heart-broken man , and have 
no one to avenge me^ or you would not dare to do this; " and he 
turned away in tears ! The house and furniture in — Square , with 
every other item of property that was available, being disposed 
of, on winding up the affairs, it proved that the creditors could 
obtain a dividend of about fifteen shillings in the pound. So con- 
vinced were they of the unimpeached — the unimpeachable inte- 
grity of the poor bankrupt, that they not only spontaneously re- 
leased him from all future claims, but entered into a subscription 
amounting to ;2000/. , which they put into his hands , for the pur- 
pose of enabling him to recommence housekeeping, on a small 
scale, and obtain some permanent means of livelihood. Under 
their advice , or rather direction — for be was passive ^s an infant 
— he removed to a small house in Chelsea , and commenced bu- 
siness as a coal merchant , or agent for the sale of coals , in a small 
and poor way, it may be supposed. His new house was very small, 
but neat, convenient, and situated in a quiet and creditable 
street. Tes , in a little one-storied house , with about eight square 
feet of garden frontage, resided the once wealthy and celebrated 
Mr.Dudleigfa! 

The very first morning after Mrs. Dodlelgh had been remored 
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to her new quarters, she was found dead in her bed: for the fa* 
tigue of changing her residence, added to the remorse and chagrin 
which had so long prayed upon her mind, had extinguished the 
last spark of her vital energies^ When I saw her, which was not 
till the evening of the second day after her decease, she was lying 
in her coffin; and I shall not soon forget ^he train .of instructive 
reflections elicited by the i^ctacle. Poor creature — her features 
looked indeed haggard and grief-worn ! Mr. Dudleigh wept over 
her remains like a child , and kissed the cold lips and hands with 
the liveliest transports of regret. At length came the day of the 
funeral, as plain and unpretending a one as could be. At the 
pressing solicitations of Mr. Dudleigh , I attended her remains to 
the grave. It was an affecting thought , that the daughter was left 
dying in the house from which her mother was carried out to 
burial. Mr. Dudleigh went through the whole of the melancholy 
ceremony with a calmness — and even cheerfulness — which sur- 
prised me. He did not betray any emotion when leaving the 
ground; except turning to look into the grave, and exclaiming, 
rather faintly, — ** Well— here we leave you, poor wife I " On our 
return home, about three o'clock in the afternoon , he begged to 
be left alone /or a few minutes, with pen, ink, and paper, as he 
had some important letters to write ; and requested me to wait for 
him, in Miss Dudleigh's room, where he would rejoin me, and 
accompany me part of my way up to town. I repaired , therefore, 
to Miss Dudleigh's chamber. She was sitting up , and dressed in 
mournings The marble paleness of her even then beautiful fea- 
tures, was greatly enhanced by contrast with the deep black dra- 
pery she wore. She reminded me of the snowdrop she had an hour 
or two before laid on the pall of her mother's coffin! Her beauty 
was fast withering away under the blighting influence of sorrow 
and disease! She reclined in an easy-chair, her head leaning on 
her small snowy hand, the taper fingers of which were h^ con- 
cealed beneath her dark, clustering, uneurled tresses — 

Like a white rose, glistening 'mid evening gloom. 

'*How did he bear it?" she whispered, with a profound sigh, 
as soon as I had taken my place beside her. I told her that he had 

^8* 
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gone through the whole Vfiih more ealmness aod Cortityde than 
coaM hare beeo eipecied. **Ah! — H is annataral ! Be'sgcowD 
strangely altered within these last few. days, Doctor! He oever 
seems to feel any thing ! His troubles have stanned his heart, I 'm 
afraid ! Don't you think he looks altered? " 

"¥e8, my love, he is ^^'nner^ certainly/' 

** Ah ^ his hair is white ! He is old— he won't be long behind 
us!" 

*'I hope , that now he is freed from the cares and distraetloiis 
ofbttslnes— ** 

^'Doctor , is the grave deep enough for thru?" inquired ihe 
poor girl, abruptly, as if she had not heard me speaking. **Oar 
family has been strangely desolated. Doctor^- has not it? Ify mo- 
ther gone ; the daughter on her deathbed ; the father wretched, 
and ruined ; the son — flown from his country — perhaps dead, or 
dying! But it has aH been our own fault— " 

** You have nothing to accuse yourself of, Miss Dudleigh," said 
f . She shook her head, and burst into tears. This was the melan- 
choly vein of our conyersation, when Mr. Dudleigh made his ap- 
pearance, in his black gloves, and crape-covered hat, holcfing 
two letters in his hand. 

^'tome, Doctor," said he, rather briskly, ^'you 've a long 
walk before you! I *11 accompany you part of the way, as I have 
some letters to put into the post." 

''Oh, don't trouble yourself about that, Mr. Dadleigh! J*U 
put them into the post , as I go by." 

** No , no — thank you — thank you ," he interrupted me, with 
rather an embarrassed air, I thought; **I've several other little 
matters to do , and we had better be starting." I rose , and took 
my leave of Miss Dudleigh. Her father put his arms round her 
neck, and kissed her very fondly. *' Keep up your spirits, Agnes ! 
— and see and get into bed as soon as possible, for you are quite 
exhausted ! " He walked towards the door. ' * Oh bless your little 
heart my love I *' said he , suddenly returning to her , and kissing 
her more fondly, if possible, than before. '* We shall not be apart 
long, I dare say!" 

We set off on our walk towards town; and Mr, Dudleigh con- 
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versed with great csJmness^ spiking of his atPairs , even in an ea* 
comtigiog tone. At kngtk we separMed* ** Remember me kindly 
to Mrs. <-"," said he^ meationiog my wife^ name, and shaking 
me warmly by the band. 

Tbe next morning, as I sat at breakfast, making out my daily 
list, my wife, who had one of the morning papers in her hand, 
suddenly let it fall, and , looking palely at me , exclaimed — ^* Ob, 
surely — surely , my dear , this can never be — Mr* Dudleigb 1 *' 
I in<piired what she meant, and she pointed out the following 
paragraph :-r- 

*' Attbmptbd I^uiciob. — Yesterday evening, an elderiy geui- 
tleman, dressed in deep mourning, was observ^ walking for some 
time near the water-side , a little above Chelsea Reach , and pre*- 
sently stepped on board one of the barges , and threw himself from 
the outer one into the river. Most providentially this latter move^ 
ment was seen by a boatman who was rowing past,^ and who suci- 
ceeded, after some minutes, in seizing hold of the unfortunate 
person , and lifting him into the boat — ^ but not till the vital spadL 
seemed extinct. He was immediately carried to the pubKe-^house 
by the waterside , where prompt and judicious means were made 
use of — and with success. He i& now lying at the — publics- 
house ; but, as there were no papers or cards about him, hb name 
is at present unknown. The unfortunate gentleman is of middling 
stature — rather full made, of advanced years — bis hair very gray, 
and he wears a mourning ring on his left hand.'' 

I rang the bell, ordered a coach, drew on my boots, and put on 
my walking'^dress ; and in a little more than three or four minutes 
was hurrying on my way to tbe hmise mentioned in the news- 
paper. A twopenny postman had the knocker in his baud at the 
moment of my opening the door , and put into my hand a paid let^ 
ter, which I tore open as I drove along. Good God 1 it was (rom 
— Mr. Budleigh. It afforded unequivocal evidence of the insanity 
which had led him to attempt his life. It was written in a most 
extravagant and incongruous strain, and acquainted me with the 
writer's intention to *'bid farewell to his troubles that evening." 
It ended with informing me that I was left a legacy in his will for 
5000/. — and hoping that when his poor daughter died , *' I would 
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see her magnificeotly buried/' By the time I had arrived at the 
house where he lay, I was almost faioting with agitatioii: and I 
was compelled to wait some mtootes below before I c(mld suffi- 
ciently recover my self- possession. On eotering the bedroom 
where he lay ^ I fouod him undressed, and fast asleep. There was 
no appearance whatever of discomposure in the features. His 
hands were clasped closely together — and in that position he had 
continued for several hours. The medical man who had beeo sum- 
moned in over night , sat at his bedside , and informed me that his 
patient was going on as well as could be expected. The treatment 
he had adopted had been very judicious and successful; and I had 
no doubt that, when next Mr. Dudleigh awoke » he would fed 
little if any the worse for what he had suffered. All my thoughts 
were now directed to Miss Dudleigh ; fori felt sure that, if the 
intelligence had found its way to her, it must have destroyed her. 
I ran every inch of the distance between the two houses , and 
knocked gently at the door with my knuckles, that I might not 
distuib Miss Dudleigh. The servant ^rl, seeing my discompbsed 
appearance, would have created a disturbance, by shrieking, 
or making some other noise, had I not placed my fingers on her 
mouth, and* in a whisper, asked how her mistress was? ** Master 
went home with you. Sir, did not he?'' she inquired, with an 
alarmed air. 

«*Ve8 — yes," I replied, hastily* 

'* Oh, I told Miss so ! I told her so I" replied the gid, clasping 
her hands^ and breathing freer. 

**0h, she has been uneasy about his not coming home last 
night — eh? — Ah — I thought so this morning, and that is what 
has brought me here in such a hurry," said I, as calmly as I 
could. After waiting down stairs to recover my breath a little, 
I repaired to Miss Dndleigh's room. She was awake. The mo- 
ment I entered , she started up in bed, — her eyes straining, and 
her arms stretched towards me. 

**My — my — father!" — she gasped; and befbre I could 
open my lips , or even reach her side , she had fallen back in bed, 
and — as I thought — expired. She had swooned: and during 
the whole course of my experience , I never saw a swoon so long 
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aDd closely resemble death. For more than an hour, the nurse, 
servant girl, and I, hung over her in agonizing and breathless 
suspense, striving to detect her breath ^- which made no im- 
pression whatever on the glass I from time to time held over her 
mouth. Her pulse fluttered and fluttered — feebler and feebler, 
till I could not perceive that it beat at all. '' Well ! " thought I, 
at last removing my fingers, '*you are gone, sweet Agnes Dudleigh 
from a world that has but few as fair and good I — when a slight 
undulation of the breast, ''accompanied by a faint sigh, indicated 
slowly returning consciousness. Her breath came again , short 
and faint; but she did not open her eyes for some time after. 

*'Wel], my sweet girl," said I, presently observing her eyes 
fixed steadfastly on me; '^why all this? What has happened? 
What is the matter with you?" audi clasped her cold fingers in 
my hand. By placing my ear so close to ber lips that it touched 
them, I distinguished the sound — «« Hy fa — father! " . 

** Well! and what of your father? He is just as usual, and 
sends his love to you." Her eyes , as it were , dilated on me ; her 
breath came quicker and stronger, and her frame vibrated with 
emotion. **He is coming home shortly, by — by — four o'clock 
this afternoon — yes , four x)'cloek at the latest. Thinking that a 
change of scene might revive his spirits, I prevailed on him last 
night to walk on with me home — and — and he slept at my house." 
She did' not attempt to speak , but her eye continued fiied on me 
with an unwavering look that searched my very soul! ** My wife 
and Mr. Dudleigh will drive down together," I continued, firmly, 
though my heart sank within meat the thought of the improbability 
of such being the case, ** and I shall return here by the time they 
arrive, and meet them. Come, come. Miss Dudleigh — this is 
weak — absurd!" said I, observing that what I said seemed to 
make no impression on her. I ordered some port wine and water 
to be brought, and forced a few tea- spoonfuls into her mouth. 
They revived her, and I gave her more. In a word , she rapidly 
recovered from the state of uttermost exhaustion into which she 
had fallen ; and before I left, she said solemnly to me, * 'Doctor — ! 
It — IF yon have deceived me! — if any thing dreadful has 
really — really — " 
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I left, half distracted to think of the impoesibiHty of ftilfiUiGg 
the promise I had made her, as well as of accouDting satisfoctorilj 
for not doing so. What could I do? I dro^e rapidly homewards, 
and requested my wife to hurry down immediately to Miss Dud- 
teigh , and pacify her with saying that her father was riding roand 
with me for the sake of exercise, and that we should come to her 
together. I then hurried through my few professional calls and 
repaired to Mr. Dudleigh. To my unutterable joy and astonish- 
ment, I found him up, dressed — ^ for his clothes had been 
drying all night — and sitting quietly by the fire, in company 
with the medical man. His appearance exhibited no traces what- 
ever of the accident which bad befallen him. But, alas ! on looking 
close at him — on examining his features — Oh, that eye! 
that smile ! they told me of departed reason ! — I was gazing on 
an idiot! O God ! What was to become of Miss Dudleigh? How 
was I to bring father and daughter face to face? My knees smote 
together, while I sat beside him ! But it muH be done, or Miss 
Dudleigh's life would be the forfeit ! The only project I could hit 
upon for disguising the frightful state of the case , was to hint to 
Miss Dudleigh , if she perceived any thing wild or unusual in his 
demeanour, that he was a little flustered with wine! Butn^Aof a 
circumstance to communicate to the dying girl ! And even if it 
succeeded, what would ensue on the next morning? Would it be 
sc^fe to leave him with her? I was perplexed and confounded be* 
tween all these painful conjectures and difficulties ! 

He put on his hat and great-coat, and we got into my chariot 
together. He was perfectly quiet and gentle , conversed on indif- 
ferent subjects, and spoke of having had **a cold bath*' last night, 
which had done him much good ! My heart grew heavier and 
heavier as we n eared the home where I was to bring her idiot 
father to Miss Dudleigh! I felt sick with agitation, as we de- 
scended the carriage steps. 

But I was for some time happily disappointed. He entered 
her room with eagerness, ran up to her and kissed her with his 
usual affectionate energy. She held him in her arms for some 
time, exclaiming, — ** Oh, father, father! How glad I am to see 
you ! I thought some accident had happened to you ! Why did 



THE RUINED MEECHANT. 441 

y<m not tell me that you were going home wilh Dr. — ?" My wife , 
and I trembled, and looked at each other despairingly. 

''Why," replied her father, sitting down beside her, **yoa 
see, my love. Dr. — recommended me a cold bath." 

'' A cold bath at this time of the year 1 *' eulaimed Miss Dud«- 
leigh, looking at me with astonishment. I smiled, with ill- 
assamed nonchalance. 

'* It is Tery advantageous at — at — even this season of the 
year," I stammered , for I observed Miss Dudieigb's eye fixed on 
me like a ray of lightning. 

'* Tes ; but they ought to have tuAen Cjffmy clothes firsts* said 
Mr. Budleigh, with a shuddering motion. His daughter suddenly 
laid her hand on him, uttered a faint shriek , and fell back in her 
bed in a swoon. The dreadful scene of the morning was all acted 
over again. I think I should have rejoiced to see her expire on 
the spot; but no! Proyidence had allotted her a farther space, 

that she might drain the cup of sorrow to the dregs I 

• ••••••• 

TucMlny , Vlth Juhf 18 — . I am still in attendanoe on poor 
unfortunate Miss Dudleigh. The scenes I have to encounter are 
often anguishing , and even heart-breaking. She lingers on day 
after day, and week after week, in increasing pain ! By the bed- 
side of the dying girl, sits the figure of an elderly gray-haired 
man , dressed in neat and simple mourning — now gazing into 
vacancy with 'Mack lustre eye" — and then suddenly kissing her 
hand with childish eagerness , and chattering mere gibberish to 
her! It is her idiot father! Yes, he proves an irrecoverable 
idiot ^- but is uniformly quiet and inoffensive. We at first in- 
tended to have sent him to a neighbouring private institution for 
the reception of the insane ; but poor Miss Dudleigh would not 
hear of it, and threatened to destroy herself, if her father was 
removed. She insisted on his being allowed to, continue with her, 
and consented that a proper person should be in constant attend- 
ance on him. She herself could manage him, she said! and so 
it proved. He is a mere child in her hands. If ever he is inclined 
to be mischievous or obstreperous — which is tery seldom — if 
she do but say, "hush!" or lift up her trembling finger, or fix 
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her eye apon him reproTingly, he U instantly cowed , and runs up 
to her to *'kiss and be friends." He often falls down on his knees, 
when he thinks he has offended her, and tries like a child. She 
will not trust him out of her sight for more than a few moments 
together — except when he retires with his guardian, to rest: and, 
indeed , he shows as little inclination to leave her. The nurse's 
situation is almost a sort of sinecure ; for the anxious officiousness 
of Mr. Dndlei^h leaves her little to do. He alone gives his 
daughter her medicine and food , and does so with exquisite gen* 
tleness and tenderness. He has no notion of her real state — that 
she is dying; and finding that she could not succeed in her efforts 
gradually to apprize him of the event, which he always turned off 
with a smile of incredulity, she gives into his humour, and tells 
him — poor girl ! — that she is getting better I He has taken it 
into his head that she is to be married to Lord — , as soon as she 
recovers, and talks with high glee of the magnificent repairs going 
on at his former house in — Square ! He always accompanies me 
to the door; and sometimes writes me cheques for 50/. — which, of 
course, is a delusion only — as he has no banker, and few funds 
to put in his hands ; and at other times, slips a shilling or a six- 
pence into my hand at leaving — thinking, doubtless , that he has 
given me a guinea. 

Friday, — The idea of Miss Dudleigh's rapidly approaching 
marriage continues still uppermost in her father's head ; and he is 
incessantly pestering her to make preparations for the event. To- 
day he appealed to me , and complained that she would not order 
her wedding-dress. 

^'Father, dear father!" said Miss Dudleigh, faintly, laying her 
wasted hand on his arm , ** only be quiet a little , and I 41 begin to 
make it I — I *\\ really set about it to-morrow!" He kissed her 
fondly, and then eagerly emptied his pockets of all the loose silver 
that was in them , telling her to take it and order the materials. I 
saw that were was something or other peculiar in the expression 
of Miss Dudleigh's eye, in saying what she did — as if some sudden 
scheme had suggested itself to her. Indeed , the looks with which 
she constantly regards him » are such as I can find no a4equate 



THE RUINED MERCHANT. 443 

terms of description for. They bespeak blended anguish — ap- 
prehension — pity — love — in short, an expression that haunts 
me wherever I go. Oh , what a scene of suffering humanity ! — a 
daughter's deathbed , watched by an idiot father I 

Monday. — I now know what was Miss Dudleigh's meaning, 
in assenting to her father's proposal last Friday. I found , this 
morning, the poor dear girl engaged on her shroud! — It is of 
fine muslin , and she.is attempting to sew and embroider it. The 
people about her did all they could to dissuade her : but there was 
at last no resisting her importunities. Yes !- — there she sits, poor 
thing, propped up by pillows, making frequent, but feeble, efforts 
to draw her needle through her gloomy work , — tier father , the 
while, holding one end of the muslin, and watching her work with 
childish eagerness ! Sometimes a tear will fall from her eyes while 
thus engaged. It did this morning. Mr. Dudleigh observed it, 
and, turning to me , said with an arch smile , *^ Ah ha ! — how is 
it that young ladies always cry about being married V* Oh , the 
look Miss Dudleigh gave me, as she suddenly dropped her work, 
and turned her head aside ! 

Saturday. — Mr, Dudleigh is hard at work making his daughter 
a cowslip wreath , out of some flowers given him by his keeper. 

When I took my leave to-day , he accompanied me , as usual, 
down stairs , and led the way into the little parlour. He then shut 
the door, and told me in a low whisper, that he wished me to bring 
him an honest lawyer, -^ to make his will: for that he was going 
to settle 200,000/. upon his daughter! ~ of course I put him off 
with promises to look out for what he asked. It is rather remark- 
able , I think , that he has never once , in my hearing , made any 
allusion to his deceased wife. As I shook his hand at parting, 
he stared suddenly at me, and said — ** Doctor — Doctor! my 
daughter is yer-t slow in getting well — isn't she?" 

Monday^ July 23. — The suffering angel wilUoon leave us and 
all her sorrows ! — She is dying fast. She |s very much altered 
in appearance, and has not power enough to speak in more than 
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a whisper — and that but stidom. fier father sits gazing at her 
with a puzzled air, as if he did not lioow ivhat to make of her^ 
tinusual silence. He was a good deal Texed when 6he laid aside 
her ^'wedding-dress;'' and tried to tempt her to resume it, by 
showing her a shilling ! While I was sitting beside her, Miss Dud^ 
leigh, without opening her ejes, exclaimed, scarcely audible, 
*^0h ! be kind to him ! be kind to Mm ! He wont be long here ! 
He is very gentle!" 

— evening, — Happening to be summoned (o the n^gMraur- 
hood, I called a second time daring the day on MissDudleigh. All 
was qoiet when I entered the room. The nurse was sitting at the 
window, reading; and Mr. Dudleigh occupied his usual place at 
the bedside, leaning over his daughter, whose arms were clasped 
together round his neck. 

"Hush! hush!" — said Mr. Dudleigh, in a low whisper, as 
I approached, — "Don't make a noise — she 's asleep!** — 
Yes , she was asleep — and to wake no more ! Her snow-cold 
arms, — her features, which, on parting the dishevelled hair 
that hid them , I perceived to be fallen — told me that she was 
dead! 



She was buried in the same grave as her mother, fier wt^tehed 
father, contrary to our apprehensions, made no distarbance 
whatever while she lay dead. They told him Uiat she was no more 
— but he did not secnn to comprehend what was meant. He would 
take hold of her passive hand, gently skakeit, and let it fall again, 
with a melancholy wandering stare , that was pitiable ! He sat at 
her coffin-side all day long, and laid fresh flowers upon her every 
morning. Dreading lest some sudden paroxysm might occur, if 
he was suffered to see the lid screwed down , and her remains re- 
moved, we gave him a tolerable strong opiate in some wine, on 
the morning ofthe funeral ; and as soon as he was fast asleep , we 
proceeded with the last sad rites, and committed to the cold and 
quiet grave another broken heart! 
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Mr. Dudleigh saffered himself to be soon after cooyeyed to a 
private asylam, n^ere he had every comfort and attention requisite 
for his circamstances. He had fallen into profound melancholy, 
and seldom or never spoke to any one. He would shake me by the 
hand languidly when I called to see him, but hung down his head 
in silence 9 without answering any of my questions. 

His favourite seat was a rustic bench beneath an ample syca- 
more-tree , in the green behind the house. Here he would sit for 
hours together, gazing fixedly in one direction, towards a rustic 
church-steeple , and uttering deep sighs. No one interfered with 
him; and he took no notice of any one. One afternoon a gentle- 
man of foreign appearance called at the asylum , and in a hurried, 
faltering voice , asked if he could see Mr. Dudleigh. A servant 
but newly engaged on the establishment , imprudently answered 
— '* Certainly, Sir. Yonder he is, sitting under the sycamore. 
He never notices any one, Sir." The stranger — young Dudleigh, 
who had but that morning arrived ttxna America ^ rushed past the 
servant into the garden; and flinging down his hat, fell on one 
knee before his father, clasping his hands over his breast. Finding 
his father did not seem inclined to notice him , he gently touched 
him on the knee, and whispered — "father!" Mr. Dudleigh 
started at the sound — turned suddenly towards his son — looked 
him full in the face — fell back in his seat — and instantly 
expired ! 
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